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PREFAGE. 


We  trust  that  "Garden  of  Spices"  will  prove  to  oe  all  that  its 
name  implies,  a  real  center  of  musical  aroma  and  refreshing  odors. 
It  is  a  providential  production,  which  inspiration  called  forth  amid 
the  busy  toils  of  the  harvest  field.  The  book  will  stand  on  its  own 
merits ;  the  authors  humbly  ask  but  a  perusal  of  its  pages,  and  pray 
that  God  may  make- it  a  blessing  to  many.  The  profits  of  this  book 
will  all  be  used  in  non-salaried  mission-work. 

In  examining  this  book,  try  the  following  new  numbers  : 

i,  2,  5,  10,  12,  14,  17,  iS,  23,  2.7,  30,  37,  40,  41,  52,  63,  93,  97, 
108,  109,  113,  123,  125,  140,  147,  14S,  169,  175,  183,  18S,  193.  209, 
215,  227,  232,  243. 

Let  us  call  your  attention  to  the  following  late  hymns  which  are 
universally  popular  : 

3,  4,  16,  25,.  29,  31,  ^2,  34,  42,  44,46, '62,  65,  69,  70,  71,  73,  So, 
85,  90,  91,  95,  98,  103,    105,  107,  114,    118,  122,  126,  133,  139,  146., 

*49>  r53»  r58J  l63>  *7'T/i76>  t-17,  T-9°>  x9l>  J96>  ^Ol,  200,216,  21S, 
221,  226,  228,  229,  246. 


NOTICE — The  Words  and  Music  of  nearly  every  piece  in   "Garden  it  Sticks" 
are  copyrighted.      Permission  to  use  the  same  must  be  obtained  in  writing  from  owners 


Go  Gell  the  3o\2fnI  Gifcings. 


F.  J.  Crosby. 


1  Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and  preach  the  gospel." 

Ira  D.  Sankey. 


:*rzpqm *_| ^^^=^=^-[^=,,—3 ^-fls 
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1.  Go  tell   the    joy-  fa!     ti -clings    That  once  the  Sav-iour    told, 

2.  Go   tell  the    joy  -  ful    ti -dings    That  all    His  grace  may  share 

3.  Go  tell   the    'joy-  ful     ti  -  dings    That  all  who  now     be  -  Here, 
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To    ev  -  'ry  tribe 
Who,  trusting  on 
The  sift    of    life 


^-=T- 


3g3*E 


and    na  -  tion,     His  precious  truth  mi  •  fold. 
ly     Je  -  sus,     Will  come  by  faith  and    pray'r. 
e  -   ter  -  nal,     From  Je -sus  shall  re  -  ceive; 


Go    tell 
Lift  up 

A     life 


the  joy  -  ful     ti  -  dings 

the  trembling  mom r, 

beyond    the  s  h  a  d  -  <  .>  \vs 


Andpub-lish  far    and    wide 

So  weak  and  crushed  within, 

That  dim*  these  fad-ing    skies, 

JS-       ja-  a—       •#-  '      > 


The  bless- ed,  bless- ed  sto  -  ry, 
And  say,  "The  blood  of  Je  -  sus 
Where  pleasure  blooms  immortal 


That  Christ  for  sin-ners  died. 
Can  cleanse  from  ev'ry  sin." 
And  friendship  nev  -  er    dies. 
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$ot>  Calls  tToniabt 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 


God  calls  to-night,  He  calls  for  thee,    He  calls  thee     from 

God  calls  to-night,  O,  heed  His  voice.  Throw  ev-ery       i     - 

God  calls  to-night  from  death's  sure  dart,  He'll  hide  thy  soul 

God  calls  to-night,  wilt  thou  re-fuse,  And  mad  -  ly       from 

God  calls  to-night,   to  some,  the  last;  Ee-ject  this        of    ■ 


thy 
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Him 
fer 
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He     calls      to      life,    the  'way     is      free,  0 

And  make  Him   now  your  on  -  ly    choice;  He'll 

Ex -tract  the    sting,  heal  ev  -  ery   smart,  And 

Thy   head      a.  -  gainst  His  buck  -ler   bruise,  And 

And     all  thy    hope     is       o  -  ver  -  past,  Of 
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en    -    ter,       en 
choose  thee  for 
change  thy  night 
all         His    mer 
ev     -     er    pain 
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ber       m. 
His  crown, 
to      clay.       j 
cies  spurn?    J 
ing  heav'n.  J 
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God       is     call  -  ing.  sin  -  ner, 


call-hag  you  to-day,  Soon  your  day  of  mer-cy  will  forever  pass  a-way ; 
I  il  -&-•  -®--®-  -e-  -0-  -*-  -&-•  -9-  -#-  -*-  -*-•  -#--(2- 
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Has-ten,  sin-ner,  has-ten,  seek  Him  while  you  may;  Come  without  delay. 
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Zhc  Savior  TOitb  fSDe, 

I..IZZ1E  Edwards. 

Duet. 

-^ „ H ■£- 


Jno.  E.  Sweney, 


1.  I  must  have  the  Sav-ior  with  me,  For  I  dare  not  walk  a-lone, 

2.  I  must  have  the  Sav-ior  with  me,  For  my  fa  ith,  at  best,  is  weak ; 

3.  I  must  have  the  Sav-ior  with  me,  In  the  on  -  ward  march  of  life, 

4.  I  must  have  the  Sav-ior  with  me,  And  His  eye  the  way  must  guide, 


I  must  feel  His  pres-enee  near  me.  And  His  arm  a-round  me  thrown. 
He  can  whisper  words  of  comfort  That  no  oth  -  er  voice  can  speak. 
Thro'  the  tempest  and  the  sunshine,  Thro'  the  bat-tie  and  the  strife. 
Till   I  reach  the  vale  of  Jor-  dan,  till    I  cross  the    roil-ing  tide. 


Then  my 


P      J" 
soul shall  fear  no    ill, 

Then  my  youl  shall  fear  no   ill,  fear   no  ill, 
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lead me  where  He     will,  I       will 

Let    Him   lead    me  where  He     will,  where  He  will, 
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go with-out  a    mur-mur,     And  His  foot-steps  fol-iow  still. 

I    will  go 
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Carrie  E.  Rounseeell. 
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1.  It  may  not  be  on  the  mountain  height,  or  over  the  stormy  sea; 

2.  Perhaps  toi  lay  there  are  loving  words  which  Jesus  would  have  me  speak, 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  lo  wly  place,  Inearth's  harvest  fields  so  wide, 

-9-         -#-  -iff--*-      -*-         -#-  a  »  >.        -■£--)*-  _  r©-    -£-•''':*. 


It  may    not  be     at  the  bat-tie's  front  My  Lord  will  have  need  of  me; 
There  may  be  now  in  the  paths  of  sin  Some  wand'rer  whom  I  should  seek, 
Where  I  may  la  -  bor  thro'  life's  short  day  For  Je-sus  the  eru  -  ei  -  fled, 

-0-  -9-         ■»-      -9-'    -0-   -&-  t-1         -t_      -§-  m  .    f-  -f- 


But  if  by  a  still,  small  voice  He  calls  To  paths  that  I  do  not  know, 
0  Sa  -  viour,  if  Thou  wilt  be  my  guide,  Tho'  dark  and  rugged  the  way, 
So  trusting  my  all  to  thy  tender  care,  And  knowing  Thou  lovest  me, 

-0^-9- 


ril  answer,  dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  thine,  I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
My  voice  shall  echo  the  message  sweet,ITl  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll  do     thy  will  with  a  heart  sincere,  I'll  be   what  you  want  me  to  be. 
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D.  S. — Pit 'sayzvhat  youzvant  meto  say  dear  Lord)  P 11  be  zvhatyou  want  me  to  be. 
Refrain.  ~    r 
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1  11  go  where  you  want  metogo,  dear  Lord,  Over  mountain,  or  plain,  or  sea; 
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If  will  %>in$  of  1bts  Hove. 

"  Unto  thee  will  I  sing,  0  Thou  Holy  One  of  Israel."    Ps.  71-22. 

Mrs.  Frank  A.'Breck.  Warren  W.  Benti.ey. 
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1.  'Twas  love  that  brought  life  unto  men,  'Twas  love  that  was  willing  to 

2.  'Twas  won-der-ful,  wonderful   love !  That  brought  such  a  Savior  to 

3.  'Twas  love,  O  compassionate   love,  That  will-ing-ly  suf-fered  and 

4.  0     come  to   the  fountain  of  love,  Where  ev'ry  poor  sin-ner  may 

JL       JL       JSL       #-       JL-     JL    jfL       #.•#. 
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give    us    a   dwelling  on     high, 
joy    ev  -  er  -  last- ing    to      be. 
we  might  in  glo  -  ry     a  -  bide. 
wash-es    us  whit-  er  than  snow. 


I  will 


I  will  sing, 
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I  will  sing, 


I  will  sing  of   His  won-der-ful 
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love ;  Wherever  I 
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am,    I  wil.  sing  of  the  Lamb;  The  Lamb  that  for  sinners  was  slain. 
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Zhou  Hit  Coming 


T.  H.  Nelson. 


Flotia  B. 
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Thou  art  com-ing,     O,  my  Savior,  Thou  art  coming.  Christ,  my  Lord, 
ThOu  art  com-ing  decked  in   glo-ry,  like  ten  thousand  blazing  sun&, 
Then  art  coni-ing,  graves  shall  open,  and  the  slow-de  -  cay-iug  bones 
Thou  art  com-ing,  marching  millions  with  their  cm-el  clash   of  arms 


IT  < 

And  what  joy  to  my  poor  spir  -  it.  Does  this  glorious  thought  afford ; 
And  thy  stay  will  not  be  transient,  For  with  Thee  the  kingdom  comes; 
Of  dead  saints  shall  then  be  quickened,  'Mid  the  crash  of  tott'ring  thrones ; 
Shall  be  stopped  in  bloodiest  conflict,  While  the  sight  each  soul  alarms; 


itr 


Thou  art  com  -  ing  in  Thy  glo-ry,  And  each  tongue  Thy  praise  skil  swell, 
With  Thy  train  of  saints  and  an-gels,  And  thy  bright,  resplendant  throne, 
All  Thy  liv  -  ing  saints  enraptured  Then  shall  meet  Thee  on  Thy  way, 
Scenes  most  aw- jul,  now  se  -  elu-ded,  Shall  be  seen   in   plain-est  «ight, 

'^~i ni — stiEl 


For  Thou  com-est  as  a  vie- tor  0  -  ver  sin  and  death  and  hell. 
Thou  art, com-ing  in  Thy  tri-umph.  To  call  all  Thy  chil-dren  home. 
And  bo  like  Thee  in  Thy  glo-ry  When  they  see  Thee  in  that  day. 
While  the  foul -est  schemes  of  mon-sters  Shall  ap-pear  in  ciear-est  light. 

■»•         m  m  m  .       -0-       m  h 


Conyrisrbt.  by  T.  H.JMbIboo. 


Chorus. 


Zhon  art  Comfn6--Conclut>e&. 
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Thou  art  corn-ing,    Je-sus,  Sa-vior,  not    a   man     of  sor-rows  now, 
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But    a  King   of  kings 


ter-nal  and  with  glo  -  ry   on  Thy  brow; 
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How   it  hastes  on  wings  of  an -gels,  does  this  blest  mil-len-nial  day ; 
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May  we     all    be  watch-ing,  read-y,  Lord,  to  meet  Thee  on  Thy  way. 
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Thou  art  eom-ing!  not  a  sor-row,  nor  a  tear,  regret,  or  pain 
Shall  be  felt  by  those  confiding  in  the  merits  of  Thy  name; 
They  will  share  with  Thee  Thy  triumph,  while  e-ternal  ages  roll, 
0,  the  joy,  the  bliss,  the  glo-ry !  how  the  thought  transports  the  soul, 

Ibe  TLea&etb  HDe. 


7 


*-r 


1.  He  leadeth  me!  oh!  blessed  thought, 
Oh!  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught; 
Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  be, 
Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me. 

Kef. — He  leadeth  me!  ne  leadeth  me ! 
By  His  own  hand  He  leadeth  me; 
His  faithful  follower  I  would  be, 
For  by  His  hand  He  leadeth  me. 


2.  Sometimes  *mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloon 
:tJ  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 


By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea, 
Still  'tis  His  hand  that  leadeth  m 

3.  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mini 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see — 
Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  me 

4.  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done 
When,  by  Thy  grace  the  victory's  won 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  fl« 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  m 


8. 


lEartb's  inanities. 


Vivian  A.  Dake. 


Fannie  Birdsall. 
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1.  I  have  sought  pleas-ure  the  wide  world  around,  Drank  its  cap  deeply,  but' 

2.  Friendships  were  mine  with  the  fairest  of  earth,  Heartknitto  heart  of  true 

3.  Tread-mills  of  du  -  ty  that  nev-er  are  done;     Con-nicts  and  bat-ties,  but 

4.  My  heart  is  wea-ry  of  din  and  of  strife,       Wea-ry    of  liv-ingthis 

5.  Hark!  'tis  a  voice  like  the  waves  of  the  sea,,  Breaks  on  my  soul  with  glad 
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none  have  I  found;  Sweet  for  a  moment,  then  bitter  as  gall,  Flash  like  a 
merit  and  worth,  Gone,  and  I'm  left  with  the  per-ish-ing  clod;  Cords  snap'd  a- 
vic  -  to  -  ries  none;  Troubles  like  bil-lo'ws  roll  over  my  head,  Fear-ing,  yet 
un  -  mean-ing  life,    Sat-is-fied  never,  no  peace  and  no  rest,  Warring  waves 
ti  -  ding's    for  me;  "Come  unto  me"  all  ye  weary  and  worn,  Heav  -  i  -  ly 
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me  -  teor,  then  dark-ness  o'er  all.  Van  -  i  -  ty  all,  yea,  much  lighter  than 
sun  -  der — pass  un  -  der  the  rod.  Low  'mid  the  ash-es  of    sor  -  row  I 
wish-ing  to  lie  with  the  dead.  Wishing 'twere  morning  as  fast  speeds  the 
ev  -  er  beat  fierce  on  my  breast:  Discord,  eon-fu-sion  wher  -  ev  -  er   I 
la -den,  your  bur-den  I've  borne:  Cast  it   all  down  at  the  foot  of  the 
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air,  Bri-ers  for  ros-es,  for  peace,  heav-iest  care;  Heart-sick  and  weary,  to 
lie,  covered  with  sack-cloth  and  ready  to  die;     End     of  per-fec-tion — to 
night,  Wish-ing  'twere  evening  when  breaks  morning  light;  Restless  and  wretched,  0 
go;      Life  is  so  emp-ty,  a  van  -  i  -  ty  show.  Oh,  must  I  ev-er      in 
cross,  Joy  for  your  sorrow  and  gain  for  all  loss,  Plen-ty  for  pov-er-ty, 
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whom   shall  I  go?      Help   or     I     per-ish!  Thy  mer  -  cy,  Lord,  show. 
whom   shall  I  flee?      Sa-viour,  have  mer-cy,    I  would  come  to     Thee, 
must      I  thus  roam?    No  peace,  no  Je-sus,     no  hope   and   no   home, 
wretch-ed-ness sigh?  Help  me,  mySa-vior,  I   per-ish.     I     die. 
glad  -  ness  di  -  vine;  Lord,    I     am  com-ing,  Oh,  may     I     be  Thine? 
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'■Now  I  have  found  what  my  soul  long  has  craved; 
Glory  to  Jesus !  I'm  saved,  I  am  saved, 
Saved  from  my  sor-row  and  striving  and  sin. 
Saved  from  my  foes  from  without  and  within , 
Heaven  has  come  with  its  sweetness  and  rest, 
Satisfied  eyei ,  continually  blest ; 
Well-springs  of  joy,  Hoods  of  glory  divine, 
Shout  the  glad  news,  Lord — eternally  thine. 


Jegite,  Savior,  pilot 

Edyv  akd  Hopper. 
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1.  Je-sus,  Sav-ior,  pi  -  lot  me,     0    -   ver  life's  tem-pest-uous  sea; 
d.c— Chart  and  corn-pass  came  from  thee;  Je  -  sus,  Sav-ior,   pi-  loc   me. 

2.  As    a    moth-er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the    o-ceanwildj 
D.c— Wondrous  Sovereign  of   the  sea,     Je  -  sus,  Sav-ior,  pi  -  loc     me. 

3.  Whenatlast    I    near  the  shore,  And    the  fear  -ful   breakers  roar, 
d.  c— May    i    hear  thee  say    to    me,  "Fear  not,    I    will    pi  -  lot  thee!" 
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\  n-known  waves  before  me  roll,  Hid-ing  rocks  and  treachei  ous  shoal; 
.    waveso-beythy  will,  When  thou  say 'st to  them  "Bestill!" 

.  i    tine  and  the  peace-ful  rest,  Then  while  lean-irig  on  thy  breast, 


T.  H.  Nelson 
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1. 
2. 
3. 

4. 
5. 


'Tis  the  Sa-vior's  call,  and  it  comes  to  all  As  the  great-  est  of 
On  the  wings  of  love  let  us  quiek-ly  move,  To  those  long  Deg  - 
If  thou  iov  -  est  God,  o  -  bey  His  word,  And  fly  to  the 
Thine  of  -  fering  bring    to  Christ  the  King,  Thine     all  in 

A.  -    rouse,  a  -  rise,    yes,  heed     the  sighs  Of  the  hosts  now  in 
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His  com-mands;    Go  preach  and  prove  His  match-less  love  To  the 
lee  -  ted  climes,     And  flash   the  light  on  their  aw-ful  night,  As  they 
dis-tant  east,      And   call    the  hosts  now  in  dark-ness  lost.  To  the 
all  he'll  prove,  While  the  hosts  of  sin     are   being  brought  in  By  the 
dark-ness  bound;  Those  sheep  now  a-stray  in  the  des-ert  way,    0 
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mil  -  lions  in  hea  -  then  lands,  For  on  ev  -  ery  gale  comes  a 
bow  at  their  hea  -  then  shrines ;  "While  we  wait-  ing  stand,  death 
Lamb's  great  gos  -  pel  feast;  Wilt      thou,  but  sigh  as  those 

power  of  His  bound-less  love ;  How       can  they  em-brace  His 

seek   till  the  lost     are  found ;       Let   us   toil     and  pray     till 
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plain-tive  wail,  As  the  voice  of  thy  broth-ers  blood,  That  fifty  million 
plows  the  land,    And  turns     the  grave-yard  sod    On  fif  -  ty  mil-lion 
mil  -  lions  die?       0,  cleanse    thy  hands  from  blood,  For  fif-ty  mil-lion 
glo-rious  grace  If  they   nev  -  er   hear  his  word?   And  iif  -  ty  mil-lion 
sin  gives  way,  And  cleansed  in  the  Sa-vior's  blood,  Those  fif-ty  mil-lion 
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Chorus. 


-I — — *\ m. mi-  -4— 4 

■» & 9 0'  -*-%. 


hea-thenper-isu  year-ly     with-out  God.    ) 
hea-then  who  die  year-ly    with-out  God. 
hea-thenper-ish  year-ly    with-out  God. 
hea-thenper-ish  year-ly     with-out  God. 
blood- washed  souls  die,  shouting  the  praise  of  God.  J 


A  -  rouse !   a-rise!   0 
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mem-ber  the  blood  of  the  Son  of  God  was  the  price  their  re-demp-tion  cost. 
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11. 


£be  Ibalf  was  IRevet  Hclb, 


I.  I  know  I  love  Thee  better  Lord, 

Than  any  earthly  joy  ; 
For  Thou  hast  given  me  the  peace 

Which  nothing  can  destroy. 

Chorus. 
The  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 

Of  love  so  full  and  free ; 
The  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 

The  blood  it  cleanseth  me. 


2.  1  know  that  Thou  art  nearer  still, 
Than  any  earthly  throng-; 

And  sweeter  is  the  thought  of  Thee, 
Than  any  lovely  song. 

3.  Thou  hast  put  gladness  in  my  heart 
Then  well  may  I  be  glad, 

Without  the  secret  of  Thy  love 
I  could  not  but  be  sad. 

4.  0,  Savior,  precious  Savior,  mine 
What  Avill  Thy  presence  be  ? 

If  such  a  life  of  joy  can  crown 
Our  walk  on  earth  with  The.' 
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T.  il.  Nelson. 

»  t 


Fannie  Birdsali 


*_£± 


^=F=£ 


£ 


± 


-N-V 


-«- 


When  on  -wings  of  faith  we  rise,  To  onr  homebe-yond  the  skies,  And  have 
Cleansed  from  every  stain  of  sin,  Made  acquainted  with  the  King,  Of  His 
O  the  thought  so  blest  and  grand,  In  His  favor  we  shall  stand,  On  the 
With  the  happy  blood-washed  throng,  That  shall  sing  the  new,  new  song,  Pow'r  and 
There  shall  waves  of  glory  roll,  In  sweet  rapture  o'er  the  soul,  When  we 
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gained  the  long  sought  prize,  by  and  by, —  When  the  race  on  earth  ia  run 


mer  -  cy  we  shall  sing,  by  and  by 
shin  -  ing,  golden  strand,  by  and  by 
praise  to  Christ  be-long,  by  and  by 
gain 


the  gio-nous  goa 


'   by  and  by 
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—  When  we've  dropped  the  sword  and  shield 

—  When  earth's  conflicts  are  all  done, 

—  We  shall  swell  the  an-them  sweet, 

—  When  our  toil  and  tears  are  done, 


a 


■rd 


>      V 


Andtheerownoflifeiswon,Weshall'hearthe  words"well  <hni-  by  and  by. 
On  the  well  won  batl  I  ::  Id,  Wethe  vic-tor's  palm  shall  wield,  by  and  by. 
And  thro'  Christ  the  yietry  s  won,  We  shall  shineforth  asthesnn,  by  and  by. 
As  we  wor-ship  at  His  feet,  In  His  im-age,  made  com-plete,  By  and  by. 
And  with  golden  sheaves  we  come  To  our  glorious  Harvest  Hom&  by  and  1  ly. 
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By  and  by,  by  and  by,  In  His  likeness  we  are  told,  We  our 

by  and  by,  by  and  by, 
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Savior shall  behold,  And  we'll  strike  the  harp;?  of  gold,  by  and  by. 
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13. 


Victor  Strange. 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 


1.  I     want 

2.  The  spring 


a     prin -  ci  -  pie with...  -  in, 

of      all my    ac -  tions.       Lord, 
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That  loves    to       do     the  right,    That  loves   to      do     the    right; 
Thy  blood  must  pur   -  i    -    i'y,       Thy  blood  must  pur   -  i     -    i'y; 
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That     ev  -  er  shuns  the  thing  un-clean,  And  walks  as.  in    Thy  sight. 
My    hopes  are  hang-ing     on  Thy  word,  Speak,  Sav-i  or,  or  I      die. 


From  every  evil  tendency  5 

i  pant  to  !)<■  set  free, 
And  joined  to  all  the  living,  Lord, 

By  beina,'  joined  to  Thee. 


}  blessing  will  not  satisfy, 

I  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  Thou  my  heart  dost  purify, 
And  Uoci  and  heav'n  bestow. 


Self-will  and  vanity  I  hate,  6.    Thus,  in  the  image  of  my  Lordj, 
And  lying  lips  despise  My  soul  doth  long  to  be; 

And  on  Thee,  0,  my  God,  I  wail  Made  pare  in  Hisall-rleansingMooi 

With  tears  and  groans  ai  From  every  stain  set  free, 

CoDyrisrht.  bv  T.  H.  Nelson. 
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W.  W.  Bailey. 


I.  Waltz. 
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Wouldst  thou  read-y  be  to  en-ter,  At  the  mar-riage  of  the  Son?  Wouldst  thou 
When  the  mid-night  cry  is  sounded,  That  the  Bride-groom  draw-eth  near,   Thou  must 
I       Ion"- to  see  the  man-sions,  I     long  to  see   the  blest,      I 


■H1 
join  the  royal  banquet,  When  the  bride  He  bringeth  home?  Wouldst  thou 
gird-ed  be  to  meet  Him,  With  thy  light  all  bright  and  clear;  When     in 
long-  to  see  the  Bridegroom,      I     long  with  Him  to  rest;         The 


sweet-ly 
heav  -  en 
gates  of 
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join  the  ehor-us,  Of  the  pure,  lie-side  the  throne?  Thou  must 
safe  for  -  ev  -er,  And  a  crown  and  palm  are  thine,  Thou  shalt 
life    are  oo-'ning;,  I  ■      soon  shall  en-ter     in, 


have    a    spot-1'ss    gar-meut,     Not  one  bor-rowed,  but  thine  own. 
join  the  hosts  i  n-num-bered,  Thou  shalt  drink  the  King's  new  wine, 
then  fare- well  for  -  ev   -   er,  To  sor-row,    toil    and    pain. 
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T.  H.  Nelson. 
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1.  Make     me     like  Thee  Oh  Lord,  Cleansed  in  Thy  prec-ious  blood. 

2.  Thy       gra-cious  love    im-pavt,  Pour   on     my    thirst -y  heart 

3.  Tho'     fond  -  est  friends  may  die,  Tho'  cher-ished  hopes  may  fly, 
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rough  sea; 
Thy  Spir  -  it      free; 
Thine  let     me     be; 


Tho'  loud  the  break-ers  roar,  My  heart  be 
Thou  who  dost  deign  to  bless,  All  who  their 
0     hear  me   while  I  pray,  Purge  all  this 
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temp  -  ted  sore,  Thee  would  I  still  im-plore,  Make  me  like  Thee. 
sins  con -less,  Thy  Spir -it  I'd  pos-sess,  Make  me  like  Thee, 
dross     a- way,   In   me  thy  pow'r  dis-play,  Make  me  like  Thee. 


Tho'  persecutions  rise, 
Storm  clouds  o'er-spread  my  si 

Thy  power  I'd  see; 
Hough  tho'  the  path  I  tread. 
Vexations  'round  me  spread, 
By  the-  I'd  still  be  led, 

Make  me  like  thee . 


5.    When  life's  last  hour  is  fled, 

:ies,        When  death's  dark  vale  I  tread., 

Thee  would  I  see; 

Fail  at  thy  glorh  ms  feet, 

Lost  in  1  hy  love  so  sweet, 

And  feel  my  sou!  complete, 

Savior  like  thee! 
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Whosoever  Believetb. 


"for  God  bo  loved  the  world,  that  Ho  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth 
in  Him,  should  not  perish,  hut  have  everlasting  life.'  —John  3:  16. 


Eev.  F.  Denison. 
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Warren  W.  Bentley. 
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"L.  From  Cal-vary's  mountain  soundings  What  loving  words  we  hear, 

2.  Who -e'er  my  word    be-liev  -  eth,  We  hear  the    Sav-ior   say, 

3.  O        broth-er,  come  and  trust  Him,  Oh,  come  to      Him  to -day, 
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The  love  of  God  a-bound  -  ing,  Dis-pell  -  ing  all  our  fear. 
A  par  -  don  full  re-ceiv  -  eth,  All  sins  are  washed  a  -  way. 
He's  wait-ing   to      re-ceive      you,  Why  long-er  then     de  -  lay. 
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Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er  be  -  liev  -  eth,     Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er  be-liev  -  eth, 
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Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er    be  -  liev  -  eth,  Hath  ev  -  er  -  last-ing        life. 
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flDore  about  Seeus, 


Arcturus  Newman. 


Grace  Neal. 


u      <$      J 

1.  Let  me  hear  more  a-bout  Je  -  sus,  More  of  the  cross  which  He  bore  ; 

2.  Oh,  tell  me  more  a-bout  Je  -  sus,   Tell  of  His  won-der- ful    love, 

3.  Tell  how  He's  coming  in   glo-ry,    Tell  of   His  kingdom  of    peace; 
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Tell  me    of  sweat  in  the  gar-den,     Tell   of  temp-ta-tions  so 
Tell  of  the  blest  in-ter-ces-sion,  Which  He  is  mak-ing    a  - 
Oh,  tell  me  more  of  this  Sav-ior,   Who  doth  sin's  captives  re- 

sore ; 
bove, 
lease ; 
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Tell  of  His  won-der-ful  mer-cy,  Tell  of  His  rich- es  of  grace; 
Tell  how  His  tomb  was  found  empty,  Tell  how  He  rose  from  the  grave 
Yes,  tell  me  more  a-bout  Je-  sus,  Theme  ev-er  sweetest  and    L     i  : 
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Tell  of  the  boundless  compassion,  Which  doth  my  sins  ef  -  face. 
Tell  of  a  bless-ed  as  -  cen- sion,  Tell  how  Ho  now  doth  save. 
Let  me  learn  more  a-bout  Je  -  sus,      Till    at    His  fee      T      rest. 
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H  Stranger  to  6od 


Herbert  Booth. 
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A  stranger  to  God,  to  His  love  and  His  light,  I  wandered  alone  in  the 
In  the  glittering  pleasures  of  fashion  and  sin,  I  thought  I  might  hope  sat-is- 
And  thus  ia  my  wildncss,  my  hardness  and  fears,  I  sowed  in  my  blindness  a 
The  face  of  the  friend  tiiat  I  met  with  that  day,  Bore  Moodmarks  of  pain,  yet  the 
He  smiled  on  my  sadass,  and  Yoke  in  my  soul,  Kewjoys  and  ambitions  no 
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darkness  of  night;  Some-times  I  would  pause  in  my  sad-ness  to  hear,  A 
fac  -  tion  to  win ;  But  still  would  the  voice  of  my  soul  cry  to  know  A 
harvest  of  tears.,  Till  wounded  and  burdened,  from  goodness  estranged,  I 
sweetness  of  May;  My  heart  in  its  sor-row  was  cry-ing  for  rest,    So 
pow'r  could  control ;  I  fell  at  His  feet,  owned  His  mer-cy  di- vine,  Pro- 
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voice  in  my  heart  for  a  friend  to  come  near, 
place  where  to  bur  -  y  its  sor-row  and  woe. 
met  with  this  Friend,  who  has  everything  changed, 
gent  -  ly  I  crept  to  His  side  and  was  blest. 
claimed  Him  a  King  and  de-liv-er  -  er   mine. 


The  name  of  this  Friend  would  you 
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know? The  name  of   the  friend  I   love  so? 

would vou know'.'  1     love  so? 

N 
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E  Stranger  to  (5ob==Conclubet>. 


Jesus'  blest  name  land  it  kindles  a  flame  Of  love  in  my  heart  here  below. 
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Charles  Wesley. 
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Tune — Martyx,  7,  D. 
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Je  -  bus,  lov  -  er  of   my  sonl,     Let    me  to  Thy  bo-som    fly, 
Oth  -  er   ret'-uge  have  I  none,  Hangs  my  help-less  soul  on  Thee ; 
Plen-teous  grace  with  Thee  is  found — Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 

—Safe  in  -  to  the  ha-ven  guide,    O/i,  re-ceive   my  soul   at    last. 

Cov-er    my  de-fense-less  head  With  ihe  shad-o-v  of  Thywing. 

Spring  thou  uj>  zuil/i-in  my  heart;  Rise  to  all  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty, 
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"While  the  near-er  wa-ters  roll,  While  the  tem-pest  still  is  high; 
Leave,  oh,  lea,ve  me  not  a-lone,  Still  sup-port  and  com-fort  me. 
Let  the  healing  streams  a-bound ;  Make  and  keep  me  pure  with-in. 


D.  C. 
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Hide  me,  0     my  Sav-icr,    hide,       Till  the  s£orm  or  life   is     past; 
All     my  trust  on  Thee  is     staved,    All    my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Thou  of  life   the  iouiit-ain  art,      Free  -  ly     let  me  take  of    Thee; 


20. 


^"be  Xigbtfeouee* 


A  llght-hon  i  beeper,  who  had  watched  anxiously  for  the  return  of  his  son  from  a  long  voy- 
age, one  my!  t  let  h  3  go  i  ut.  In  tho  morning  the  first  object  thai,  met  his  faze,  was  the 
deadboii^  ..;!' ui;.  i.;ou,  v.iiin    -  i   -a  ashore  from  a  wrecked  vessel. 


T.  II.  Nelson. 


Fannie  Birds  all. 
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Dai  k-ness  veils  thefriend-ly  light-house  Thatfor  many  years  has  biased, 
Hark  !  a  crashlike  dis-  tan  tthun-der,  Wakes  the  keep-er  from  his  dreams, 
There  a-mong  the  man-gled  bod-ies  Of  the  Rail  -  ors  washed  a-shore 

I  'are  .      ■  •.■•'.-,  i  a  heed  the  warn-ing  ?  Par-ents  blest  with  chil-dren  dear, 


Cheer-ing  man  -  y   a  wear-y  sai-lor  Past  the  rocks, with  friend-ly  rays ; 
lie  lights    the'friend-lybea-eon;  All  too  late  the  light  now  streams; 
On     the   rocks,    all  cold  and  life-less  Is     a    form  he's  seen  be-fore ; 
Decs  the  fain  -  il  -  y   al  -  tar  bea-con  Throw  its  light  out  bright  and  clear  ? 


But  to-night  the  keep-er's  sleep-ing,  Dream-ing  of  his    sail-or  son, 
'  an-gry,    sul  -  len  wa-ters,  Sees  he     to    his  dire  sur-prise, 

Draws  the  1  •  .  ■  :        •■.     t-ernear-er.  Looks  a-gain,  the  truth  is  known; 
On  the  sen  of  time  some  loved  one,  If  your   al  -  tar  fire  burns  low, 
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W1  ofromth  i  lofrov-ing,    Is  at  last  ex-pec-ted  home. 


T  -  •  '•■■■-.    I     On  the  bil-lows  fall  and  rise. 

i     :ish, Cries,  O  God,  my  son,  my  son! 
he  wrecki  lie  break-ers,  On  the  shores  of  end-less  woe. 
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Who  from  three  iong  years  of  rov-ing,  Is   at   last 
Tim-bers    of       a  shat-tered  ves-sel  On  the   bil 
And      in  words  of  deep-est  an-guish,  Cries,  "0  God, 
May   be  wrecked  a-mid  the  break-ers  On  thy  shores 

0 teis 


ex-pec-ted  home, 
lows  fall  and  rise. 
my  son,  my  son!" 
of  end-less  woe. 
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21. 

Begin  ald  Hebeu. 


Ho 
Ho 
Ho 
Ho 


ho 
ho 


-It,  ho 

ly,  ho 

ho-ly,  1 

ho-ly,  ho 


-  ly,     Lord  God  Al-might  -  y !  Ear -ly  in  the 

-  ly !  all  the  saints  a-dore  thee,  Casting  down  their 

-  ly !  tho'  the  dark-ness  hide  thee,  Tho'  the  eve  of 

-  ly  i  Lord  God  Al-might-y!  All  thy  works  shall 


morn  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise  to  thee ;  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,     ho  -  ly, 
gold-en  crowns  a-ronnd  theglas-sy  sea  ;  Chei  -u-bim  and  ser-a-phim 
sin -ful  man  thy  glo  -  ry  may  not  see ;    On-ly  thou  art   ho  -  ly! 
praise  thy  name,  in  earth,  andsky,  andsea;  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,    ho  -  ly, 


mer-ci  -ful  a,:id  might-y,  God    i  i  T  iree  i  .  '  '  Trinity! 

fall-big  down  be-fore  thei     JVhichwei  rermoreshaltbe. 

th  i     is  ■!■    ie  be-side  thee,  Per-i'i  [><    •    i     i    love,  and  pur- i-ty. 

mer  -  ci  -  ful  and  might-y,  God   in   Din   i     'er-sons,  blessed  Trin-i-ty ! 
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T.  H.  NBLSOff, 
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tomb  in  the  rag  -  ing  sea;  But  a  fiend  far  worse  than 
las  for  my  poor  weak  boy,  In  the  tomb  with  his  man  -  hood 
mothers     so    oi't  -    en    tell,        In      meas-ures  more  full        of 
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eith  -  er,  That    stole     my        boy    from    me.     'Twas  the 

slaughtered,         Is         bur  -  ied,  my  heart's  last    joy.        For     a 
sor  -  row,  •    Than  the  notes    of     a    fun   -  eral    bell.  Ye 
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ser  -  pent  within     the  wine-cnp, 

draught  from  the  poisoned  wine  -  cup, 

fiends  that  have  siain  my   dar  -  ling, 


That  poisoned    his  once  pure 
He  threw  ev  •  'ry  hope      a- 
Go  bring  him   to     me      a- 
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soul,  And  filled  him  with  fiendish    pas  -  sions,  His       reason  could 
way,  And  fell  from  his  manhood's  glo  -  ry,     To  the  wreck  he  ap- 
gain,    As  pure    as    in  that  dread  morning,  When  his  vir-tue  was 
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youth     of       our    land     to    save,    From    the     fie    •  ry,        de- 
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That  ends    ia       a  drunkard's  grave. 
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Christ  Xcweb  fl&e. 


T.  H.  Nelson. 


Fannie  Birdsall 
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Es-traaged  from  God  and  lost  in  sin,  Christ  loved  me ;  The  rock  was  cleft  u 
I  heard  His  voice  like  mn-sic  sweet,  Christ  lored  me ;  And  fell  a-dor-in^ 
He  spoke,  my  bur-den  rolled  a- way,  Christ  lored  me;  My  darkness  turned  U 
And  this  shall  be  my  themo  be-low,  Christ  lored  me;  Till  to  his  home  of 
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take  me  in,  Christ  loved  me;  He  sought  me  in  sin's  mountain  wild, 
at     His  feet,  Christ  loved  me;  My  heart  was  pierced  by  keen  remorse, 
glorious  day, Christ  loved  me;  His  voice  was  sweet  as  an-gel's  byre, 
love   I     go,  Christ  loved  me;  And  then  with  3aint3  and  an-gels  all, 


Christ  loved  me;  and  called  me  still  Hiserr-ing  child,  Christ  loved  me. 
Christ  loved  me;  And  dniv>n  to  Him  by  love's  sneei  force,  Christ  loved  me. 
Christ  loved  me;  Its  mu-sic  thrilled  my  soul  like  tire,  Christ  loved  me. 
Christ  loved  me;  I'll  sing  while  end-less  a  -  ges  roll,  Christ  loved  me. 
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Chorus. 
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praise  Him  thro'     e    -   ter    -    ni  -  ty,    For   Christ       loved    me. 
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Lottie  Birdsall. 
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1.  0,    how   I     love    the    Bi-ble,     The  book  that  God  has  giv'n, 

2.  It  shows  our  lost    con-di-tion,   And  tells     us       Je  -  sus  died, 

3.  O,    "suf-fer   lit  -  tie  ehild-ren,"  This   Je  -  sus  said,  we  know; 

4.  Since  Je  -  sus  died    to   save  us,     We  ought    to  live    for  Him, 
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To      lead  us  from  the  path  of   sin,    To  reign  with  Him  in  heaven. 
To    wash   a- way  our  man- y   sins,  And  learl    us    to    His    side. 
0,       let  them  come,  and  He  will  cleanse  Their  hearts  as  white  as  snow. 
And   read  His  prec-ious  book  divine   That  gives  the  cure  for     sin. 


Chorus. 


The  prec-ious  Bi-ble    is  our  guide,  It  tells  of     Je  -  sus  era  -  ci-fied. 
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TObere  fll>s  Saviors  footprints  ©&. 


"Whither  Thou  soest  I  will  go."— Ruth  1 :  15. 


L.  E.  J. 
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1.  Je-sus  sought  me  while  I  wandered  In  the  ways  of  sin  and   woe; 

2.  Tho' the  hosts  of  sin  as-sail     me,    And  life's  shadows  deeper  grow,  I 

3.  In  green  pastures  oft  He  leadeth,  Where  thequi-et  wa-ters  flow  ; 

4.  There-are  mansions  up  in  heaven,    All  prepared  for  me,  I      know; 
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Placed  me  on  the  blessed  high-way,  Where  my  Savior's  foot-prints  go. 
Yet  I'm  safe  while  on  the  path-way,  Where  my  Savior's  foot-prints  go. 
'Tis  a  path  of  wondrous  beauty,  Where  my  Savior's  foot-prints  go. 
And    to  reach  them  I  will  fol  -  low,   Where  my  Savior's  foot-prints  go. 


CHORUS. 
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Where  His  foot-prints  go,  I'll  fol  -  low,  Glad-ly    fol  -  low,  all    the  way; 
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Peace,  I  find,  and  rest,  for  naught  can  there  molest,  "Where  my  Savior's  foot-prints  go. 
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CoDyriarht.  1894.  bv  Q.  T.  Tuller  A  I.  H.  Meredith,  by  per.  W.  W.  Bentley. 


26.        Down  in  tbe  Xicensefc  Saloon, 

An  answer  to,  "Where  is  my  Wandering  Boy  To-nicrbt  ?" 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  WlLblAM 

rit. 
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Where  is  my  wan-der-ing  boy  to-night!  Down  in  the  licensed  sa-loon. 
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Down  in  a   room   all   co  -  zy  and  bright,  Filled  with  the  glare     of 
Learn-ing  new  vie  -  es  all  the  night  long,  Temp  -  ted  to     all  that's 
Lit-tle  arms  were  once  thrown  round  my  neck,  Look  at  him  now,  my 
Broth-er,  I  guess  you'd  en-ter  this  fight,         If     it   were  your   boy 
fi    £z    ■£.    ±  4    4    j.    jl 
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ma  -  ny     a  light,       Beau  -  ti  -  ful   mu  -  sic  the  ear   to     de  -  light, 
sin  -  ful  and  wrong,   Lis  -  ten  -  ing  to        the   har-lot's  foul  song, 
poor  heart  will  break!  Think  of  that  boy     to  -night  a     sad  wreck, 
down  there  to-night,  Ru-ined  and  wrecked  by  the  drink  ap-pe-tite, 
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Chorus. 


There  is  m  y  wand'ring  boy  to-night,  Down,  down,  down,  down,  Down  in  the  licensed  saloon ! 
-  Jf_  JSLM-  j9-  ■*--»-  a      ■#-•  B  .  s*       -P-  -9-  m  -0-    m^m 


From  ''Silver  Tones,"  a  Prohibition  song  boob,  price  30  cents.    By  permission 
of  the  publisher,  W.  A.  Williams,  Warnock,  O. 
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parting  to  fSDeet  Boain. 


T  ivian  A.  Dake. 


Faxxie  Birdsall. 
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We   have  gath  -  ered     to   Lear    of        a    Sav 
Oh,  howswifb  -  ly       the  mo-ments  are   fly 
Pause  a     mo-rnent,    con-sid  -  er      ere   go 
Once    a  -  gain  there'll  be  meet-ing    and  part 
0,       ve   saints     of     "  the  Lord,  shout  for  glad 
is 
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Look  a  - 
When  we 
For  your 
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fi  -  nite  mer  -  ey  and  love;     But  this  meeting  "will  soon,,  soon  be 
turn  to     Je  -  sus  and  live;        If   you  go   to    the  judg-inent  a 
on  these  fa  -  ces  to-night;    Tou  will  meet  thein  a  -gain  at  the 
at  the  great  judg-mont.  throne;  Will  you  join  in  the  greet -ings  e- 
and  your  sor-rows  are  o'er;    You  are  read  -  y  to  meet    at  the 
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Shall    we  meet  that   dear  Sav  - 

What    ex-cuse     to     your  Lord 

Ave     you   rea  -  dy       to     face 

Or     shall  Je   -  sus      for  -  ev    - 

Or       to  meet  here     be  -  low 
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can 
judg 
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give? 
light? 
own? 
more. 
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ingtomeet  a-g  iiu  at     the  judg  -  ment,  Part-ing  to  meet  no 
-  y  to  meet  a-gain  at     the  judg  -  ment.  Read  -  y  to  meet  no 
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more   licie   be-low, 
more  here   be-low, 


i— rr 


Oh,  how  sad   the  thought  to  thee,  tray'  -  ler 
Oh,  how  glad  the  thought  to  thee,  tray'  -  ler 
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to      e-ter  -   ni  -  ty;  Part-ing  to  meet  a-gain      at    thejudg 

to       e-ter  -   ni  -  ty;  Bead  -  y  to  meet  a-gain      at    the  judg-nient. 


28. 


'he  6ueat  logician. 


Wii.  Hunter. 


Arr.  by  J.  H.  Stockton. 


f  The  great  Phy-si-cian  no  wis  near 
\  He  speaks  the  drooping  heart  to  cheer 
/  Your  ma -ny  sins  are  all  for-givn 
\  Go  on  your  way  in  peace  to  ktv'u, 


IV  V 

,  Thesym-pa-thiz  -  ing  Je 
,Oh!  hear  the  voice  of  Je 
,  Oh!  hear  the  voice  of      Je 

And  wear  a  crown  with  Je 


sua, 

sus. 
sus,  \ 
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D.  S. — Szveet-est  car  -  ol   ev  -  er    sui 
Befrain. 


sus,  bless 


D.  S. 
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Sweet-est  note  in  ser  -  aph'song 
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Sweet-est  name  on  mor-tal  tongue ; 
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All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb  I 
I  now  believe  in  Jesus ; 

I  love  the  blessed  Savior's  name, 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus. 


Hisname  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 
No  other  name  but  Jesus; 

Oh !  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming  name  of  Jesus. 
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Zxmt  anfc  ©be\>* 


Kev.  J.  H.  Sammis. 


).  B.  Townee. 


1.  When  we  walk  with  the  Lord  In  the  light  of  His  Word,  What  aglo-ry  He 

2.  Nut  a  shad-ow  can  rise,  Notacloudin  the  skies,  But  His  smile  quickly 
Not  a  bur -den  we  bear,  Not  a  sor-row  we  share,  Bat  our  toil  He  dot  li 
But  wenev-er  can  prove  The  de-lights  of  His  love  Un  -til  all  on  the 
Then  in  f  el-low-ship  sweet  We  will  sit   at  His  feet,  Or  we'll  walk  by  His 
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sheds  on  our  way !  While  we   do  His  good  will,   He     a-bides  with 
drives  it    a- way;     Not  a  doubt  nor  a    fear,    Not     a  sigh  nor 
Not  a   grief  nor  a    loss,    Not     afro wn  nor 
For  the   fa  -  vor  Heshows,  And  the  joy    He 
What  He  says  Ave  will   do,    Where  He  sends  we 


rich-  ly  re-pay; 
al  -  tar  we  lay, 
side     in  the  way 


bo- 
will 


Chorus 
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still,  And  with  all  who  will  trust  and  o- 
tear  Can  abide  while  we  trust  and  o 
cross,  But  is  blest  if  wetrustand  o- 
stows,  Arefor  all  who  will  trust  and  o- 
go,  Nev-v.x- fear,  on- ly  trust  and  o- 
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bey. 

■bey. 
bey. 
bey. 
bey. 


Trust  and    o-bey,  For  there's 
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no   oth  -  er  way  To  be  hap-py 
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sus  But  co  trust  aud  o-bey. 
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We'll  take  tbe  TOorlfc  for  66b. 


Pauline  Pydee. 


1.  Friends  of  Christ  rejoice  and  sing,  Take  the  world  for  God !  He  is  heav'n's  a- 

2.  Sin's  dark  reign  shall  soon  -be  o'er,  Take  the  world  for  God!  Death  shall  never 
S.  Mag-  ni-  fy  the  Savior's  name,  Take  the  world  for  God!  God's  great  love  to 
4.  All  your  deeds  are  known  above,  Take  the  world  for  God!  Armed  with  pray'rand 
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nointed  King,  We' 11  take  the  world  for  God! 
triumph  more,  We'll  take  the  world  for  God! 
man  proclaim,  We'll  take  the  world  for  God! 
fired  with  love, We'll  take  the  world  for  God! 


take  the  world  i'or  God! 
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Soon  shall  heathen 
Lo !  He  rose  who 
Day  shall  break  and 
Naught  can  God's  own 
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na- tions  fall ;  Christ  be  crowned  as  Lord  of  all;  Hear  you  not  Oe- 
once  was  dead.  All  His  foes  are  cap-tive  led,  Far  and  near  the 
night  shall  end,  Shouts  of  praise  to  heav'n  ascend,  Countless  al  -  le- 
word  withstand,  Girded,  strengthened  by  His  band,  Plant  the  cross  in 
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hovah's  call, We'll  take  the  world  for  God, We'll  take  the  world  for  Goe. 
tidings  spread,  We'll  take  the  world  for  God,  We'll  take  the  world  for  God  ? 
lu-ias  blend,  We'll  take  the  world  for  God,  We'll  take  the  world  for  God  ! 
We'll  take  the  world  for  God,  We'll  take  the  world  for  God  ! 
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&be  Cro60  te  not  <5reatet\ 


B.  B. 


Ballington  Booth. 
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The  cross  that  He  gave  may  be  hea  -  vy.  But  it  ne'er  outweighs  Hii 
The  thorns  in  my  path  are  not  sharper  Than  com-posed  His  crown  fo 
The  light   of  His  love  shineth  bright  -  er     As  it  falls  on  paths  of 
His    will     I  have  joy   in ful -fill -ing,         As  I'm  walking  iu    His 
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grace; The  storm  that  I  feared  may  sur-round  me,  Buu   it 

me; The   cup     that  I  drink  not  more  bit  -  ter  Than  He 

woe; The  toil     of    my  work  grow-eth  light -er  As      I 

sight; My     all      to   the  blood    I    am  bring -ing,  It       a- 
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ne'er  ex-cludes  His  face, 
drank  in  Geth-se  -  ma  -  ne. 
stoop  to  raise  the  low, 
lone        can  keep   me  right,    j 


The  cross     is  not  °rreat-er  than  His 
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grace,         The  storm  can-not  hide  His  Mes-scd  face; 
j*.  .ft.  .ft.  _£_  _^_ ..<*_  .a. 


I  am  sat-is-fied  to  know, 
»   a   0—0— 
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tTbe  Cross  t$  not  Greater— conciuoeo. 
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That  with  Je  -  sus  here  be  -  low,  I    can  con-quer  ev  ■ 
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32.  ©nwarfc,  Cbristian  Soldiers! 

Sabine  Baring-Gould.  Tune — "Onward,"  6,  5. 
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On-ward,  Christian  soldiers!  Marching  as  to  war,  With  the  cross  01 
Like  a  might-y  ar-my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers,  wTe  are 
Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  Kingdoms  rise  and  wane,  But  the  Church  of 
On-ward,  then,  ye  peo-ple!  Join  our  hap-py  throng*,  Blend  with  ours  your 
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Je    -    sus     Go  -  ing   on    be-fore;  Christ,  the  roy  -  al     Mas  -   ter, 

tread-ing  Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not    di    -  vid  -    ed, 

Je    -    sus    Con-stant  will  re-main;   Gates  of   hell  can     nev  -    er 

voic  -  es       In    the    tri-umph  song,  Glo-ry,  laud,  and  hon  -    or 
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Leads  a-gainst  the  foe;  Forward  in-to  bat- tie,  See  His  ban-ner 
All  one  bod  -  y  we,  One  in  hope  and  doc-trine,  One  in  char-i  - 
'Gainst  the  Church  prevail,  We  have  Christ's  own  promise,  And  that  can-not 
Un-to  Christ  the  King,  This  thro'  countless  ages  Men  and  ai.-gels 
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Onward,  Christian  sol  -  diers!  March-inj  as  to  war,   With  the  cross  of  Je  •  sus  Go-ing  on  be 


fore, 


S3. 


m>£  %ifc  for  Z'bce. 


Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 
Chorus  by  F.  B. 
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Evangel. 
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Take  my  life  and  let   it  be    (let    it      bt><  ^on  -  se-  cra-ted,Lord  to 
Take  my  feet  and  let  them  move  (letthemmo^H    At  theim-pulse  of  Thy 
Take  my  lips  and  let  them  be  ( let  them   be ,  ^bled  with  messages  from 
Take  my  will  and  make  it- Thine  (  make  it  Thinr-  \    t  shall  be  no  lung  -  er 
Take  my  love — my  Lord  1  pour  (Lord  I  pour     \  c  Thy  feet  its  treasure 


Thee;  Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move,  At  the  irnputee  of  Thy  love, 
love ;  Take  my  voice  and  let  me  sing,        Al-ways,  on  ly ,  for  my  King. 
Thee:  T  ake  my  mo-ments  and  my  days,  Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise, 
mine :  1  ake  my  heart —  it  is  Thine  own,  It  shall  be  Thv  roy-al  throne, 
store;  Take  my-self  and  I  will  be,  Ev-er,  on-ly,  all  for  Thee. 

_•_      .#.      JL      JL  ^.. 


Ckorus. 
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Je  -  sua  I     re  -  sign,  I      am  His  and  He    is  mine ; 
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0,     the  rap-ture  of   His   grace! 


I  shall  see  Him  fact    v  i     face. 
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34. 


Hbe  Comforter  Ibas  Come! 


"I  will  pray  ( lie  Father,  an 
that  He  may  abirie 


tie  shall  give  yoi   another  Comforter, 
itb  you  forever.''    John  15, 16- 


Oh,  spread  the  ti-dings  round,  where-ev  -  er  man    is    found,  Where- 


1  he  morn-ing  breaks  at    last;  And 

with  heal -ing     in    His  wings,  To 

how  shall  this  tongue  of  mine  To 

a  -  bove  the  vault  -  ed  sky,  And 


The  long,  long  night  is 
Be  -  hold,  the  King  of 
0  bound- less  love  di 
Ring,  till  the  ech-oes 
-»-    -»-•     -»-    -a- 


past, 

«ngs, 

vine! 

fly 
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ev   -   er  human  hearts  and  hu  -  man  wops  a-bound;  Let  ev    -    'ry  Christian 
husli'd  the  dreadful  wail  and  fu  -  ry    of  the  blast,  As  o'er       the  gold-en 
ev  -  "ry  captive  soul    a    full     de-hv'rance  brings;  And  thro'  the  va-eant 
wond'ring  mortals  tell  the  match-less  grace  divine — That  I,       a   child  of 
all    the  saints  a-bove  to   all     be-low  re  -  ply,     In  strains    of   end-less 
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-Holy  Ghost  fr  0711  Aeav,n)  The  fathers  promisegiv''n  ;  O,  spread  the  tidings 
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tongue  pro-claim  the  joy-ful  sound; 
hills     the  day     ad-van- ces  fast! 
cells     the  song    of  tri-umph  rings! 
sin,   should  in      His  im- age  shine! 
love,    the  song  that  ne'er  will  die: 
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The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
The  Com  -  fort-  er 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
-jg-        -*-   -&- 
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has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come! 
has  come! 
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round,  Where- ev  -  e,'  man    is  found — The     Com  -  fort  -  er      has  cornel 


Chorus. 
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The   Com  -  fort -er   has   come,    The    Com- fort -er   has    come!    The 
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35. 


flftaofcalene. 


'The  Son  of  Man  Is  come  to  seek  and  save  that 
which  was  lost. — Luke  19: 10. 


'        Thomas.  H.  Nelson. 


Fannie  Birdsall. 
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1.  She     a 

2.  O, 

3.  Dear 


few    months  a-go 
think       of   the  pa  - 
lost       one,   re-mem 


was  the  belle  of 
rents  who  loved  her 
-  ber    how  Christ  thy 


the  vil-lage, 
so  fond-ly, 
Re-deem-er, 
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And  her  pros-pects  in  life  were  most  fair;  She  was  en- vied  by  some, 
And  called  her  their  own  dar-ling  child;  She  is  dear  to  them  still, 
Didst  par  -  d  jn  the  sin  -  ner     of    yore;    In  His  blood  there  is  pow'r 
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but  by  all  was  re-spected,  And  her  lot  there  were  few  would  not  share; 
as  she  was  in  hope's  morn-ing,  Ere  be-com-ing  so  lost  and  de-filed ; 
from  .thy  guilt  to  bring  free-dom,  And  to  make  thee  as  pure  as  before. 
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She  was  fair        as   the  lil   -   ly  that  blooms   in   the  val-ley.  She  was 
She   is  dear       to   the  Sa-  vior  who     died      to    re-deem  her,  And  to 
Thy  God      will  re-store  thee  the     joys      of  life's  morn-ing,  He  will 
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hand-some  and  pure  as  the  snow; 
those  who  His  lovenowen  -  joy ; ... 
change  all  thydark-nessto-day;... 
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See,   where    is    she  now 
0,      how    Henowyearns 
Then  come    to  Him  now, 
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from 
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those  wretched  tom-pan-ions,  sink-ing  down  in  dis-hon-or  and  woe. 
her  woes  to  re-lieve  her,  and  her  craving  for  sin  to  des-troy. 
thy  fol-lies  all  turning,  and  walk  thee  in  wis-dom's  biest  way. 


A4 


Chorus. 
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0,     leave   these  com-pan  -  ions     so    reck  -   less      and  wretch-ed, 
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Who  cause  thee  in  sin's  path  to  roam ;     Comeback  to    thy  Sa-viorand 
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loved  ones  negdec-ted,  Come     to     thy  fond    pa  -  rents  and  home. 
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36. 


1Tve  niMseet)  lit  at  Xaet 


Vivian  A.  Hake. 


Ida  M.  D. 
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1.  "I've  missed    it    at  last,' 

2.  "The   thief     on  the  cross 

3.  "I've   sold    out  my  soul 

4.  "The   spir  -  it    in -suit 

5.  He     bur  -  ied  his  face 
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he    re-peat-ed While  the  shades  of  de  - 

I    re-mem-ber, Ne'er   re-fused     till  the 

for  afeath-er, No    hope       in  the 

ed,   re-sist-el Still    plead     till  the 

in  the  pil-luw, With    hor   -   ror  Lis 


spair  gath-ered  fast;  "My  hopes  are  for-ev  -  er  de-feat-ed,    I  have  missed, 
sum-met  was  past,  Aud  now  in  death's  chilling  December,  I  have  missed, 
whirlwind's  fierce  blast;  I'm  un-done  for-ev  -  er  and  ev-er,    I  have  missed 
die       I     had  cast, :      I    said 'Go  thy  way,' I  in-sist-ed;         He     went, 
soul  all      a-ghast,  And  back  from  e  -  ter-ni-ty's  bil-low,       He  shriek'd, 


Chorus. 
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I  have  missed  it  at  last!"    "I've  missed  it  at  last,  missed  sal-va-tion, 
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From  the  pure    and 
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ly  out  -  cast ;      Nev-er  more  peace 
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feel — dire  dam  -  na  -  tion —  I've  missed, 
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have  missed  it  at  last. 
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37. 


Sell  Gbe  Motto. 


Victor  Strange. 


Evangel. 


the  old,  old  sto  -  ry,  Je-sus'  wond-rous  love  we  show; 
"We  pro-claim  the  bless-ed  ti-dings,  That  in  Je-sus'  pre-cious  blood, 
All  may  know  the  bound-less  full-ness  In  the  treas-ure  of  His   grace; 
He  will  give  you  joy  for  mourning,  And  make  all  your  sorrows  cease, 
*^ — P — *_^_£2 g__  j  .     JLJ      0  ,  r? 
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His  un-bound  -  ed,  deep 
Ev-'ry  fall  -  en  son 
Who  will  turn  from  their 
He    will   heal  the  bro-1 
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com-pas-sion.  We  would  have  the  wide  world  know. 

of  Ad  -  am  Can  be  made  a  child  of     God. 
trans-gress-ions,  And  His  of-fer'd  "gift"  em-brace, 
ven  heart-ed,  And  the  slaves  of  sin  re-lease. 
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Chorus. 


Tell  the  world     there 
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is     mer  -  cy    with    the    Lord, 

with  the  Lord, 
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There   is  cleans -ing      in      the     Sav    -   ior's  blood;        Let 
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shout    a  -  loud  the  glad     re -frain,  There's  cleansing  in  the  blood 
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38. 


HD\>  Iftew  Jfriend. 


Tnoi.  H.  Nelson. 
JL 


Flora  Birdsam.  N«ij»ob. 


W-r-* 1ST- 

al  -    ien  from  God,    from  the    peace  I     should  win, 

lure-men ts  of      pleas- ure,      of      fash    on      and  pride, 

felt  while  thus  rov  -  ing      in       fol     ly's  broad  held, 

face    of      my     Sav  -  ior  seemed  sad,  yet       se  -  rene, 

smile  like    the    sun  -  shine    en  -  raptured     my  heart, 
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Sad         heart  -  ed      I    roamed    in      the    mid-night    of      sin; 
I  vain  -  ly      en  -   deav  -  ored  these  long-ings     to      hide; 

A  har  -  vest    of       sor  -  rows     my      act  -  ions  must  yield; 

So    an  -  gel      ic     his    smile,      so      maj  -   est  -  ic      his     mien; 
And     thrilled  me  with     joy     which    sin    ne'er  could  im  -  part; 
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Sumo 

times     I      would  start       in      my 

sad  -  ness 

-m- 
to     hear, 

The 

voice    in        my    soul      grew  more 

plain  tive 

and  plain. 

So, 

burdened    and     con  •  quered,  from 

safe  ■  ty 

estranged. 

My 

tears    of       con  -  tri     -    tion    like 

nv   -  ers 

did    roll. 

My 

soul    once    en  -  slaved,  from    its 

pne  -  on 

now    free. 
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My      heart's  plain-tive    pleading    for  friendship    and  cheer. 

And     plead     for        •     place  where  to  bur      y        its    pain. 

I  yield  -  ed        to    One,    who  has  ev  -  'ry   thing  changed. 

And    a    sun  -  burst    of       glo  -  ry    came  flood  ing    my      houL 

Ex    -    alts    in       this-  Frieau  who  is  all  things    to      mo. 
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Friend 


you      long1     for       the     joys     that       are 


dead? 


your   heart,    He'll   true      com 
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Sweet  Ibour  of  jPraper. 
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1  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pfay'r 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne, 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known! 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief, 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 

2.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r.  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  hear 


To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless; 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace 
I  11  cast  on  Hitn  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r, 
May  J  thy  convolution  share. 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight; 
This  robe  of  nVsh  I'll  drop  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting-  prize; 
And  shout,  while  passing  thro'  thf  air. 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  h<tir<  f  pray'r. 
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rnM60tonan>  Battle  sons. 


Thomas  H.  Nelson. 


Fannie  Birdsall. 
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God  speed  the  day  when  thousands  shall  a-rise,  and     in  the  strength  which 
To     heath-en  lands  where  sin's  black  char-iot  rolls,  where  daily  die  one 
O'er  China's  plains  and  India's  coral  strand,  Thro' Afric's  swamps  and 
Think  of  the  shame  and  suf  ring  which  they  bear,  And  in  their  loss  have 
Mag  -  ic    di  -  vine!    the  gos-pel  bu-gle  blast  Trans-forms  the  priests  to 
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Christ  a-lone  sup-plies;  Haste  to  the  land  where  su  -  per-sti-tion  reigns, 
hun-dred  thous-and  souls;  Bear  pre-cious  seed,  be-dewedbysa-cred  tears, 
Tur-key's  blood-stained  land,  We'll  glad-ly  bear  Im-man-uel's  flag  un-furled, 
you  and  I  no  share?  God's  word  is  plain,  His  will  is  now  dis-played, 
blest     i  -  con-o-clasts;  Na  -  tions  are  born  to   Je  -  sus     in     a  day, 
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And    on  those  count-less  mil-lions  press  the  Sa   -   vior's   claims. 
And  preach  the  com  -  ing  king-dom  till  our  Lord         ap  -  pears. 
And  preach  the  love  of  Christ  our  Sa-vior     all    'round  the  world. 
The     dy  -  ing  groans  of  mil-lions  form  a    call  for        aid. 

And    all     the  world  in  gladness  own  His  right    -    eous      sway. 
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Chorus. 
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We're   work-ing,  we're    pray-ing,  with  gos  -  pel     flag     un-furled 
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Till  Christ  shall  reign    in    triumph     o'er    the  whole  wide  world. 
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Cbriet  is  1bere. 


Thos.  H.  Nelson. 


Flora  Birdsall  Nelson. 
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Hark!  the  her-al  dan-gels  sing,  Christ  is  here,  Christ  is  here;  Glo-ry  to  Im 
Waft  the  ti-dings  o'er  the  sea,  Christ  is  here,  Christ  is  here,  Come  to  set  the 
Whis-per  in  the  hour  of  grief,  Christishere,  Christ  is  Here;  Here  to  bring  a 
Shout  a-bove  the  din  of  war,  Christis  here,  Christ  is  here :  Roll  theglorious 
Tell  it  on  the  rag-ing  main,  Christis  here,  Christis  here ;  Shout  o'er  mom-tain 
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man-uel  King,  Christ '.he Lord  is  here; 
pris-oners  free,  Christ  the  Lord  is  here ; 
blest  re-lief,  Christ  the  Lord  is  here, 
notes  a-tar,  Christ  the  Lord  is  here, 
for-est, plain, ChristtheLordis  here; 


Tho'to  pen- i  -tents  re-vealed,  Mak-ing  way  to 
He's  the  God  that  reigns  on  Mgh,  Still  a  8a -nor 
Loud  pro-claim  the  ti-dings  grand,  Tell  each  slare  of 
Hark  !  ye  is-lands  of  the  sea,  And  yedis-tant 
Sing  it  in  the  bri-dal  hall,  Chant  it  softly 
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heav-en  clear,  Yet  to  sin-ners  He's  con-cealed,  Christ  the  Lord  is  here, 
ev  -  ernear;  Swell  the  an-them  to  the  sky,  Christ  the  Lord  is  here, 
sin  and  fear,  Je-sus  breaks  each  sin-ful  band;  Christ  the  Lord  is.  here. 
lands  giyeear,  Swell  the  glo-riousju  -hi  -  lee,  Christ  the  Lord  is  here, 
o'er  the  bier,  Make  themes-sage  plain  to  all,  Christ  the  Lord  is  here. 
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StanMna  on  tbe  promisee. 


R.  K.  C. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Stand-ing  on   the  prom-is-es    of  Christ  my  King,  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal 

2.  Stand-ing  on    the  prom-is-es  that  can  not  fail,    When  the  howl-ing 

3.  Stand-ing  on   the  prom-is-es  '  i    now  can  see     Per  -  feet,  pres-ent 

4.  Stand-ing  on   the  prom-is-es    of  Christ  the  Lord,  Bound  to  Him    e- 

5.  Stand-ing  on   the  prom-is-es     I    can    not  fall,     List'ning  ev  - 'ry 
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a  -  ges  let  hisprais-os  ring;  Glo-ry  in  theliigh-est,  I  will  shout  and  sing, 

storms  of  doubt  and  fear  as-sail,  By  the  living  Word  of  God  I  shall  pre- vail, 

cleansing  in  the  blood  tor  me;  Standingin  thelib-er-ty  whore  Christ  makes  free, 

ter-nnl-ly  liy  love's  slriiii<r  cord,  Ovei'con  ling  dni-ly  with  the  Spirit's  sword, 

moment  to  the  Spirits  call,  Resting  in  my  Sav-ior,  as  my  all    in    all, 
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Standing  on  the  promises  o>  God.    Stand     -     ing,      Stand      -     ing, 

Stauuiflg  on  the  promise,    Mainline;  on  the  promise, 
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Standing  ou  the  prom-is-es    of  God  my  Sav-ior;  Stand-ing  on  the  promise, 
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Stand-ing  on  the  promise,  I'm  standing  on  the  prom-is-es     of    God. 
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Alice  Cary. 


Fannie  Birdsalu 
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1.  Earth  with  its  dark  and  dreadful  ills,     Recedes    and  fades  away; 

2.  My  soul  is     full    of  whispered  song,  My  bl'mdnejs  is    my  sight; 

3.  And  while  ray    pulses    faintly     beat,    My  faith  does  to    abound; 

4.  That  faith  to     me     a    courage  gives,  Low  as    the  grave  to  go; 
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Lift  up  your  heads  ye  heavenly  hills. 

The  shadows  t>nu.t    I  feared  so  long, 

I    feel  grow  firm  beneath  my  feet, 

1    know  that  my    Redeemer    lives, 
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Ye    gates  of  death,  give  way. 

Are     all     alive      with    light. 
The  green,    immortal  ground. 

That     1    sliu.ll  live  to  Know. 
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The  palace  walls    1     almost      see,    Where  dwells  my  Lord  and  King; 
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O,  grave!  where  is  thy  vie  -  to    •     ry:      O,  death .  wner 
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Mel!  fcirfcle  tbe  ^loDe. 


V.    A.    IUEE 


lr>A  M.  Dare. 
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1.    Behold  th'  c^nds          -          stretched  out  for  aid, 
3.    Id  heath*       d,nds          -          they  watch  and  wait, 

3.  O,     Hash     r  e  ti          -          dings!  shout  the  sound, 

4.  The  waters, res  kin           -            die  far  and  near, 
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Darken'd  by 
And  sigh  foi 
In  dark     est 
In    ev'    -    i.v 
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Behold  the  hands 
In  heathen  lands 
O,  flash  the    ti 
The  watchfires  kin 


stretched  out  for  aid, 

they  watch  and  wait, 

dings  shout  the  sound, 

die  far   and  near, 


sin 
help 
lands 
land 


end  sore  dismayed 
which  comes  so  late, 
the  world  around, 
let  them  appear, 


O   will  you 

And  grope  in 

Till  all  the 

Till  burning 
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Darkened  by  sin 
And  sigh  for  help 
In  darkest  lands 
In  ev'  -  ry  land 


v     y 

and  sort  dismayed, 

which  comes  so  late; 

the  world  around. 

let  them  ap  -  pear, 
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their  rescue  go,         -  Lost  wand'rers  down  to  endless  woe? 

and  nature's  night.        -       For  -  ev  -  er  vain  -  ly  seeking  light. 

from  pole  to  pole,  -  Shall  full  Salvation  echoes  roll. 

of  gospel  fire.  Shall  gird  the  world  and  mount  up  higher. 
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O  will  you  to  their  rescue  go.  Lost  wand'rers  down  to  endless  woe? 

And  grope  in  sin  and  nature's  night,  Forever    vainly    seeking     light. 
Till  all  the  earth,  frou.  po  s  to  pole.  Shall  hear  Salvation's  echoes  roll. 
Till  burning  lines  of  gospe    tire,       Shall  gird  the  world  and  mount  up  higher 
Copyright  by  X;  ht.  Nelson. 


We'll  (Sirfck  tbe  (Blobe—Conclufcefc. 


Chorus. 


We'll  girdle  the  globe  with  salvation.     With  ho  -  li  -  ness  unto  the  Lord. 
3  3  3  3 


:BEEfe=^Ft=tES=^r:r|:=*=t=::: 


/fchd 


3  3 

-A— N     IS     PV- 


-K~i"  '        n — r — , , —  — N — >~i — * — * — ^ — " — ' ' — i n 

•— L-#—#~#— «—#—#— « t — ft-.LT^H^^ — j1_#_»_#jl_ZZI3 

id  light 

■9- 

m 


And  light  shall  illumine  each  i.ation.  The  light  from  the  lamp  of  his  word. 
3  3,  33 
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Xutbers  CraMe  1fo\>mn. 


Martin  Luther. 

Flora  Birdsall  Nelson. 
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1.  A   -  way   in 

2.  The  cat  -  tie 


a     man  -  ger,   no     crib     for      a       bed,  The 

are  low  -  ing,  the    poor   ba   -   by    wakes,      But 
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sua  laid  down  his  sweet  head ;  The  stars  in  the  heav-en 
sua,  no    cry-ing  He  makes;    I  love  thee,  Lord  Je-sus, 
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looked  forth  where  He  lay,  The  lit-tle  Lord  Je-sus,    a  -  sleep  on  the 
look  down  from  the  sky,  And  stay  by  my  era  -  die  to  watch  lull-a  - 
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1.  I   must  tellJe  -  sus     all   of   my   tri-als;      I   cai>  uotbefrthtov. 

2.  I    must  tell  Je  -  sus     all    of    my  troubles;    He   is     i   kind,  com- 

3.  Tempted  and  tried,  I  need  a  great  Sav-ior,    One  wb  >  can  help  my 
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bur-dens  a  -  lone ; 
pas-sion-ateFriend ; 
bur-dens  to    bear ; 
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In    my  dis-tress    He   kirn     ly  will  help  me, 
If      I    but    ask  Him,  He    will  de  -  ii  v     nr, 
I  must  tell    Je  -  sus,    I    must  teJ'   Je    *ug; 
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He  ev-er  loves  and  cares  for  His  own.  ] 

Make  of  my  troubles  quickly  an  end.    V      I  ta 

He  all  my  cares  and  soi-rows  will  share.  J 


uf<?  tell   Je  -  sus! 
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I  must  tell  Je  -  sus !  I  cannot  bear  my  burden?  »  -  lone ,    I  must  tell 
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Je  -  sus!    I  must  tell  Je-sus!     Je-sus  cai    oetp  me,  Je-sus  a  -  lone. 
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Xearn  of  1btm. 


J.    MOWTOOMSRY 


Evangel. 
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1.  Go      to  dark  Geth  se  ma  ■  ne,         Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power; 

2.  Follow     to    the  judgment  hall,  View  the  Lord  of   life    ar-raigned 
8..  Calvary's  moarn  fnl  mountain  climb,  Therea     dor-ing   at     his     feet; 

4.   Ear  -  ly    hasten    to      the  tomb,   Where  they  laid  hiS'breathless  clay; 
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Your   Redeemer's    conflict    see,    Watch  withhim  one    bitter    honr; 
O,   the  wormwood  and  the  gall!         O,     the  pangs  his  soul  sustained! 
Mark  that  inir    a     cle     of     time,     God's  own  sac-  ri-fice    com-plete; 
All     is    sol  •  i-tude  and  gloom:  Who  hath  tak  •  en  him      a  -  wayt 


Turn  not  from  his  griefs     a  •  way,  Learn  of    Jesus  Christ   to    pray. 

Shun  not  snf-f  ring,  pain  and  loss,  Learn  of  him  to    bear   the  cross, 

"It       is  finished"    hear   him  cry;  Learn  of     Jesus  Christ    to      die, 

Christ  is  ris  n;    he  meets    our  eyes;      Savior,  teach  us     so       to     rise, 
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from  his  griefs  away,  Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to 
stiff  ring,  pain  and  loss,  Learn  of  him  to  bear  the 
tin  ished'  hear  him  cry;  Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to 
risn,      hemeetsour eyes; Savior, teach  us     so         to 
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pray. 
cross. 

die. 

rise. 
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Matcb  fov  Ibie  Coming 
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V.  A.  Dake. 
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He     is   com-ing,    He       is  com-ing,  Can  you  read  the  signs  a  -  far? 
He     is   com-ing,    He       is  com-ing,  All    His   foes   to    o-ver-throw  ; 
He     is   com-ing,    He       is  com-ing,  Oh!  the    awe  -  in  -spir-ing  sight, 
He     is   com-ing,    He       is  com-ing,  For  the  sigh- ing  and  op-pres'd, 
He     is   com-ing,    He       is  com-ing,  And  our  eyes  our  King  shall  see; 

*_!_ tLs 9—f—9-^ fi £__ ft 


5S 


P     V     V 


tt 


-p— r 


j'  • 


Do     you  hear   the  tread  of   na-tions  As  they  march  to  join  in  war? 
And  the   hid  -  den  plots  of  dark-ness  All  the     u  -  ni-verse  shall  know; 
With  the  blasts  of  judgment  trumpets,  He  is      com  -  ing  in  His  might. 
And  the  long  -  ing  eyes  shall  see  Him,  And  the  wea  -ry  ones  shall  rest. 
Long  has  been  the  time  of  watch-ing,  But  He's  com  -  ing  af  -  ter  me. 
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Do      you  hear   thegos-pel  her-ald,  Cal-ling  loud     in    ev-'ryland? 
O'er     his     en    -   e -mies  tri-umph-ant,  He  shall  reign  up-on  his  throne. 
He        is     com -ing  on    the  light-ning,  With  his  bright  an-gel-ic  cloud  ; 
Hear  the   fall  -  ing  of    the  fet- ters,  And  the  crash  of  opning  graves; 
Floods  of   joy   with-in  are  burst-ing,  As    I  •  catch  his  glo-rious  smile; 
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ye     na-tions,  turn,  re-pent  ye,   For  his     com-ing  is     at  hand. 

-  'ry    knee  be  -fore  him  bend-ing,  Him,  the  might-y  God  shall  own. 

Mid  the  roar  of  mighty  earthquakes,  And  ten  thousand  thunders  loud. 

O-^sr-thrown  is  death's  dominions,  Shout!  ye  saints,  no  longer  slaves. 

He     is     com-ing,  quick  -  ly  com-ing,  He    is     com-ing  for  his  child. 
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for       his    com  -  ing, 
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Watch,  for    the  hour  draw-eth  near ;    Soon   thro'  the  dawning,  will 


burst  e-ter-nal  morning,  And  the  Lord  to  greet  his  faith-ful  will  appear. 
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Thos.  Shepherd. 


Geo.  N.  Allen. 
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Must  Je  -  sus  bear  the  cross  a  -  lone,  And  all  the  world  go  free? 
The  con  -  se-crat  -  ed  cross  I'll  bear  Till  death  shall  set  me  free; 
Up  -  on  the  crys-tal  pavement,  down  At  Je  -  sus'  pierc-ed  feet, 
Oh,  prec-ious  cross!  oh,  glo-rious  crown!  Oh!  res-ur-rec-tion  day! 


No,  there's    a  cross     for    ev  -  'ry  one,  And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 
And  then     go  home  my  crown  to  wear,  For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
With  joy     I'll  cast   my  gold-en  crown,  And  His  dear  name  re-peat. 
Ye       an-gels,  from  the  stars  come  down,  And  bear  my  soul  a- way. 
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Vivian  A.  Dakb. 


Evangel. 


1.  How  vast  the  love  or    God  to  me,  An    ocean  boundless  deep  and  wide; 

2.  The  love  of  God  who  can  proclaim.  An  angel  tongue  might  try  in  vain; 

3.  The  love   of  God,  its  depth  and  height,  Its  length  and  breadth  are  mine  to  prove; 

4.  The  love  of  God  that  saved  from  death,  That  snatched  from  Satan's  cruel  p»*'r; 


d ■     j     ei'. — *" — j~ 


I  plunge  in     its    im-men  -  si  -  ty,  And     I    am  lost  beneath  its  tide. 
And  earth's  ten  thousand  voices  lame,  In   singing  of    a  Savior's  name. 
But  when  I've  searched  with  human  might,  I  cry  aloud,  "Tis  boundless  love." 
I'll  mag  -  ni  -  fy  with    ev-'ry  breath.  And  shout  aloud  with  life's  last  hour. 
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O,  the  height  and  depth  of  mercy,      O.the  length  and  breadth  of  lore; 
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O'er  the  world  its  billows    swelling,  Filling  all  the  courts  a  •  bova 


•-j*-*1* 


jt=5k 


Sz 


OooT-rtxbt.  IS*,  by  T.  H.  NeUom. 


■» # *-i- 

rr    1— 


P 


51 IWlben  the  W6U  is  ^mttfx 

Akcturus  Newman 


Pauline  Ryder. 
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1.  When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder  in  that  bright  and  blessed  morn, 
Will  you  be  one  a- mong  the  host  that  glory  shall  a  -  dorn, 
.#______r____ ,_A_*_ 
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D.  C.   Cleansed  from  ev'ry  guiU-y      stain 


will   an  -  sicer  to      my  name, 


And  the  saints  are  gathered  'round  the  glassy  sea.  \ 
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/  Will  you  help  to  swell  the 
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I'll  be  there, 
— #-— #- 


When  the  roll  is  called  up  yon-der  I'll 
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be  there, 
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2  When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder  and  probation's  day  is  o'er, 

And  the  saints  appear  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 
With  loved  ones  gone  before  you,  will  you  meet  to  part  no  more 
In  the  house  of  many  mansions  blest  and  bright? 

3  When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder  will  the  Master  say,  "well  done," 

Thou  good  and  faithful  servant  enter  in  ; 
When  the  race  of  life  is  over  will  the  crown  of  life  be  won, 
And  songs  of  endless  praise  be  yours  to  sing. 

4  When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder  in  that  homeland  of  the  blest, 

And  ev'ry  conflict's  over  here  below, 
At  Jesns'  feet  forever  wili  you  find  a  perfect  rest, 
And  all  His  iove  and  mercy  fully  know. 
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prodigal  Daughter. 
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With  Feeling 
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1.  Once  she  was  pure     as    the  sun  -  beam, 

2.  O,  who  could  have  tho't  that  my  dar  •  ling 
8.  Tho'  far  o'er  the  mountains  of  fol  -  ly, 
4.  I      can    not  but    love  thee,  my  dar  -  ling, 
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Thou  hast 

Tho' 
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i     ■     dol    of     all     who  be         held        her, 

heights    of    her    loft  -  y  am  •      bi    -    tion, 

love    thee    as    dear  -  ly  as  ev    •    er, 

mem  •  'ry    of      days  now  de  -     part    -  ed. 


Tho' 
To    the 
My 
Is 


§§SE 


IT 


m — *r 


— ^— ■ 1 — ™ — • — *—. S — i  r'-^^v — ^ 


apt     to    be  thoughtless  and  wild, 

depths  of     dis  -  hon-or    and    woe; 

own,  precious  prod-i    -  gal    child; 

breaking  thy  poor  mother's  heart; 


My  cares  were    made 
O,    God,       if    there's 
My  home      and    my 
Thy    Sav   -    ior    still 
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light  by   her 

povv'r  in    thy 

heart's  true   af  - 

waits  to     be 


prat-tie.  Her  presence  turned  winter  to 

mercy,  Re-store  my  lost  child    to  my 

fec-tions,  Are    waiting    to     welcome  the© 

gra-cioua,  Thy  mo-ther  still  waits  to  for- 
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Come 
Come 
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arms, 
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las  for  my   fond    ex  -  pec- 
sin  be  as     crim  son      or 
back  to  thy    Sav  -  ior      and 
back  from  thy  wand'rings,  my 
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mother, 
daughter, 
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My        vis-ions  are     vanished  too 

She      still    to  her    mother  has 

And  peace  will  thy  troubled  heart 
And   a      lite  full      of       use  fulness 


soon. 
charm* 

fill. 

live. 


-st-. 


F* 


iQat 


1 


CHORUS. 


J^ 


3E 


i--* 


*» — =*- 


O,  tarn  from  thy  wand'rings,  my    darling,     No  more     in    sin'i 
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And  the    joys    that    a-wait  thee      at      home 
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Cbe  Unfant  IReDeemer. 


Thos.  H.  Nelson. 
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It    was  joy  to  the  world  when  the  Virgin  did  lay    My    infant  Re- 
The  wise  men  and    an-gels  and  stars  all  combined, To  welcome  this 
Tho'hesits  on  the  throne  of  the  u  -  ni  verse  now,  And  a  halo    of 


4  He,  who  was        an    in-fant  in  Bethlehem's  stall,  Now  offers    his 
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deemer  asleep     on  the  hay;  His  birth  place,  the  stable  was  hallowed 
infant    Redeemer  of  mine;  And  tho' lowly     he    lay 'mid  the  beasts  of 
glory      en-cir-cles  his  brow,  The  sweetness  of      in-fan-cy  clings  to 
mercy  to  children,    to  all;  Saying,  "Come  unto  me  all  ye    weary 
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that  morn,  When  Christ  condescended,  in  it    to  be  born. 

the    stall,  My    lit  -  tie  Lord  Jesus  cre-ated  them  all.  Christ  blesses  the 

him  still,  As  it  did    at  his  birth  or    on     Calvary's  hill. 

and  rest."  And  ev  -  en  the  child  may  repose  on  his  breast. 
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ohildren,  As  in  days  gone  by,  And  takes  them  at  last  to  his  home  on  high. 
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(Boino  Bown  to  tbe  <Bra\>e* 
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1.  Going  down  to     the     grave       in  the    darkness     of      night, 

2.  Going   down  to    the     grave    with  no     hope    in     thy     heart, 

3.  No       God  and    no     hope,    where,  O,  where  is     thy     stay? 

4.  Thine  hours   of    guy     pleas  -  ure  will  soon  all     be       o'er, 
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With     no     beam     of    love    from    the    Fa  -  ther     of    light; 
That  thy  God    will      re  -  ceive  thee    all    guilt     as    thou    art, 
Thy      Sa  -  vior's  long  plead  -  ing,     O,    turn    not.      a  -  way, 
A       dark    gulf      a  -  waits  thee  — the  mad-  wa  -  ters  roar, 


Life's  sunshine  ex  -  tinguished,    a    fal  -  ter  ■ 
No       Sa  -  vior's  sweet  prom  -  ise,  no  pow  -  er 
His      sad    eye  will       pi  -  ty,  His  strong  arm 

Too      late  wilt  thou    call       on  the  Mighty, 


ing  slave, 

to  save, 

will  save, 

to  save, 


A       stran  -  ger  to        God,      going    down  to 

In      dark  -  ness  and  doubt,    going     down   to 

Then     why    in  your    own  strength  go  down  to 

But  thy  prayer  will  be        lost      in    e    -   ter  -  ni 


the     grave, 
the     grave, 
the  grave? 
ty's  grave. 
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O,       turn    to     thy       God       who       ru  -  leth 
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Come    trust    in    His  word,      And    thou  shalt  not       die. 
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And  I  will  give  you  rest.— Matt.  11 :  28. 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 

Devotional. 
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Dk.  Roeert  Lowry, 


1.  Fold     me,      pre  -  cious  Je   -  sus,      To      Thy      lov  -   iug  breast ; 

2.  Let       me       sit,       dear   Sav  -  ior,      Tran-quil,      at        Thy     feet, 

3.  "Come,"  Thou  saidst,  dear  Je -sus,  "Un  -  to        me      and     rest;" 
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Let      me       on      Thy  bo    -    soin  Find     my       per  -  feet  rest; 

Find-ing,      in       Thy  shad   •  ow,  Ref  -   uge      safe      and  sweet; 

I        have    come,   my  Sav    -    ior;  Fold     me       to       Thy  breast; 
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But  in  all  the  jour 
I  would  rind  my  sol 
When  I        feel       a  -    bout 
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ace,  Je    -  sus,    at 
me    Thy    pro  -  tect 


re  -   treat. 
Thy     side, 
ing      arm. 


Copyright.  1899.  by  Robert  Lovrry.    By  per.  W.  W.  Bentley. 


58. 


£be  Gotls  of  tbe  IRoafc. 


Arranged  by  A.  M.  Bean. 


m 


fr-fvHI 


*-^^« — i 


Bf 


1. 

2. 
3. 
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The  sands  have  been  washed  in  the  foot  - 
There  are  man-y  high  hills    to    climb  up    - 
When  the   last  feeble  step  has  been     tak 
Cool-ing  fount-ains  are  there  for  the   thirst 
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stran  -  ger  on  Gal  -  li  -  lee's 
seems  that   I     on  -  ly  might 
gates    of   the  cit  -  y     ap   - 
cor  -  dials  up  there  for  the 
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And  the  voice 

But       He 

When  the  sound 

There  are  crowns 
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dued  the  rough  bil  -  lows, 
points  me  my  path  -  way 
mur-mur-ing  wa  -  ters 
stars  won  for    Je  -  sus, 


Will  be  heard  in      Je-ru-sa-lem 
Knows  just  what  is    need-ful 
Floats  down  on    my     lis  -  ten  ■ 
Pre  -  pared  for  each  con-quer 
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more;  But  the  path      of  that  lone     Gal  -  li  -  le   -  an, 

best;  I        know      in  His  word    He   has  prom-ised 

ear;  When  all  that  now  seems  so  mys-te-ri  -  ous, 

saint;  So    I'll   smile  and  press  cheer-ful  -  ly   on  -  ward, 
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With  joy  I  will  follow  to  -  day ; ") 
That  ray  strength  shall  be  as  my  day;  I 
Will  be  plain  and  clear  as  the  day;  [ 
Meet  my  trials  with  courage,  and  say,  J 
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noth-ing        When  I  get  to      the  end  of      the    way, 
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Ray  Palmer. 


i$p  to  CTee. 

Lowell  Mason. 


My  faith  looks  up  to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary,    Savior   3i-vine, 
May  thy  rich  grace  impart,  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  inspire; 
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J  Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ;  ) 


Oh,  let  me,  from  this  day,  Be  whol-ly  thine. 


\  Take  all  my  guilt  a-way;  / 

As    thou  hast  died  for  me,   1  ^  ,    ,  ,       ,       .  ,.   .       „ 

Oh,  may    my  love  to  thee    j  Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be,  A  living  fire. 
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3.    While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread,     4.    When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 


And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away. 
Nor  let  rne  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 


When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll; 
Blest  Savior,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distress  remove; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul. 
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Dakb. 


Ida  M.  Dakb. 


1.  Let    me    go,      let  me  go        to  the  vine-yard  of    God,    Let  me 

2.  Let    me    go,      let  me  go        to  the  low   -  est  of  earth,  Sink  ing 
8.   Let    me    go,      let  me  go,     till  the  sheaves  are  all  bound,  And  are 


go  and  for  ev  -  er  a-bide; 
down  in  their  filth  and  their  sin; 
meet    for    the  garner    on   high; 


Ev-er  val-iantand  strong  in  the> 

For  my  Savior  has  shown  me  their 

Till  the  Lord  of  the  haf  -vest  shall 
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work      oi    the  Lord,  Working  close  by  the  crucified   side.       Let  me 
in    -  finite  worth,  And  I  has  -  ten  my  work  tobe-gin.      What  tho' 
say,     "I  have  found  all  thy  sheaves  for  the  sweet  by  and  by. "  Let  me 
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go,     tell  the  world  I  am  dead  to  its  charms,  For  my  friends  ring  a 
death      I  see  oft!  What  tho'  per  •  ila  are  mine!    I  am  strong    in     the 
go,  let  me  fcco.Till  I've  crossed  the  cold  stream.  And  have  joined  there 


CoDFrtKht  by  T.  H.  Nelson- 
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fi  -  nal  death  knell;  From  the  vine  -  yard  of  God  I  have 
might  of  the  Lord;  And  I  has  -  ten  to  join  in  the 
deemed  on     the    shore;      Till  I've  swept  thro'  the  gate      like   the 


heard    the    a  -  larm,Work to    do,     dearest    i  -  dols,  fare-well, 
work      so    di  -  vine,  And   I      con-quer    by    his  might-y  word- 
lightning's  bright  gleam,  And  I    gaze    on    my  Christ  ev  er  -  more. 
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.  On  the  happy  golden  shore, 
Where  the  faithful  part  no  more, 
When  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er, 

Meet  ine  there; 
Where  the  night  dissolves  away 
Into  pure  and  perfect  day, 
I  am  going  home  to  stay; 

Meet  me  there. 

Chorus. 

Meet  me  there,  meet  me  there, 
Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

Meet  me  there; 
When  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er, 
On  the  happy  golden  shore, 


Where  the  faithful  part  no  more ; 
Meet  me  there. 

2.  Here  our  fondest  hopes  are  vain, 
Dearest  links  are  rent  in  twain ; 
But  in  heav'n  no  throb  of  pain, 

Meet  me  there; 
By  the  river  sparkling  bright, 
In  the  city  of  delight, 
Where  our  faith  is  lost  in  sight, 

Meet  me  there. 

3.  Where  the  harps  of  angels  ring, 
And  the  blest  forever  sing, 

In  the  palace  of  the  King, 

Meet  me  there ; 
Where  in  sweet  communion  blend 
Heart  with  heart  and  fricjid  with  friend, 
In  a  world  that  ne'er  shall  end, 

Meet  me  -there. 


By  per.  Win.  J.  Kirkpatrlck.  From  "Finest  of  the  Wheat." 
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Hftp  IhtMng  flMace, 


Oelia  Sacttorix. 

With   Kxpresston. 


Flora  Birusall  Nblsoh. 
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Tho' thorns  my  path -way  may     be  -    set,       My  cheek    with    sor- 
Tho'  steep  and  rough  the    path     I        tread,  Tho'  high       est  earth- 
Tho'  all      life's    sweetest  joys    are  crushed,  The  sounds    of    harp 
Safe  from    all     dan  -  ger    and      a  -  larm,         Se  -  cur*  from    ev- 
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row's  tears  be  wet,  My  dai  -  ly  cross  b*  har-i  to  bear;  And 
ly  hopes  lie  dead,  And  clouds  are  dark,  there's  1'gnt  a  -  bove;  And 
and  ta-bret  hnfihH*,  YVi  rol  -  low  thee  WM  -  **»  the  end,  Safe 
ry     sense    of    harm,    E'en  death  it  -  self    has    lost     its  sting,  Ana 
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bur-dened  my  poor  neart  with  care;  Yet  will  I  er  -  er  trust  in 
ne'er  will  I  distrust  thy  love,  For  when  my  soul  was  lost  in 
guid     ed      by      thy      lov  -  ing  baud.  And  er  -   er  more  will    I       a- 

doubts  and  fears  have     tak  -  en  wing;    For  I    am  washed  in    Je-eua* 
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thee,     And    to     thine  arms    ef      nier  -  oy    flee,  Yet  will      I      ev- 

sin.       The  Rock    was    cleft    to     take    me    in,  For  when  my  soul 

bide,  Close  shel  -  tered     in      thy  blued -ing   side;  And    ev  -  er  more 

blood,  My      life        is     hid     with  Christ  in  God;  For       I  am  washed 
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And      to     thine  arms     of     mer  -  cy  fiee. 

sin.         The  Rock    was    cleft     to    take      me  in. 

bide,      C  lose  shel  -  tered     in     thy     bleed -ing  side. 


Je  -  bus'  blood,     My       life        is       hid  with  Christ  in      *Tod. 
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Thou  art    my  hiding  place.  Thou  art     my  hid  -  ing  place. (hid-ing  place.) 

O,     blessed  hiding   place,   O,     blessed    hid  -  ing  place,  (hiding  place.) 

O,     bliss-ful  hiding   place,  O,    blissful    hid  -  ing  place,  (hid-ing  place.) 

O,     glo-rious  hiding   place,  O,    glo-rious  hid  -  ing  place. (hid-inir  plan.) 
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Zbc  Sabbatb. 


Vivian  A.  Dakb. 


Victoria. 


IN 

1. 

2. 
8. 
4 


How  sweet  the  joy  the  Sabbath  brings.My  soul  the  joy  -  ful 
How  free  this  day  from  worldly  care,  From  morn  till  eve     a  -  lone 'tis 
Sweet  day  of  rest, — to  saints  'tisgiv'n,  A    fit  -  ting,  earthly  type    of 
A    Sabbath  rest  with  Sabbath  joy,  And  peace  and  love  without 
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j  sings;  And  smil-ing  nature  joins  the  lay,  And  crowns  with  song  God's  holy  day. 
pray'r.And  praise  divine  attunes  the  heart,  And  fills  with  glory  ev  -  'ry  p«rt 
heav'o ;  Its  solemn  hours  will  guide  us  well,  Up  to  our  home,  with  Christ  tod.  ell 
loy;   And  one  un-end-ing Sabbath  day,All  hail!  all  hail!  theglorious  day. 
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Oopyrfcht,  1*96,  by  T,  H.  Neteon. 
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Solo— Alto  or  Bass, 
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Words  and  music  by 
Mead  &  Chambers.     By  per. 
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1.  Out  in    the    world,         away  from  all  light,    Out    in    the    pit- i- less 

2.  Weary    and    sad.  w'th'care  on  her  face.    Sits  a  poor  mother,  bowed 

3.  God    of    all    truth,      we  come  to  thee  now,    Low  at  Thy  foot  stool  of 
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storm  of  the  night;  Reason  dethroned  and  manhood  gone  wild,  Ragged  and 

down  with  disgrace;  Long  has  she  watched  in  sorrow  and  pain.  Wea  -  ri  -  ly 

mer  -  cy   we  bow;    Grant  us  thy  grace,  endue  us  with  might.    Help  us  to 
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hungry,  debauched  and  defiled.  Tempted  by  drink     to  deepest  despair, 
waiting,  but  waiting  in  vain.       Pure  was  the  boy  who  went  from  her  side, 
bring  back  the  wand'rer  to  light.  Thou  who  didst  come  to  seek  and  to  save. 
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Le  -  gal  -  ly  ru  -  med  in  spite  of  all  prayer; 
No  -  ble  and  man  -  ly,  her  joy  and  her  pride; 
Grant  us  Thy  wis  -  dom  we  earnestly  crave; 
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Who  is  it    thus    be- 
Shame  on  the  State  that 
Gird  us  with  strength  this 
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Chorus. 
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reft  of  all  joyV  On  -  ly  a  drunkard— yet  Somebody's  Boy.    Somebody's 

set  the  decoy.      Tempting  and  ru  -  in  -  ing  Somebody's  Boy. 
wrong  to  destroy.  Out  of  the  pathway  Of  Somebody's  Boy. 
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Boy. 


Yes,  Somebody's  Boy 
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Fly    to  the  rescue  of  Somebody's  Boy! 
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Stay  not  thy  steps,  but  hasten  wiih  joy,  Carry  the  Gospel  to  Somebody's  Boy. 
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flftomeni  IS^HnDoment. 


"Thou  wilt  keep  him  In  perfect  peace  whose  mind  is  stayed  on  thee."    Isa.  26:  3. 
T.  H.  Nelson.  Fannie  Birdsall. 

[V N >. ^ 
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1.  Christ  has    a-tone-ment  for    me    ful  -  ly      made,       My  sins  and 

2.  Up     to    the  mer  -  cy  -  seat  bold  -  ly        I      step,      Bring-ing   an 

3.  Nev  -  er     a    bur  -  den,     a  heart-ache    or      care,    A  cross  or      a 

4.  Riv  -  ers    of  peace  now  my  soul    o  -  ver  -  flow.        Sun-bursts  of 
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sor  -  rows  were  all  on  Him  laid;  Ful-!y  re-deemed  by  His 
of  -  f 'ring  that  God  doth  ac  -  cept;  Cal  -  va-ry's  vie  -  tim  gives 
fur  -  nace,  that  Christ  doth  not  share;  In  sun-shine  or  sor -row  His 
glo  -  ry,  wher  -  ev  -  er      I      go;       In    ev  -  'ry     e  -  vent  now  His 
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own pre-cious  blood,  Mo-ment  by  mo-ment  I'm     liv  ■ 
fa  -  vor    di  -  vine,    Mo-ment  by  mo-ment  His    mer  ■ 
mer  -  cy     I     prove,  Mo-ment  by  mo-ment    I      live 
hand  I    can    trace,    Mo-ment  by  mo-ment  I'm  kept 
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ing  in  God. 
its  are  mine. 
in  His  love, 
by  His  grace. 
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ment  by     mo    -    -    ment  I'm  kept. 


Moment  by  moment  I  'm  kept  thro'  His  blood,   Mo-ment  by 
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. . .   thro'  His 
mo-ment  I'm 
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blood, .     Liv     ...     ing    a 

kept  thro' His  blood,  Liv -ing    a     life  con-se^ 


life. . . 
cra-ted 


J^w— fr 


U  u  s 

con-se- 

to  God, 
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to        God ; . . .         Walk       ...       ing  with 
for       God; Walk -ing  with     Je  -  sus      in 
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Je        -        -  sus     in     sweet      -      -      ness  anu    rest, 

sweet-ness  and  rest,  Walk-ing  with  Je  -  sus   in  sweetness  and  rest, 
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Mo        -       -        ment  by   mo     -     nient  I  'm  per    -    feet  -  ly   blest. 
Mo-ment  by    moment  I'm  per-fectdy  blest,  my  soul  is  ful  -  ly    blest. 
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HD^  1bea\>enl£  Ibome, 


Wm.  Hunter,  D.  D. 


Arranged. 
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i     f  My  heav'nly  home  is  bright  and  fair ;  No  pain,  nor  death  can  en-ter  there :  \ 
'  \  Its  glitt'ringtow'rs  the  sun  outshine;  That  heav'nly  mansion  shall  be  mine.  \ 
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qi      \  I'm  go-ing  home,  I'm  go-ing  home,  I'm  go-ing  home  to  die  no  more! 
'  To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more,  I'm  go-ing  home  to  die  no  more 
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2  My  Father's  house  is  built  on  high,    3  Let  others  seek  a  home  below,     [flow, 
Far,  far  above  the  starry  sky:  Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'er- 

When  from  this  earthly  prison  free,        Be  mine  a  happier  lot  to  own 
That  heav'nly  mansion  mine  shall  be,    A  heav'nly  mansion  near  the  throne. 
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Rev.  J.  Demster  Hammond. 
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1.  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je 

2.  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je 

3.  The  whole  wide  world  for  Je 

4.  The  whole  wide  world  for.  I  e 
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pus,  This  shall  our  watchword  be,  Up- 
buh,  in-spires  us  with  the  tho't  That 
bus,  The  marching  or  -  der  sound,  Go 
su8,  In- the  Father's  home  above      Are 
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on     the  high-est  moan  -  tain,  Down  by     the    wid  -  est  sea.  The 

ev  -  'ry    son  of    Ad    -    am    Hath  by   the  blood  been  bought,  The 

ye     and  preach  the  gos  -  pel  Where  -ev  -  er    man   is    found;  The 

ma  -  ny  won-drous  man-sions,  Man-sions  of   light  and   love,  The 


whole  wide  world  for  Je   -    sus,  To    him     all  men  shall  bowT, 


whole  wide  world  for  Je  -  sus,  O  faint  not  by  the  way!  The 
whole  wide  world  for  Je  -  sus,  Our  ban  -  ner  is  un- furled,  We 
whole  wide  world  for  Je   -    sus,  Ride  forth,  0     con -qnohag  King,    Thro' 
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cross  shall  sure  -  ly  eon 

bat  -  tie     now    for  Je   - 

all      the  might -y  na - 


-  rie,  The  world   for   Je  -  sus   now. 

quer  In     this     our  glo  -  rious  day. 

sus,  And  faith    de-mands  the  world, 

tions,  The  world    to     glo  -  ry    bring. 
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The  whole  wide  world,      the  whole  wide  world,  Proclaim  the  gos-pel 
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tidings  thro' the  whole  wide  world,  Lift  up     the  cross  for  Je  -  sus,  His 
""•#••#•    -g§-      W-      2*.       .  -#-    -p- 


S 


e 


^— *- 


^ 


£ 


£ 


i 


-i 


53±2 


w 


_l 1 ^_ 


m 


5 


3 


3=3= 


3 


■l^-5- 


-g—g— Jj- 


m 


banner  be  unfurled,  Till  ev'ry  tongue  confess  Him,  thro'  the  whole  wide  world 
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66. 

C.  Elliot. 


3uet  as  11  Hm* 


Wm.  Bradbury. 


1.  Just  as  I  am!  with -out   one  plea,  But  that  Thy  Mood  was  shed  for  me, 

2.  Just  as  I  am!  and    wait-ingnot,  To  rid     my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

3.  Just  as  I  am!  tho'  tossed  a-bout,  With  many  aconflict,  many   a  doubt, 

4.  Just  as  I  am!  poor,  wretched,  blind,  Sight,  riches,  heal-ing  of   the  mind, 
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And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  God,  Icome 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  O  Lambof  God,  Icome 
Fighting  and  fears  within,  without,  O  Lambof  God,  Icome 
Yea,  all     I  need, in  Thee  to  find,  O  Lambof  God,  Icome 
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fIDE  IRefu^e, 


Lizzie  J.  Austin.    Oho.  by  F.  B. 
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Fannie  Birdsalu 
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1.  While  the    storms 

2.  When  my      soul 
8.    Like      a        bird 
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of  life  are 
is  pant  -  ing, 
be  -  fore    the 
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ing,  For  the 
pest,      1      was 
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bil  -  lows  toss  -  ing  high; 
deep  -  est  depths  of  love; 
drir     -     en        to       his     breast; 


There's  a     Rock  in 

Then   he      fills  it 

In      his    might    -    y 
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which  I'm  hid  -  ing,  While  the    dash 

o    -  ver  flow  -  ing,   With    his      glo 

arms  he  holds    me,     And    his      love 
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ry  from     a  -  bove; 
brings  per-fect     rest; 
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I've        a    friend 

When    the    wea 

To       the    rag 


whose  lor  -  ing     whis  •  pers  I        can 

ry     heart      ia    break    -  ing,       And      the 
ing  waves    he    speak  -  eth,        And      the 
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hear  a  -  bove  the  storm,     And      in  honrs        of    deep  est 

way      seems  sad  and  lone,      Then    his  smile        is     like    the 
storms        o    bey     his    will,      And     the  heart    that  throbbed  and 
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dark  -  ness,  I          dis  -  cern  his     love     -    ly  form, 

sun  -  shine.  As        he      soft-  ly      whis  -  pera,  "come, 

trem  -  bled.  On        his      lov  -  ing  breast       i*  stilL 
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I    will  hide  me,      I    will    hide  me,    Safely 

I    will  hide  me,  I    will  hide  me, 
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from  the  stormy  blast,  He   will  guide  me,     He  will 

stormy  blast,  He  will  guide  me, 
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guide  me,    And    re  -  ceiye  my    soul    at      last. 

He  will  guide  me,  at    last. 


Work  for  tbe  IMgbt- 


1.  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Work  through  the  morning  hours; 

Work  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 
Work  'mid  springing  flowers; 

Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 
Work  in  the  glowing  sun  ; 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
When  man's  work  is  done. 

2.  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Work  thro'  the  sunny  noon; 


Fill  brightest  Lours  with  labor; 

Rest  conies  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  Hying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work  for  the  night  is  coming 

When  man  works  no  more. 

3.  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work,  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  dark'ning 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
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Ibtfcing,  Safety  Ibiomo. 


E.  O.  E.  and  A.  B 

± 


.j.  O.    EXC'KLL. 


1.  'Neath  the  shad-ow  of  th'  Ahnignty.  In  the  presence  of  my  King. 
2  When  the  storms  of  life  are  rag  ing,  Clos-er  to  His  side  1  cling; 
3.  All        my   life,  my  love,  my  serv-iee,    Ail      1    have    to  Him    1    bring; 
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lam  hid     -     ing.         hid     -     ing.       Hiding  in  the  shadow  of  His  wing; 
I  am  hiding,  safely  hiding,  hidi  .g,  safely  hiding, 
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Hid     -      ing.         hid     -     ing.    Hiding  in  the  shadow  of  His  wing; 
Hiding,  safely  hiding,  hiding,  safely  hiding,  I'm  hiding,  hiding ; 
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In 

the 

se- 

cret  place 

a  ■ 

bid  -  ing, 

In   con-^ent-ment    1     can  sing, 

In 

His 

love 

I*m  safe- 

iv 

shel-tered, 

Peace  and  qui  -  et  He  doth  bring; 

He 

will 

hide 

me,  safe- 

ly 

hide   me 

Till   in  heav'n  this  sonar  I    sing: 
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I  am  hid     -     ing.         hid     -     ing.      Hiding  in  the  shadow  of  His  win£ 
I  am  hiding,  safely  hiding,  hiding,  safely  hiding, 
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70  5peet>  Hwa^!  Speefc  Hwa$! 

T.  H.  Nelson.  I.  B.  Woodbury. 


1.  Speed  a- way, speed  a- way,     (),     ye  her-alds    of    light, 

2.  Speed  a-  way,  speed  a-  way,  You're  commissioned  of  God. 
8.  Speed  a- way, speed  a- way,  On  your  mis -si  on  so  blest, 
4.  Speed  a- way,  speed  a- way,    O,      ye    mes  -  sen-gers  true, 
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That 

The 
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mil-lion,  now  dy  -  ing   in    sin's  aw -t'u'i  night; 
tid  -  ings  to  preachthro'Emman-u-el's  blood 
mil-lions  now  bur-dened  may  soon  be  at  rest; 
har-vest   is  great  and  the    la  -  bor  -  ers  few  ; 
&-     -#- 


In      dense   su  -  per  - 
Each  slave    of    the 
Throw     o    -  pen  their 
Each    need    will  the 


sti-tion  and   bond-age  they  dwell,  While  words  are  too  weak  of  their 
tempter  may  now   be   forgiven,       And     make  out   a      ti  -  tie     to 
pris-on,  give     lib  -  er  -  ty  sweet,    And    bring  them  as  tro-phies  to 
Lord  of    the    har-vest  sup-ply,    And  the  might -y     re-sults  shall  be 
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suff-'ring  to    tell.       Then  fly    to  their  res -cue,   0,   has-ten  to-day; 
man-shins  in  heav'n.  'Tis    Je  •  sus  that  asks  it,    no  long- er     de-lay; 
Je  -  sus' blest  feet.      0,      lin  -  ger  no  !on-ger,  but  act  while  you  may; 
seen    by  and  by    When  the  reap-ers  are  paid  at  the   end    of     the  day; 
p-    p     e  ~  f^  0      0  * 
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Speed  a  -  way,  speed   a    -    way. 


Words  Copyrighted,  1899,  Oy  T    H.  Nelson. 
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3e9U9  Saves* 


Priscilla  J.  Owens. 


Wm.  J.  KlEKPATRlCli. 


Bear    the  news 
Sing,    ye     is    - 
Sing     it    soft 
Shout  sal  - va 


to  ev- 

lands  of 
-  \y  thro 
tion  full 


y  land,  Climb  the  steeps  and  cross  the  waves, 
the  sea-,  Ech  -  o  back,  ye  ocean  eaves, 
the  gloom,  When  the  heart  for  mer-ey  craves, 
and  free,   High  -  est    hill  and  deep-est  caves, 


On- ward,  "tis 
Enrth  shall  keep 

Sing    in      tri  - 
This      our  sons 
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Arr.  by  Curtis. 


Come,  Sinners,  Come. 

'Come,  while  it  is  called  to-day." — Heb.  3:  13. 


E.  F.  Miller. 


1.  Come,  sin-ner,  come!  oh.  why  do  you   de  -  lay?  The  press-ing-  in  -  vi- 

2.  Come,  sin-ner,  come!  the  Bride  and  Spir-it   call.  Thus  say-  ing  now  to 

3.  Come,   sin-ner,  come!  ac  -  cept  the  proffered  grace,  For  Death  may  soon  be 

m m — m  •  .,  m  •  .     ^#_! # m 0 r  ,  m  • g » t> 
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ta-tion    is    that  you  should  come  to  -  day;      To-  mor-row  has    no 

you  and   me   that    Je  -    sus  died   for     all;  Oh,  grieve  not  then  the 

call-ing  you     in  -   to        His  cold   em-brace;  The    sum-mer  will   be 

-fi * # P—r-*- P P- «-r*  •  P      ,      P P * P— 


prom-ise  that  it  can  give  to  you :  To-mor-row  is  e- ter  -  ni -ty,  just 
Spir  -  it.  accept  Him  while  you  can,  For  God  has  said. '  'my  Spirit  shall  not 
end  -  ed,      the  harvest  will  be  past,  Your  lam- en- ta-tion  then  will  be,  my 

-P * ,       *^ # — * m    ■    - -•  •     m — m m    .  m = « *- 


hid  -  den  from  our  view, 
always  strive  with  man. 
soul      is   lost  at    last. 


Then  come, sin-ner,  come!  Sal-va-tion's  free  tc 
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the   last    time  You'll  ev  -  er    hear    the    call. 
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Softly  Hn£>  Genfcerty. 


VV.  L.  T. 

Very  slow,  pp 


Will  L.  Thompson. 


-0-  w     -0- 

1.  Soft  -  ly  and  ten-der-ly  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing  for  you  and  for  me; 

2.  Why  should  we  tar-ry  when  Je  bus  is  pleading.Pleadingforyou  and  forme? 

3.  Time  is  now  fleeting,  the  moments  are  passing,  Passing  from  you  and  from  me; 

4.  Oh !  for  the  wonderful  love  He  has  promised,  Promised  for  you  and  for  me; 


See  on  the  portals  He's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  His  mercies, Mercies  for  you  and  for  me? 
Shadows  are  gath'rirsg,  death  beds  are  coming.  Coming  for  you  and  for  me. 
Tho'  we  have  sinned.  He  has  mercy  and  pardon .  Pardon  for  you  and  for  me. 
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Come  home,       come  home.  Ye  who  are  weary,  come    home; 

Come  home,  come  home, 
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Ear-nest-ly,  ten-der-ly,  Je-  sus  is  call  ing.  Calling.  0  sinner,  come  home! 


By  permis*""!  ol  Wiji  L.  Xtiuuipson.  K4et  i,iv«rnoo».  u..  apcl  TUorupson  AluslcCo..  Cliicauo.  Ills, 
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ZTbe  proton  &on. 


Tnos.   H.  Nki.»on. 


Flora  Birds all  Nklson. 
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1.  Oh,  where  is 

2.  Once  did 

8.  The    ros  -  es 

4.  Go,  bring  me 

5.  Blast- ed 

3£ 


the  child 

his       in 

have     fad 

my     boy, 


of 

no-cent 
ed 

I 


and  wrecked  tho'    his 
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oth 

child 

from 

love 

life 
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my 

him 

may 


years, 

glee, 
cheeks 

yet, 
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That  knelt  at  his 

With     sun  -  shine 

The    joy    ot  my 

Blighted  and  lost  tho'  he 
In      fields      of        fol  ly  so 


moth  era     knee? 

gladden  the  home; 

life      has    gone; 

be; 

chill; 


I've  prayed  for  him 

Then         he  was 

They  are  laid     in    tho 

His        fair        young 

'Twas    sin  that 


oft        while 
pure      as        a 
grave  where  thy 
face        I      can 
stole         mv 


flowed 
boy 
vir 
ne'er 
boy 


my  tears,        O, 

could  be,  0, 

tue  sleeps —     My 

for  •  get,  O, 

from  me.      And  my 

lb'  -#-^v-ff- 


bring  him    a- 
why    did      he 
son,  my 

bring  him    a- 
heart         clings 


CHORDS. 


gain        to     me. 
ev      -      er   roam, 
wand'ring    son. 
gain         to     rue. 
to  him  still. 


Come  back,  oh,   wand'rer,      I      love      thee 


tTbe  proM^al  &on«=Conclufcefc>. 


i 


=F 


Sap 


— — # — ' — a 4  — — #- 

I 
In    sin's    dark    val  -  ley    so      broad;    Come  back,  come 


back,   I    will   all 
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for  get,   Come  back   to   mother      and  God. 
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S.  Medley. 


©b,  Coulfc  1  Speak- 


Tune— Ariel,  C.  P.  M. 

—A — h — ^     Is     [t-zJ— 


1.  Oh,  could  I  speak  the  match-less  worth,  Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth 

2.  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt,  My  ransom  fi  om  the  dreadful  guilt 

3.  Well,  the  delightful  day    will    come,  When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 

-0-    -0-  ■■      i  0*1  -9-     S>- 


sr^i 


j»~~r 


-r?-r-f^— 


Whirli  in  my  Sav-ior  shine,  I'd  soar  and  touch  the  hcav'nly  strings,  And  vie  with 
Of      sin  and  wrath  divine!  I'd  sing  His  glo-rious  righteousness,  in  which  al 
And    I    shall  see  His  face;  Then  with  my  Sar-ior,  Brnth-er,  Friend,    A    blest  e* 


Gabriel  while  he  sings  In  notes  almost  divine,  Jn  notes  almost  divine. 
per-fect  heav'nly  dress  My  soul  shall  ever  shine,  My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 
ter  -  ni  -  ty   I'll  spend.  Triumphant  in  His  grace,  Triumphant  in    His  grace. 
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B.  Baowwnro, 
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Tlinanswerefc)  yet. 
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Victoria. 
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1.  Un  -  answered  yet? 

2.  Un  •  answered  yet? 
8,  Un  -  answered  yet? 
4.  Un  -  answered  yet? 


the  pray'r  your 
tho'  when  yon 
nay,     do      not 
faith  can    not 


lips 

first 

say 

be 


have  plead  ed, 
pre  sTt  -  ed 
un  i^rant  -  ed, 
an  answered. 
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In        Ug    -    o    -    ny        of  heart    these  man  •  y  years; 

This    one       pe    -    ti  -    tion  at        thy    Father's  throne; 

Per  -  haps    your    part      is  not       yet     wholly  done; 

Her     feet      are     firm  -  ly  plant  -  ed      en      the  Rock; 
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Does    faith    he  -  gin     to       fail,  is    hope  de-part  -  ing, 

It  seemed  yon  conld  not      wait  the  time  of    ask  -  ing. 

The  work    be  -  gan  when    first  jour  pray'r  was  ut  -  tered, 

A  -  mid      the      wildest     storms  she  stands  un  daunt  ed. 
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And  think    yon  all        in     vain  those     fall  -    ing      tears! 

So      nr  -    gent  was    your  heart  to      make       it      known. 

And  God     will  fin    -  ish  what  he         has         he    -    gun. 

Nor    quails   be  tore      the    loud  eat       thun   •  der      shock. 
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Say     not,      the      Fa     ther     hath     not  heard  your  prayer; 

Tbo' years  have  passed  since  then,     do      not      de    •    spair; 

If     you       will  keep     the        in  -  cense    burn  ing       there; 

She  knows  Ova  -  uip  ■    o  -  tenue      has  heard  her      pray  r, 
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Yon    shall    have  your  an  swer,  Some-time —  some  -  where. 

God     will      answer    sure     ly,  Some  time —  some  -  where. 

Yon     shall  see     his      pow  •  er,  Some-time —  some  -  where. 

Cries,    it     shall     be    answered,  Some- time —  some  -  where. 
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Z\k  Cbilt)  of  a  Iking. 


1.  My  Father  is  rich  in  housee  and  lands, 
He  holdeth  the  wealth  of  the  world  in 

His  hands!  [gold, 

Of  rubies  and  diamonds,  of  silver  and 
His  toners  ai<>  full,— He  has  riches  un- 
told. 

CHO.—I'm  the  child  of  a  King, 
The  child  of  a  King; 
With  Jesus,  my  Savior, 
I'm  the  child  of  a  King, 

2.  My  Father's  own  Son,  the  Savior  oi 

men, 
Once  wandered  o'er  the  earth  as  the 
poorest  of  men : 


ButnowHeisreigningioic'veron  high, 
And  will  give  me  a  home  in  heaven  by 
and  by. 


3.  I  once  was  an  outcast  strt  nger  on 

earth, 
A  sinner  by  choice,  an  alien  by  birth  i 
But  I've  been  adopted,  my  name's 

w  lit  ten  down, 
An  heir  to  a  mansion,  arobe  and  a  crown. 


4.  A  tent  or  cottage,  why  should  I 
care  ? 

They're  building  a  palace  for  me  over- 
there  I  [may  sing 

Though  exiled  from  home,  yet  still  ) 

"  All  »lory  to  (Jod,  I'm  the  child  of  a 
King. 
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Ibe  Bnewerefc  Iftever  a  MorD. 


Should  be  suag  as  a  Solo  or  Quartette, 


Beak. 


friend 

The  priests  and  the 

With     here     -      est 

Then  they  bro't  the 


pris  -  oner    at        Pi  -     late's  bar, 
eld  •   ers    with      fiend  -  ish  spite, 
hat  -  red     his       foes  pressed  on, 
cross,  that    Ba  -  rabbas  should  fill, 
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lag     -    ing    mob 
cased  him  of      ma     - 
kill  him  their  great 
mur  -der-er      to 


he  stood;  Like  wolves  that  had  scentevl  his 
ny  things;  But  his  face  was  radiant  with 
de  -  sire;  The  faith  of  his  followers  was 
go    free,      And  they  laid  it     on      Je  sus,     to 
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blood  from    far,      And  ea  •  gei    ly      him  pursued,      The 

heaven  -  ly  light,  He  could    hear        the    sound  of  wings,    And 

al     -    most  gone,  Must  the     last       faint    spark  ex  -  pire?  Will  he 

bear  up  the   hill,      To  purchase   sal-va-tion  for     me;       Tho' 
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voice  of  these  murd'rers    was  heard  as    they  cried,  Till    Je- 

Pi  late  marveled     to  see            him    there,  As    each 

meek      -      ly    yield     in     this  dread     -    ful     hour.  When  a 

hungry  and  thirst  -  y,    and  bleeding  and     cold,  Not      a 
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ru  -  sa-lem's  cit  y  was  stirred;  "Away  with  him,  let  hiin  be 
wick  -  ed  cnarge  he  heard,  His  mute  lips  moved  as  in 
murder -er     is  preferred;    He  who  raised  the  dead,  has      he 

sigh  passed  hislips  that  washeard;  He  trembled  a      moment,  then 
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lost 
sank  to 
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lent     pray'r, 

his      pow'r? 

the  ground, 


But  he    answered    nev-er 


a    word. 
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$  The  rabble  with  spite  and  revenge  urged  them  on. 

Till  he  came  to  Calvary's  height, 
Where  they  nailed  his  hands  and  feet  to  the  cross, 

(  O,  sinner,  look  on  him  to-night!  ) 
Then  raising  the  cross,  oh!  what  suffering  and  pain. 

Till  the  earth  and  the  heavens  were  stirred, 
But  the  suffering  Jesus  with  meekness  endured. 

And  he  answered  never  a  word. 

Companionebip  witb  3eeu0» 

The  softest  whispers  of  His  love, 

In  fellowship  so  dear, 
And  feel  His  great  almighty  hand 
Protects  me  in  this  hostile  land. 


1.  Oh,  blessed  fellowship  divine! 
Oh,  joy  supremely  sweet! 

Companionship  with  Jesus  here 

Makes  life  with  bliss  replete; 
In  union  with  the  purest  One 
I  find  my  heaven  on  earth  begun 

Refrain. 
Oh,  wondrous  bliss!  oh,  joy  sublime! 

I've  Jesus  wit  li  me  all  the  time ! 
Oh,  wondrous  bliss  !  oh,  joy  sublime  ! 

I've  Jesus  with  me  all  1  he  time  ! 

2.  I'm  walking  close  to  Jesus'  side, 
So  close  t  ii;i  t  I  can  hear 

Copyright,  by  W.  J.  Kirkpntrlck.    By  per 


.'$.  I'm  leaning  on  His  loving  breasbs 

Along  life's  weary  way  ; 
My  path,  illumined  by  His  smiles, 

Grows  brighter  day  by  day; 
No  foes,  no  woes  my  heart  can  fear, 
With  my  almighty  Friend  so  near. 

4.  I  know  His  sheltering  wings  of  love 
Are  always  o'er  me  spread, 

And  tho'the  storms  may  fiercely  rage; 
All  calm  and  free  from  dread, 

My  peaceful  spirit  ever  sings, 

"  I'll  trust  the  covert  of  Thy  wings.  " 
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f     God      is      call-ing  the  prod-i  -  gal,  come  without  de  -  lay,     Hear,  0 
I  Tho'  you've  wander'd  so  far  from  His  presence, come  to-day.    Hear  His 
(      Pa  -  tient,    lov-ing,and  ten-der-ly    still  the  Fa- ther  pleads.  Hear,  0 
(      Oh !      re  -  turn  while  the  Spirit  in    mer  -  cy    in  -  ter  -  cedes,  Hear  His 
)  Come,there's  bread  in  the  house    of  thy  Fa-ther,  and  to    spare,  Hear,  0 
"(      Lo!     the      ta-ble    is  spread  and  the  feast  is  waiting  there.  Hear  His 


hear  Him  call-ing,  call-ing  now  for    thee;      | 

!     >   call-ing  still. 


lov  -  ing  voice  [Omit. 
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Call     -    -     mg-nowfor    thee, 0       wea    -    -    -    ry  prodigal, 

Calling  now  for  thee,  calling  now  for  thee,  Weary  prodigal, come, 
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come, , 


Call     -    -    -      ing  now  for  thee, . 
wea-ry  prodig-al.  come,  Callingnow  for  thee,  calling  now  for  thee, 
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Wea-ry  prod-i-gal,  come,                         wea-ry  prod-i-gal,  come. 
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Gbat  flfean  of  Calvary. 


lev.  J.  M.  Hervey  composed  the  sixth  Terse  of  this  hymn  on  hi*  death  bed. 
ft  was  the  last  hymn  be  sang  in  public. 

M.  P.  F.  M.  P.  Fkrgubow. 
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1.  Fairest    of    all     the  earth    he-side,    Chief-est     of  all     nn- 

8.  Drinking  a    dire   and  dreadful  cup,    Cru  -  ci  -  fied  Je  •  sua 

8.  Granting  the  sin  -  ner    life  and  peace,  Granting    the  cap  -  tive 

4.  Giv-ing  the  gifts    ob-tained  for  men,  Pour-ing    out  love    be- 

5.  Comfort    of    all    my    earthly    way,    Je  -  sus    I'll  meet  thee 
8.  Gathered  with  thee  e  -    fcer  •  nal  -  ly,     Shar-ing     thy  love    by 
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to  thy  bride;  Fullness  divine  in  thee  I  see, 
lift  -  ed  up;  Bearing  our  guilt  and  mis  -  er  -  y, 
sweet  release;  Shedding  his  blood  to  make  us  free, 
yondourken;  Giving  us  spot-less  pu  •  ri  -  ty, 
some  sweet  day;  Centre  of  glo  -  ry  Thee  I'll  see, 
glass  -  y    sea;    Like  thee  for-ev  -  er      I    shall    be, 


Beau-ti  -  ful 
Sor  -  row-ful 
Mer  -  ci  -  ful 
Boun  ti  -  ful 
Wonder  •  ful 
Glo  -  ri  -  fied 
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Man     of    Cal  •  va  -  ry .  That  Man    «f    Cal  -  va  -  ry,      He  won  my 
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heart  from  me;  He  died  to  set    me    free,  Blest  Man  of  Cal  va  -  ry. 
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Some  flDotber's  Cbilfc. 


(SOLO  OE  DUET.) 


SOPRANO  and  ALTO. 
With  expression. 


OHABiiia  D.  Tillman. 
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BE 


1.     At  home 

or       a    - 

way,          in      the 

al    -    ley 

or 

2.  And  when 

I      see 

those        o'er  whom  long    years 

have 

8.    No  mat     - 

ter    how 

deep          he       is        sunk  -  en 

in 

i.  That  head 

hath  been 

pil     -     lowed  on        ten  -  der  • 

est 
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street.     Where  -  ev    - 
rolled,  Whose  hearts 
sin,  No      mat     ■ 

brea?t.     That   form 


er  I  chance  in  this  wide  world  to 
have  grown   hard-ened,  whose  spirits      are 

ter  how  much  he  is  shunned  by  his 
hath  been   wept        o'er,  those  lips  have  been 
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meet,        A    girl     that    is    thoughtless,    or  a    boy    that  is 
cold,        Be      it       woman         all     fall  -  en,  or    man    all  de- 
kin,         No  mat       -      ter      how  foul      is  his    foun  tain  of 
pressed,  That  soul            hath  been  prayed  for  in  tones  sweet  and 
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wild,         My     heart 
filled,  A      voice 

joy,     Though  guilt 
mild,         For       her 


©ch  -  oes  soft  -  ly,  "It        is 

whispers  sad    -  ly,  "It        is 

y      and  loathsome,  he       is 

sake  deal  gen  -  tly  with 
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some 
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some 
some 


mother's  child," 
mother's  child," 
moth-er's   boy," 
moth-er's  child," 


My  heart 
A    voice 
Tho'  guilt 
For    her 


echoes  soft  -  ly,     "It     is 
whispers  sad  -  ly,     "It     is 
-    y  and  loathsome,    he     is 
sake  deal  gen  -  tly        with 
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some 
some 
some 
some 


mother's  child.' 
mother's  child.' 
moth-er's    boy. 
mother's  child. 


Some  mother's  child,  some  mother's 
Some  mother's  child,  some  mother's 
Some  mother's  boy,  some  mother's 
Some  mother's  child,  some  mother's 


child, 
child, 
boy, 
child. 
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My  heart    ech  -  oes    soft  -  ly,   "It        is  some  mother's  child.' 

A    voice  whispers    sad  -   ly,   "  It        is  some  mother's  child.' 

Tho'  guilt  -  y     'and  loathesome,  He       is  some  mother's  boy. 

For   her    sake    deal  gen   -  tly        with     some  mother's  child. 
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Hlae,  anfc>  Mb  m$  Savior  Bleefc? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 

Amazing  pity,  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 

When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died, 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 

4.    But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe : 


1  Alas!  and  did  my  Savior  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die? 
Would  He  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  I? 

Chorus. 
Help  me,  dear  Savior,  Thee  to  own, 

And  ever  faithful  be; 
And  when  thou  sittest  on  thy  throne,  Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, — 

O  Lord,  remember  me.  'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


"-  *""•  ""   "" 


84 


nDaeter  Mants  TDGlorfcers. 


F.  J.  Stevens. 


Faitnib  Birdball. 
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1.  The  Mas-ter  wants  workers,  His  har-vest      is  white,    His    conv 

2.  The  Master  wants  workers,  His  harvest      is  great,     'Tis    the 
8.  The  Mas-ter  wants  workers,  Each  ser-vice    he  knows,      Not 


i=S=£ 


=BgA 


fi-f- 


ffi 


-e^ 


*  K    g    g 


B 


fc* 


¥ 


4  4  -r 


^T^ 


f^-^l:?? 


mand  -'Go   ye  forth"    is       to    all;       Go  work  with  a   will  and  let 
world  with  its     mil-lions     nn-tanght,     A  mul  *  ti-tudevast,  rushing 
one     is   too  small    to      re  -  cord,    E'en  he    who  a    cnp    of   cold 
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not    the   dark  night,  On  an     nn  -  gath-ered  harvest  field    fall. 
on     to     their  fate,  Knowing  not  what  their  Sav-ior  hath  wrought 
wa  -  ter      he-stows,  In   his  name  shall  not   lose  his   re  •  ward. 
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The    Mas-ter  wants  workers    and  that  which    is    right,    He  will 
The    Mas-ter  wants  workers      he   call  -  eth     for   yon,         Be  - 
The   Mas  ter  wants  workers,    the  night  com  eth  soon.    When  the 
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give  at  the  end  of  the  day,  So  thrust  in  thy  sickle  and 
gin  in  his  ser  vice  to  -  day, There's  work  for  the  weakest  and 
wea  -  ry  shall  rest  from    all  care,  When  those  who  have  toiled  thro  the 
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work  with  thy  might,  If  not  gatheredi  ripe  grain  will  de  -  cay. 
small  est  to  do,  Who  is  read  -  y,  the  call  to  o  •  bey. 
heat    of     the  noon,  Shall  no    long  -  er       its    wea  -  ri  •  ness  bear. 
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The  Mas-ter  wants  workers    to  -  day,  The     Master  wants 

The  Master  wants  workers    to-day,  The 
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workers     to  -  day,  Who's  read  -  y  Who's 

Master  wants  workers     to  •  day,  Who's  read-y 
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read  -  y.  Who  is  read-y    the     call     to      o   -   bey. 

Who's  ready, 
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Hbtbtng  anfc  Confiding* 


A.  B.  Simpson 
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I  have  learn'd  the  wondrous  se-cret  Of   a-bid-ing  in   the  Lord; 
I  am      cm  -  ci-fied  with  Je-sus,  And  lie  lives  and  dwells  in  me, 
All  my  cares    I  east   up  -  on  Him,  And  He  bears  them  all  a-way; 
For  my  words  I  take  His  wisdom,  For  my  works  His  Spirit's  power; 
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I  have  found  the  strength  and  sweet-ness  Of  eon-fid  -  ing  in    His  word; 
I  have  ceased  from  all  my  struggling,  'Tis  no  Ion  -  ger  I,    but     he; 
All  my  fears  and  griefs  I    tell  Him,  All    my  needs  from  day  to  day; 
For  my  ways  His  gracious  presence  Guards  and  guides  me  ev'ry  hour, 
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I  have  tast  -  ed  life's  pure  fountain,  I  am  drink-ing    of    His  blood, 
All    my  will    isyield-ed    to  Him.  And  His  Spir-it  reigns  with-in, 
All    my  strength  I  drawfrom  Je-sus,  By    His  breath  I  live  and  move; 
Of     my  heart  He  is    the  Por-tion,  Of    my  joy  the  ceaseless  Spring; 


T  have  lost  my-self  in  Je-sus,  I  ,am  sink-mg  in 
And  His  pre-cious  blood  each  moment  Keeps  me  cleans'd  and  free  from  sin. 
E'en  His  ver  -  y  mind  He  gives  me,  And  His  faith,  and  life,  and  love. 
Sav-  ior,  Sane-  ti  -  fi  -  er,  Keep-er,  Glo-rious  Lord  and  com-ing  King. 


Ootwrieht,  1891,  by  W.  J.  Klrkpatrlck.    By  per. 
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1,  Thine  iniquity  swells  like  the  tide, 
And  the  day  of  His  vengeance  is 

come; 
Canst  thy  spirit  His  coming  abide? 
Canst  thou  bear  the  irnpenitent's 
doom? 

Chorus : 
Precious  soul,  linger  not! 

Linger  not  on  the  storm-covered 
Precious  soul,  linger  not,  [plain  ; 

Or  thy  life  will  be  lost  with  the  slain. 

2.  Oh,  escape  to  the  mountain  of  God! 
Linger  not  on  the  storm-covered 

plain, 
For  the  cloud  of  His  wrath  spreads 
abroad, 
And  'tis  death  to  thy  soul  to  remain. 


3.  There  are  loved  ones  who  stay  with 
the  lost ! 

There  are  treasures  to  think  of  and 
But  thy  soul  is  of  infinite  cost:  [leave; 
Break  away  from  thine  idols  and  live. 

4.  How  the  sun  rises  bright  on  the  soul, 
When  our  city  of  refuge  we  gain ! 

How  the  storm  clouds  away  from  us 
roll, 
And  we  fear  not  the  fire  and  the  rain, 

5.  Being  justified  now  by  His  blood, 
Saved  from  wrath  we  shall  be,  by 

and  by, 
Cleansed  from  sin  in  this  life  giving 
flood, 
We  are  ready  to  live  and  to  dit 
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"Go  ye  into  all  the  world."— Bible. 


Vivian  A.  Dake. 


Fannie  Birdball. 


1.  Need  •  ed!  ten  thous-and  la  -  b'rers,  Want-ed  at  once  in  the  field; 

2.  Need  -  ed!  bold  heart-ed  la -b'rers  For  the  dark  cor-ners  of  earth, 

3.  Look  thou  at  Af  -  ri-ca's hea-then  tribes,  Ah!  they  are  stretching  their  hands; 

4.  Bear  thou  the  lamp  of  the  word  of  God,  Hold  up  its  light  every-  where; 
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Work-ers,  whose  hearts  are  vic-to-ri-ous,  Those  who  can  die,  but  not  yield. 
Those  who  a-mid  all  hell's  can-non-ry.  Prove  forth  their  heav-en-ly  birth; 
Work-ers  from  land  of  the  setting  sun,  Come,  oh  come  dwell  in  our  lands. 
Search  out  the  lost  in  the  dark-eat  lands,  Show  them  a  brotherly  care; 


Je    -    sus,  the  Lord  of  the  har-vest  field.  Sends  forth  the  call  far  and  wide, 
For  them  the  lost  most  be-seech-ing-ly  Stretch  forth  their  hands,  call  for  aid, 
Dark-ness  as  dread-ful  as  Jauggernaut,  Crushes  poor  India  down, 
Je   -   sus,  the  Lord  of  the  harvest  field,  Whispers  "I'm  with  you  alway," 

*ZlM=l9  r-^-r*-r-*r- 0-0-0-v*^-  ^>- 


H  1  \  fT^Bg 


Few,  yea,  few  are  the  la-bor-ers,  Pray  for  a  great  harvest  tide. 
From  the  four  winds  comes  the  ech-o-ing  Art  thou  not,  loiterer,  dismayed? 
Haste  thee  on  wings  of  the  morning  winds,  Bear  them  their  blood-purchased  crown. 
Bind  up  the  sheaves  for  the  gathering,  Fast  comes  E-ter-ni-ty's  day. 
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For  this,  0  Lord,  do  we  pray; 

do  we  pray; 
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Send  forth  the  reap-ers  to-day, 
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Tell  the  glad  news  of  redemption  to  all,  Shall  we  not  hasten  away? 
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Deptb  of  flDercp. 


Chas.  Wesley. 


J.  Stevenson. 


-.   J  Depth  of     mer  -  cy,  can  there   be       Mer  -  cy   still  re-serv'd  for  me?    \ 
'  \Can    my    God  His  wrath  for-bear,    Me,    the  chief  of  sin-ners,  spare?/ 
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/God  is  love,  I  know,  I  feel; 


\Je-sus  weeps andlovesmestill;/  Je-8US  weeP9>  He  weePs  and  lo™  me  stilL 
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2.    I  have  long  withstood  His  grace; 
Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face; 
Would  not  hearken  to  His  calls ; 
Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls. 


3.    Now  incline  me  to  relent; 
Let  me  now  my  sin  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe  and  sin  no  more. 


There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands; 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his  hands; 
God  is  love,  I  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps  and  loves  me  still. 
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Son,  IRemember. 


Victor  Strange 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 
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Tho'sump-tuonsfed    andwealth-y  here,  In  pur-  pie  robes  arrayed,  The  rich  man 
From  what  we  read  in  ho-ly  writ,  Hissins,  itwouldap  pear,  Were  on-ly 
Though  there  he  prayed,  as  all  inust  pray,  Whonev-er  live  for  heaven,  The  mem-ory 


left  his  earthly  sphere,  Andin  the  grave  was  laid;  Andtho'  above  his  corpse  so 
those  which  you  com-mit,—  He  sought  his  portion  here;  In  rich-es,  dress  and  sump-tnous 
of   earth's wast-ed  day,  Is  all    the  an-swer given;  O,  whate-ter-nal  torment 
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pale,  His  friends  his  praise  may  swell,  Yet  Je  -  sus  draws  a-side  the  veil,  And 
fare,  Hisearth-ly  joy  was  found,  And  now  in  torment  and  despair,  The 
this,  What  horrors  all   untold,  To    re  -  col  -lect  that  heav-en's  bliss,  For 
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shows  him  no w  i n  hell .  | 

flames  enfold  him  round.  }  When  men  God's  of-fered  mer-cy  spurn,  The  mem'ry  of  the 
earth  -lvjoy  was  sold.  J 
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past,  Will  prove  the  nev  -  er     dy-ing  worm,  While  end-  less  a-geslast. 
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%i$  Burning  Un  fll>$  Soul. 


Della  T.  White. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  God  sent  His  mighty  pow'r  To  this  poor,  sin-ful  heart,  To  keep  tne  ev-'ry 

2.  Be  -  fore  the  cross  1    bow,  Up-on    the   al  -  tar  lay,    A    will-ing  off-'ring 

3.  No  good  that    I  have  done,  His  promise  I  embrace,  Ac-cept-ed  in  the 
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hour,  Andneed-ful  grace  im-part;  And  since  His  spir-it  came  To 
now,  My  all  from  day  to  day,  My  Sav-iour  paid  the  price,  My 
Son,    He   saves  me   by   His  grace.  All    glo  -  ry     be      to    God,     Let 
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take  supreme  control,  The  love-en-kindled  flame  Is   burning  in  my  soul, 
name  He  sweetly  calls;  Up-  on  the  sac  -  ri  -  flee    The  fire  from  heaven  falls. 

hal-le- lu-jahs  roll;  His  love  is  shed    a- broad  The  fire  is    in  my  soul. 
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'Tis  burning  in  my  soul,  'Tis  burning  in  my  soul  ;  The  fire  of  heav'nly 
Ho -ly  Spir-it  came,  All  glo- ry   to  His  name,  The  fire  of  heav'nly 
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love  is     burn-ing    in  my 

love  is    burn-ing  (Omit.) 

n        p  burn-  ing    in     my 
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soul, 


in  my        soul, 

burn-ing    in  "my   soul. 
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/  I've  seen  the  Tight-ning  flash  ing,  And  heard  the   thun  -  der   roll — 
\  I've  heard  the  voice  of     Jt      sus,         Telling  me  still  to  fight  on, 
/  The  world's  tierce  winds  are  blow-ing  Temp-ta-tions  sharp  and  keen — 
\  He  stands  to  shield  me  from  dan-ger,  When  earthly  friends  :-^re  gone, 
/  When  in  af  -  flic-lion's    val  -  ley  I'm  treading  the  road    of     care, 
\  My  feet  en-tan-gled  with  bri  -  ers       Ready  to     cast     me     down, 
/  He  died  for  me  on  the  mountain — For  me  they  pierced   His    side — 
\  Forme  He's  waiting  in    glo  -  ry,    Seat-ed     up  -  on  His  throne, 

-0-       •-       -0-       '     -»-   -9-   -9^-0-    -0-                                                   ,-n           -•-    -0"'      ~^#- 
+- — I — H 1 F- i-i-si-?^- — a 0 0 h- 


I've  felt  sin's  breakers  dash-ing — 
He  promised  never  to  leave  me, — 

I     feel    a  peace   in  knowing —  My 
He  promised  never  to  leave  me, 
My  Savior  helps  me  to  car  -  ry     My 
My  Savior  Whispers  His  promise:  "I 
For  me  He  opened  that  fountain,  The 
He  promised  never  to  leave  me. 
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Trying  to 
\_Omit. 

Sav  -  ior   stands 

\_Omit. 

cross  when  heavy 

[Omit. 

crim  -  son,  cleans 
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conquer  my  soul — 


be  -  tween. 
to    bear, 
ing    tide, 
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Nev  -  er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone,    'j 
Nev  -  er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone. 
'Nev  -  er  will  leave  thee  alone." 
Nev  -  er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone. 
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No,  nev-er  a  -  lone, —   No  nev-er  a 
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one,    He  promised  never  to  leave  me — Nev-er  to  leave  me  a-lone. 
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Arcturus  Newman. 


Pauline  Ryder. 
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ry  sin,      We  have  Christ  enthroned  with  in  ; 


j  We've  been  cleansed  from  ev 

\  Crim-son  stains  are  white  as  snow,  And  our  hearts  are  all      a -glow 
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D.  C.  FF&A  a    heart  and  con-science  clearj  We    are  preaching  far    and  near, 


Of  Mis  grace  and  love  we    sing,  Praise  the  Lord, 
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For    we    con-quer 
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ev  -  'ry    foe,    Praise  the  Lord.   Praise  the  Lord,  Praise  the 

Praise  the  Lord, 
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/ear,   Praise  the    Lord,. 


Lord,  We  are  sweep-in< 

Praise  the  Lord, 
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vie  -  t'ry,  Praise  the  Lord. 
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2  When  this  movement  first  began, 
Many  said  'twas  made  by  man  ; 
But  our  Christ  inspired  the  plan, 

Praise  the  Lord. 
Tho'  by  sword  and  flame  ami  flood, 
We're  by  earth  and  hell  withstood, 
We  shall  conquer  thro'  the  blood, 

Praise  the  Lord. 

3  Even  preachers  sometimes  say 
We  shall  soon  dissolve  away  ; 

But  they'll  find  we've  come  to  stay, 
Praise  the  Lord. 


Tho'  the  world  may  say  we're  wrong 
God  is  with  this  holy  throng, 
And  we're  moving  right  along, 
Praise  the  Lord. 

4  Here  where  fiery  darts  are  hurled 
We've  the  gospel  flag  unfurled 
And  we'll  bear  it  'round  the  world. 

Praise  the  Lord. 
Till  the  war  with  sin  is  o'er, 
And  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 
On  that  glorious,  shining  shore, 

Praise  the  Lord. 
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1.  I've  found  the  promised  fountain  filled  with  blood,  (filled  with  blood,) 

2.  No     Ion  -  ger     in    the  paths  of    sin      I       plod,     (sin       I    pk)d,) 

3.  I've  corn-fort  thro' the  Shep-herd's  staff  and  rod,  (staff    and    rod,) 

4.  Peace,  like    a  might-  y    o-  cean,  deep  and  broad, (deep and  broad, y 
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vfe  plunged  be-neath  its  cleans-ing,  heal-ing  flood,  (healing  flood) 
But    walk     the  way  the     Alan     of  Sor-rows  trod,  (sorrows  trod) 
I'm   guard  -  ed     by    His  might-y,  flaming  sword;  (flaming sword) 
Now  keeps   me     ev  -  ery  mo-ment  thro' the  blood;    (thro' the  blood) 
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>iow  of  the  love  I  sing, 
My  hopes  are  bright  and  clear, 
In  bod  -  y,  mind  and  soul, 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er     has  come. 
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Which  did   sal  -  va  -  tion  bring; 
My  soul's  with-out    a     fear, 
His  power  has  made  me  whole, 

And  makes  my  heart  His  home, 
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D.  S.    For    ev  -  ery  need     I    see,      His  grace    a  -  vails  for  me, 
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I'm    build  -  ing       on 
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the  liv  -  ing     Word        of      God. 
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Pm    build  -  ing     on  the   liv  -  ing    word       of    God. 
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I've  crossed  o'er  Jor-dan's  rush-ing,  swell-ing  flood,  (swelling  flood,)  I've 
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reached    the   land 


of     Ca  -  naan  thro'  the  blood;  (thro'the blood) 


94. 


Gbe  Maters  are  Groublefc. 


J.  E.  Rankin,  D.  D. 


Rev.  S.  Morrison. 


1.  The  wat-ers  are  troubled,  the  an  -  gel  is   here;      The  fountain  of 

2.  The  wat-ers  are  troubled,  no  Ion- ger  de-lay;      The  fountain  of 

3.  The  wat-ers  are  troubled,  the  an-gel  still  waits;   He  paus  -  es  in 


mercy  flows  heal-ing  and  clear;  O,  come  in  your  sorrow,  and  come  in  yonr 
mercy  has  heal-ing  to-day;  Then  why  will  you  linger,  since  life  yon  may 
per-il  who  halts  and  debates.  Give  over  your  falt'ring,  Your  struggles  with- 
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sin;        The  wat-ers  are  troubled,  Step  in,       0,    step     in. 
win?     The  wat-ers  are  troubled,  Step  in,        0,    step     in. 

0,    step     in. 


in  ;         The  wat  -  ere  are  troubled,  Step  in, 
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By  par. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweneyi 


When  my  life-work  is  end-ed  and  I  cross  the  swell-ing  tide,  When  the 
Oh,  the  soul-thrilling  rapture  when  I  view  His  blessed  face,  And  the 
Oh,  the  dear  ones  in  glo-ry,  how  they  beckon  me  to  come,  And  our 
Thro'  the  gates  to  the  cit  -  v     in     a  robe  of  spotless  white,  lie  will 
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bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see;   I  shall  know  my  Redeemer  when  I 
lus    -    tre  of  His  kindly  beaming  eye;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  Him  for  the 
part  -  ing  at  the  riv-er    I  re  -  call;  To  the  sweet  vales  of  E-den  they  will 
lead  me  where  no  tears  will  ever  fall ;  In  the  glad  song  of  a-ges  I  shall 
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reach  the    oth  -  er  side,  And  His  smile  will  be  the  first  to  welcome  me. 
mer  -  cy,  love,  and  grace,  That  prepares  me  for  a  mansion  in  the  sky. 
sing  my  welcome  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Savior  first  of    all. 
min  -  gle  with  de  -  light;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Savior  first  of    all. 


Chorus. 
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I  shall  know      Him,  I  shall  know    Him.  and  redeemed  by  His   side    I  shall  stand. 
I  shall  know  Him, 
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I  shall  know   Him  I  shall  know  Him  By  the  print  of  the  nails  in  His  hand. 
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I  shall  know  Him 
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£be  IDoice  of  OTeepina, 


Come  over  into  Macedonia  and  help  us. 


Acts,  16:9. 

Fannie  Birdsall. 
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I     heard  the  voice    of  weep  -  ing,  The   cry  came  o'er  the 
They're  dying  by     the  thousands,     In     ig   -no-ranceof 

3.  Where  are  the  hands  to  help  them?  Who'll  vol-nn  -  teer  to  • 

4.  I     hear   the  faith  -  ml  work  -era,    Re-spond  -  ing     to  the 
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sea, 
God; 
day, 
call, 
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It     filled  my  heart  with  anguish  To  know  their  mis-er  -  y. 
They  per  -  ish     for     the  mer-cy  Which  comes  thro'  Je-sus'  blood. 
To  leave  their  friends  and  loved  ones,  And  help  this  curse  to  stay? 
The  gos  -  pel   light   to     car  -  ry  All  round  this  sin-cursed  ball. 
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Go   forth,     go  forth  with  weep-ing,  The  gos  -  pel  ti-dings  bear ; 
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ev  -  'ry  land  and   na  -  tion,  His  match-less  love  de  -  clare. 
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Wbo  us  ©n  tbe  Xorfc's  Stt>e? 


Frances  Havergal. 


Lottie  Birdsall. 
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Who  is  on  the  Lord's  side?  Who  will  serve  the  King-?  AVho  will  be  His 
Not  for  weight  of  glo-ry,  Not  for  crown  or  palm,  Phi  -  ter  we  the 
Je-sus,  thou  hast  bought  us,  Not  with  gold  or  gem,  But  with  thine  own 
Fierce  may  be  the  con-flict,  Strong  may  be  the  foe,  But  the  King's  own 
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help   -   ers    Oth  -  er  lives  to  bring?  Who  will  leave  the  world's  side? 
ar     -    my,  Raise  the  warrior-psalm;  But  for  love  that  claim  -  eth 
life   -  blood  For  thy   di   -  a-  dem,  With  thy  bless  -  ing    fill   -    ing 
ar     -    my  None  can    o  -  ver-throw;  Round  His  standard  ranging, 
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Who  will  face  the  foe?  Who  is  on  the  Lord's  side?  Who  for  Him  will  go? 
Lives  for  whom  He  died,  He  whom  Jesus  nameth  Must  be  on  His  side. 
All  who  come  to  thee ;  Thou  hast  made  us  willing,  Thou  hast  made  us  free. 
Vict'ry  is  secure,  For  His  truth  unchanging  Makes  the  triumph  sure.r 
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Where He  leads  I'll  fol  -  low,    fol  -  low 

Where  He  leads  I'll  follow,  yes,     follow  all   the  way;  Whero  He  leads  I'll  fol-low 
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Christ  to-day,  He  will  comfort,  keep  and 

I       will      fol  -  low  Christ   to-day,       He     will  com  -  fort,  k<*sp  ana  guide  me 
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guide  me     All 
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a-long  the  nar-row  way. 

All   a  -  long  the  way,       He  will  keep  and  guide  me  as  I  walk  the  nar-row  way. 
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I    have  heard  my  Savior  calling,      I  have  heard  my  Savior  calling, 
Tho'  He  lead  me  thro'  the  garden,  Tho'  He  lead  me  thro'  the  garden, 
Tho' He  lead  me   to     the  conflict,  Tho' He  lead  me   to     the  conflict, 
He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry,  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glory, 
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Cho.  Where  He  leads  me  I    will  fol-low,  Where  He  leads  me  I  will  follow, 
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I  have  heard  the  Savior  calling,  "Take  thy  cross  and  follow,  follow  me." 
Tho'  He  lead  me  thro'  the  garden,  I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 
Tho'  He  lead  me  to  the  conflict,  I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 
He   will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry,  He  will  keep  me,  keep  me  all  the  way. 
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Where  He  leada  me  I   will  follow,   I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 
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1.  How  raan-y  were  the  years  I  wandered,     Far    from  the      fold 

2.  How  many  times  I  hoard  him  calling,  But  my  heart  was  cold 
8.  Since  then  how  sweet  has  b6en  life's  toiling,  Close  by  his  side 
i.  O     precious  soul  the  Savior's  call-ing,      Why      longer     roam 
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How     man-y  were  the  days  I  squandered, 'Way  on  the  moantainj   cold 

And    oft  -  en  when  the  tears  were  falling,  Heard  I  the  sto  -  ry    told 

He    tells  me  with  his  dear  face  smiling,     1  will  with  thee  a  -  bide 

Earth  can-not    sat  -  is  •  f  y  thy  longing,  Jesus  will  lead  thee  home 
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O  how    the  clouds  so    often  gathered,  Round  my  pathway  dark; 
How  on  the  cross  he  groaned  and  suffered,  For  my  guilt  and  sin; 
Tho'    many  foes   may    gather  round  me.  He     is    with  me    still; 
Kneel  at  the  cross  where  he  bore  thy  sorrow,  He  will  now  for  give; 


And  many  were  the  storms  I  weathered.  Ere  the  sbepherd  hro't  nie  back. 
And  when  to  him  my  heart    I  offered.     Kind     ly  he  took   me  in. 
And  tho'  the  tossing  waves  surround  tne.He  will  say,  "Peace  be  still." 
O,   do  not  say, '"there  s  time  tomorrow, "You   may  no   longer    live. 
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Wan-der-er,       if  you  but  knew  what  glory,    Tills  :.:i.3  heart  cii 
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Plow  gladly  would  you  hear  my  story,   Then   how  at  rnere\'s  shrine. 

mercy's  shrine. 
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Bebolb!    H  Stranger, 


Joseph  Grigg. 


H.  K.  Oliver. 


1.  Behold  !  a  Stranger's  at  the  door;  He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before; 

2.  But  will  He  prove  a  friend  indeed?  He  will,  the  very  Friend  you  need; 

3.  Oh;  lovely  at-ti-tude! — He  stands  With  mo.  ting  heart  and  laden  hands; 

4.  Admit  Him  ere  His  an  -  ger  burn ;  His  feet  depart-ed,  ne'er  return ; 


■&•    -9-  -e-  -&- 


(m)X  '•X  e? — » — 0-Y*> — & — \-Gk — \- 


=t=t 


■f2-  -£?- 


*3£ 


H^- 


1=1 


5r 


Sv 


i^E%±EM 


■f 


Has  waited  long,  is  wait  -  ing   still ;  You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 
The  Man  of  Naz  -  a  -  reth —  'tis   He,     With  garments  dyed  at  Calvary. 
Oh,  matchless  kindness!  and  He  shows  This  matchless  kindness  to  His  foes. 
Admit  Him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand  W,,r,n  at  His  door  denied  you'll  stand. 
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Gbe  Coming  of  Zbc  Xorfc. 
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To  gath     er  at         his  throne,         And 

When  he  should   come        a       gain,     When  at 

It  sure     lv        wont       he     long,        For    the 

To  bear  what      he     might    say;  He 

In  the  sea     and      un    -    der  ground;  When  at 


when  that  time  shall  come    the  saints  shall  lift  their  heads  and  cry; 
midnight's  lone     ly         hour,         Wh  should  hear  that  aw      fnl    cry, 
an      gel    said   he'd    come      a      gain.  The  day     he      went    on  hitrh; 
raised   his  hands    to     bless  them.    As       a       cha      ri  -     ot  swept  by, 
midnight,    start-led      mil  bona,       Will        to     their    windows  fly; 
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For  him  we've  long  been  waiting,    Bnt  his  coming  draweth  nigh. 

Go      out,     ye  saints   to  meet  him,  For  his  coming  draweth  nigh. 

And     Je  -  sus  said,  "keep  watching, For  my  coming  draweth  nigh. 

And    took  him  up       to    heaven,  But  he's  coming  by    and  by. 

To       see    the  world  on      fire,        And  the  Sav-ior  drawing  nigh. 
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For  the   coming    of   tho  Lord,  For  the  coming    of  the  Lord,  For  the 
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coming    <»f  the  Lord  draweth  nigh,  Whentliii  world  shall  be  on  fire,  and  the 
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dead  shall  rise    again.  For  the    coming    of    the  Lord  draweth  nigh. 
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1.   He  lives  to  save     from  ev     -  'ry            sin,  He 

S.   He  lives,  my        Prophet,  Priest  and  King,  He 

8.   He  lives  for         me         to  in     -  ter    -  cede,  He 

4.   He  lives  to  com  -  fort  with  his  grace,  H« 
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lives         to  slay  the  foes  with  -in;  He 

lives,  and  L,  his  praise  shall         sing;  And 

lives,  my  hnn  •    gry  soul  to             feed;  No 

lives  and        I  shall  win  the            race;  This 
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Let  saints  their  loudest  anthems  raise  In  songs  of  ev-er- lasting  praise. 
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1  /  When  out  in  sin,  and  darkness  lost,  Love  found  me;  My  fa  in  ting  soul  was 
'\     I    heard  the  Savior's  words  so  blest,  Love  found  me;  Come  weary,   heav-y 
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tempest  toss' d,  Love  found  me 
la  -  den    rest,     Love  found 
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\Oh,  'twas  love,    love, 
me.  /  Oh,  'twas  love,  'twas     wondrous  Iovp 
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Love  that  moved  the  mighty  God,    Love,  love,  'twas  love  found  me. 
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2.  The  Spiritrous'dme  fronx  my  sleep,  Christ  is  my  advocate  above, 

Love,  etc.  I'm  yoked  to  Him  in  perfect  love, 

Conviction  seiz'd  me  strong  and  deep, 

Although  I  long  withstood  His  grace,  4-  And  when  I  reach  the  gold  pared  street, 
He  wooed  me  to  His  kind  embrace,  Love,  etc. 

I'll  sit  adoring  at  His  feet, 

3.  I'll  praise  Him  while  He  gives  mo  breath,  And  sing  hosanm-is  round  the  throne. 

Love,  etc.  Where  I  shall  know  as  I  am  known. 

For  saying  from  an  endless  death. 

Copyright,  1890.  by  H.  JL.  Gilmour.  by  per. 
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1.  They  tell    me  the  path 

2.  They  say  there  are  heav 
8.  They  tell    me  the  way 


to  heaven  Is  filled  with  many  a 
y  cross es  And  burdens  many  to 
is  threatened  With  clouds  and  many    a 


4.  O,  hearts  that  are  crushed  with  sorrow,  Whose  eyes  with  weeping  are 
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thorn;  That  the  feet  that  will    follow  Je  -  sus,     Will  be    wea  -  ry 
bear;    That  the  way  is  too  straight  and  narrow,  And  the   sun  shines 
storm;    But   I    hide  in  the  "Rock  of    A  -  ges,"     Until       all     with- 
dim;      Weep      not,  for   the    Master  call-eth,  Bring  your  load      of 
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oft  and  torn;  But  they  do      not    hear    the    whis-per  Of    hi» 

seldom  there;  But    around    the  cross  there's  glory,  And  his 

out    is    calm;       If  my    cup      is  sometimes     bit-ter,  Tis   be- 

griefto    him;  For  he  soothes  the  brow   of      sor-row,  And  he 
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voice    so  sweet  and  calm,   And  they  do    not    feel    the  rapture, 
strong  arm  hears  my  load,     And  his    loving  smile     is     sunshine, 
cause  "He  knows"  its  best;      He  but    lets  my    feet  grow  wea  -  ry, 
calms  the    heaving  breast.  And  he  heals  the     broken     hearted. 
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As      I    press     his  wounded  palm. 

And  he  gives    me  naught  but  good. 

That  I     may  have  sweet  -  er  rest. 

And  he  gives    the  wea  -  ry  rest. 
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O,    let       me  walk    with 
O,  come    and  walk    with 
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Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sua, 
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He  has  been 
He  will    be 


a     friend     to 
a     friend     to 


me; 
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For      he 
He      will 
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fills     my  heart  with  gladness,  And  he  saves  and  keep*  ine     free, 
fill     thy  heart  with  gladness,   He  will  save   and  keep  thee     fre«» 
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OTbat  a  fricn 


V. 


1.  What  a  Friend  Ave  have  in  Jesus, 
All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear! 

What  a  privilege  to  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer  ! 

Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 
Oh.  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 

All  because  Ave  do  not  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer  1 

2.  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 
Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 


We  should  never  be  discouraged 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer 

Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful 
Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 

Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

3.  Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? — 
Precious  Savior,  still  our  refuge, — 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 
In  His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee; 

Thou  wilt  rind  a  solace  th«w 


106 


Cast  ftb\>  Breafc. 


Anon.    Oho.  by  F.  B. 


Kan-nib  Birdsall. 
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1.  Cast  thy  bread  upon   the  waters.      Ye  who  have      a  scant   supply; 

2.  Cast  thy  bread  upon   the  waters,  Poor  and  wea  -  ry.worn  with  care; 
8.  Cast  thy  bread  upon    the  waters,     Ye  who  have      a  bund  ant  store, 

4.  Cast  thy  bread  upon    the  waters,     Far  and  wide  your  treasure  sire \v, 

5.  Cast  thy  bread  upon    the  waters.   Waft  it     on    with  praying  breath. 


An-gel  eyes  will  watch  a^bove  it.     You  will  find     it      by    ami  by. 
Often     sit  •  ting   in    the  shadow.  Have  yon  not      a  crmnh  to  spare! 
It  may  float    on  many  a    bil  low,       It  may  strand  on  many  ashore; 

Scatter    it    with    willing  fingers,  Shout  for  joy      to     see      it  go; 
In  some  distant  doubtful  moment,     It  may  save     a  soul  from  death. 
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He  who  in       his  righteous  balance, Doth  each  human      action  weigh, 

Can  von  not      to  those  around  you,  Sing  some  lit  -  tie  song  of  hope? 

You  may  think  it  gone  for  -  ev     er,       But  as    sure    as  God    is    true, 

For    if    you     do    closely  keep  it.        It   will  sure  •  ly  drag  you  down; 

When  you  sleep  in   solemn  si dence, 'Neath  the  morn  and  evuing  dew; 
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Will  yoursao-ri  -  tice    remember,  Will  yonrlov-ing  deeds  re     pay. 
As    you  look  with  longing  vision, Thro'  Faith's  jnighty  tel  ■  es    cope? 

In  this  life    or      in  the    oth  er,       It  will  yet      return      to     you. 

If     you  love  it    more  than  Jesus.       It  will  keep  you  from  your  crown 
Stranger  hands  which  yon  have  strengthened,  May  strew  lilies  over  you 
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Cast  thy  bread  ap-on      the  waters.  Send  it  with      s,  £lad     a-iaen, 
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In  this  life      or     in      the    other,       It  shall  come  to  you     %  •  gain. 
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107        Come  ^e  £bat  Xove  tbe  Xorfc, 

Isaac  Watts.  Arranged. 
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1.  Come       ye  that  love  the    Lord,   And        let  your  joys  be    known; 

2.  Let     those  re-fuse    to    sing     Who     nev  -  er  knew  our    God; 


3.  Then      h->t     our  songs  abound,     And       ev'  -  ry  tear      be     dry; 


Cho. — I'm      glad    sal  -  va- tion's  free,  I'm       glad  sal  -  va  -  tion's  free; 
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Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord,  While  ye  surround  the  throne. 
But  children  of  the  heav'nly  King  May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 
We're  marehiugthro' Iinnjauuel'sground  To  fair-er  worlds  on  high. 
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108  -      H'll  (So  Even?  Step  of  tbe  Wtey. 


Victor  Strange. 
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Evangel. 
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1.  Thro'  God's   ten-der.    mer  -  cy     He  saves  me  from   sin, 

2.  His     guid  -  anee  oft  leads   me   thro'  tri  -  als     se  -  vere, 

3.  Tho'    cross  -  es    be    heav  -  y      and  friends  may  be    few, 

4.  Tho'     out      to  the      O   -   ri  -  ent    Je   -  sus  may  lead, 

5.  Tho' death's  chil-ly     riv  -  er     may  roll     at     my     feet, 
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pur   -   i  -  fies  whol-ly   to-day, He  heals  and  He  keeps  me  and 

which  man-y     flee   in    dis-may, But  Christ  is  my   pi  •  lot,  and 

sor-row  makes  mid-night  of  day, ....  With  all     on  the   al  -  tar  I'm 

preach  to  the    mil-lions  a-stray, I'll   glad-ly   re-spond  to    the 

me      and  the  man-sions  of  day, I'll   glad  -  ly  pass    o  -  ver,  my 


m 


P    f 


W=t 


JfL. 


« 


± 


■v— v- 


u — U 1 


-v—v 


T 


3W 


t±*=* 


corn-forts  with  -  in,    And  guides  ev-ery  step  of 

so     with  -  out  fear,  I'll      go      ev-ery  step  of 

pledged  to  be   true,    I'll      go      ev-ery  step  of 

call     of     my  Lord,  And    go      ev-ery  step  of 

Sa  -  vior   to    greet;  I'll      go      ev-ery  step  of 
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way. 
way. 
way. 
way. 
way. 
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I'll    fol  -  low  the   Sa- vior  to  -  day, I'm  pledged  that  His 

I'll   fol  -  low  to-day ; 
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word   I'll 


I'll    o-bey 


Come  lau  -  rel    or    cross,    come 
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ev'-ry    step    of     the      way. 
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1.  Christ  has  the  ransom  paid,  Cancelled  tliine  ev'ry  sin;  On  Him  thy  load  of 

2.  Je  -  bus,  the  Lord  basris'n,  Empty  the  temb  is  found  ;Naugbt  can  obstruct  tby 
8.  Where  is  thy  vict'ry  grave  Death  where  is  now  thy  sting?  Christ  has  the  cap-tor 
4.  Faithin  theSavior's  blood  Makes  ev'ry  promise  thine;  Thoucaust  be  bid  with 
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Chorus. 
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guilt  was  laid,  Thon  art  bdo- 

way  to  beay'n,  Polish  the  tidings  round.  I  ^       4  g^.        „  ^.^   ehild 

cap  -  tive  mad?,  ftoiv  let  trie  nations  sing.  [ 

Christ  in  God,  Raised  to  a  life  di-vine.J 
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home,  Eur  -  v  thy  sins  and  sorrows  all  In  Je-sus  empty  tomb,  (empty tomb.) 
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Obiter  £ban  Snow* 


K.    BURTOH. 
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I  mourn  o'er  the  years  that  are  wast-ed,  That  might  have  been 

I      cannot  bring  price  or  bring  mer  -  it,  I    am     wholly     nn- 

Oh.  snre-ly  the  fountain    is       flow-ing,  Jts       wa  -  ters   have 

And  soon  'mid  the  hosts  of  the  ransomed,  With  crown  and  with 
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bright  with  his     love, 

done      and     lost; 

cleansed   my      soul; 

harp  of  pure  gold, 


I     mourn  but     I    cannot     re-call  them, 
But  the  Lord     has    purchased  my  ran-som, 
I        list      to  the  voice  of    the  Spir  -  it, 
I    will  sing  of  the  Lord  who  redeemed  me- 
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They  have  gone  with  their  record    a  -  bove. 

Ohl  bit  -  ter     in-deed  was  the    cost; 

"Christ        Je  •  sus  doth  make    thee  wholel 

Of    his     love  that  can    never     be    told. 


Oh,  sayl     is  there 
I  will  bring     to 
Gone  is        tha 
And  loud  and  as 


hope,  is  there  mercy?  Say     where  can     a    guilty  soul  go? 

Je  -  sus  my  bur-den.  And  he    can-  not        say     to  me  "No"; 

sigh  and  the    sorrow,  Gone      is        the         burden  of      woe! 

sweet  as   the    an-gela,  Shall      be      my    re-frain,           I     know — 
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I    will     fly  to  the      o    •  pened  fountain,  That      washes 

For    I    plead  the        blood  a  -    ton  -  ing,  That      wash-es 

And     heav'n  is      a  -  bove,  with  -  in      me,  As  the  blood  makea 

For    I'll    sing  of  the    blood  of       Je  -  sus,    That      washes 
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whiter  than  snow. 

whiter  than  snow.      Whiter  than  snow,  yes,    whit-er     than 

"whiter  than  snow." 

whiter  than  snow. 
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snow!  That  washes    whiter  than   snow,      I     will      fly      to    the 
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pened    fountain,  That  washes       whit-er     than    snow. 
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Constfcer  Ibim. 


Oapt.  Kelso  Oartkk,  by  per. 


FAWWIlt    BrRD8AIJj. 


1.  He  calms  the  strife  of    the    war  -  ring  will,  He  soft-ens    the 

2.  He  hears  my    cry,      he  dri  eth  my  tears,  And  waiting,  I 
8.  He  lifts    the    bur  -  den    I      can     -  not  bear,  Just  when  I  am 
4.  He  stays  the  heart  neath  the  set    ■    ting  sun,  IW  the  shadows 
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hard  -  est  breast; 

find      at  length; 

sink  -  ing  down; 
dark  and      deep; 


He  epeak  -  eth  peace  to     the  trembled 

He    is  bet  ter     to     me  than  all      my 

He  guilds     the  top  of     the  heaviest 

He  lead     -   eth  down  to     the  wa  •  ter's 
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sonl,    And     giv  -  eth  the  wea  -  ry            rest.  He      feeds  the 

fears,  And    strong  er  than  all       my        strength.  He       standeth 

cross,  With  ftie  flashing     light     of    the     crown.  In  the  darkest 

edge,  And     gives  his  be  -  lov     -  ed            sleep.  He     breaks  the 


-m — 


tp 


— e « 9 — h — —? — 


T~% 


^ ' 1 * *-% -9—9-  \-i-±-0—0    Lg — ^— y- 


hungry  «ith  bread  from  h(w'n.  And  then  in  the  thirsty  strife,    He  cImtcs  the 
by  in  i  he  wildest  storm,  WVn  the  waves  would  overwhelm,  The  mighty 
night  he  whispers  low,    Till  hope    and  faith  are  on*.  He  leads  thro'  th« 
bar*  of  the  prison  caKe.And  bear  eth  the  soul  on  his  wing;  The  victory 
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ro<  k     in  the    desert  way,  And      sends       the  wa  -ter    of    lifa 

grasp  of  his    pi  •  lot  hand,  Holds  steady      my  tremb-ling  helm, 

dark    more    safe  and  sure,  Than  a -lone  in      the  cloud  -  less    sun. 

wins  from  the  opened  grave,  And  wresteth  from  .death    his  <=ting. 
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&o  Be  Host  in  tbe  IRigbt. 


A.  F.  Ferris. 
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Oh,       come  to    the    Sav  -  ior.thou  poor,  weary    soul,     Tis 

His      great,  loving  heart  beats  in    pit  -    y      for  thee,      He 

Your    time  now  is    pass  -  ing,     e  -  ter  -    ni  -  ty's  near.    The 

To  be    lost  in    the  night,  in      e  -  ter  -    ni  -  ty's  night,    To 
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sus    invites    thee  to  come;     By  the  pow*r    of    his  blood 


ious-iy  waits  for  thee  now;  Oh, 
hangs  low  o'er  thy  way;  Oh, 
in    de  spair     and  in    woel        But 
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turn  not  a  -  way, 
turn  to  him  now, 
such      is    thy  doom, 
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won  lil  lie  now  make  thee  whole,  And  fit  thee  to  dwell    in    his  home. 
but  his  bleeding  hands  see,  They'll  smooth  the  dark  clouds  from  thy  brow. 

the  glad  gospel  word  hear,     Oh,    hasten  while  yet  there  is  day. 

if  thou  turn  from  the  light,     Re  -  fus  -  ing  his  mer  -  cy    to    know. 


rc-~ 


*=£= 


r — v — E 

owned  by  T^.  H.  Nelson. 


fe^^ 


S 


113. 


flfr£  Sacrifice, 


T.  H.  Nelson 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 


1.  Through  love  for  me,  Christ  left   His  throne,  And  stepped  from  heaven  to 

2.  'T  was  bound-less  love  that  sought  my  soul,  When  paths  of    sin        I 

3.  From    South-era  cross  to     Po  -  lar  star,  And    on  through  boundless 
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earth  And  in      a    man-ger  all     un-known,  Ap-peared  in  hum-ble 

trod;  '.Twas  love  di-  vine  that  made  me  whole,  When  liv-ihg  far  from 

space,  Ye     be  -  ings  bright  in  worlds  a-far,  0,    mag-ni-fy   His 
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birth  ;  The  bloody  sweat  the  crown  of  thorns,  The  cross,  the  stranger's 
God;  O,  help  me  sound  His  glories  forth,  Ye  Mood-washed  pil-gri  ins 
grace ;     Ye  ransomed  spir-its  round  the  throne,  Strike  all  your  harps  of 
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grave,  Are  scenes  where  matchless  love  was  shown,  My  helpless  soul  to  save, 
tell,  The  won-drous  bliss,  the  match -less  worth,  That  in  our  Christ  doth  dwell, 
gold,     And  sing  in  strains  to  seraphs  known,  Of  lovethatcan'tbetold. 
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Then  mag- nf-  fy    theSa   -   vior,  For  His  gra  -  ciou's  fa    -    vor; 
His  matchless  name,  lovethesame 
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the  earth  abroad,  That. Je    -    sua 

Jesus  conies  to 
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3oy  to  tbe  TOorlt). 
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1.    Joy    to  the  world!  The  Lord  has  come;  Let  earth  re- ceive  her  King; 
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j  Let      ev'       ry       heart  „\ 
(pre  -  pare     Him    room,  / 


A.nd  heaven  and  na  -  tare  sing,      And 
0 -0  0-0- 


heaven  and  nature  sing,  And  heaven,  And    heaven  .  and  na-turesing. 


sing,        And  he:iven  and  nature  sing. 

2.  Joy  to  the  world  !  the  Savior  reigns;  3.  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and 

Let  men  their  songs  employ,  grace, 

While  fields  and  Hoods,  rocks,  hills  and       And  makes  the  nations  prove 

plains,  The  glories  of  His  righteousness, 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy.  And  wonders  of  His  love. 


L.  Fbisbie.  By  per. 


No  mortal  eye  that  land  hath  seen,  Beyond, beyond  the  river,  Its  smiling 
That  glorious  day  will  ne'er  be  done  Bevond.beyondihe  river,  "When  we'velhe 
When  shall  we  look  from  Zion  s  hill  Beyond.beyond  the  river, With  endless 
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val  -  leys,  hills  so  green,  Beyond,  beyond  the  river,  Its  shores  are  coming 
crown  and  kingdom  won,  Beyond,  beyond  the  river,  There  is  e  -  ter  -  nal 
bliss  our  hearts  shall  thrill,  Beyond,  beyond  the  river,  There  angel:-  bright  are 
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near-er,  The  skies  are  growing  clearer,  Each  day  it  seemeth  dearer.  That 
pleasure  And  joys  that  none  can  meas-ure,  For  those  who  have  their  treasure,  In  the 
winging, Where  golden  harps  are  ringing,We  ne'er  shall  cease  our  singing,  In  the 
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and  beyond  the  river.  We'll  stand  tbe  storm,  we'll  stand  the  storm.  Its  rage  will  soon  I 
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o-ver,  There's  perfect  peace,  eternal  rest,  In  the  land  beyond  the  river. 
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1.  When  are  you  coming    to  Je  -  bus?  When  will  yon  turn  from 

2.  "Time enough  yet,"'are  you  say  -  ing?"Sornetiine  I'll  yield,  not 
8.  View  all  your  prospects  of  glo  -  ry,     Bo't  with  the  blood  of 
4  Will  you  thenhes-  i  -  tate  Ion  -  ger?  'Mid    this  as  sem-blage 
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sin? 

night?" 
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death? 
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Time  more  con- ven-ient  ne'er  com-eth,  Why  not  this 
Pro  -  eras  -  ti  -  nation  brings  ru  -  in,  Smites  brightest 
Take  them  this  hour  by  de  cid  •  ing,  Join  in  the 
Flee    to      the  stronghold  of  safe  -  ty,  Death,  hell   and 
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a  blight.     Now  yon're  de-cid  -   ing,  now  you're  d« 

or's  psalm, 

out  •  breath. 
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cid  -  ing,  Yes,   you're  de  -  cid  -  ing  to  -  night;     Near    is     the 
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Lord  in  th9  vale  of  de-cis-ion,    Shall  it     be  darkness  or    light? 
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Down  in    the    valley      a-mong    the  sweet  grasses,  Walks  luy  Be- 

Knowst  thou  I  seek  thee?  oh,  haste  to   dis-cov  •  er     Where  is  the 

Now     I    approach  thee,   oh,    fair  est    Redeemer,    Lured  by  thy 

Gen-tler    thy  voice  than  the  whisper    of     angels.      Brighter  thy 
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lov  •  ed, 

his     foot-prints  I    see;     Haste  I      to       fol  -  low  thee, 

place   of 

thy    fragrant  re-treat — Where  thou  dost  rest  with  thy 

beauty 

to    dwell  in    thy  love;  Hide  not  thy    face    from  the 

smile  than  the      sun    in  the   sky;     Gather     me     ten  -  der  -  ly, 
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Sav  -  ior     and     lov  -  er,  How     the   winds  whis  -  per 

flocks    at      the    noon-tide,  Shel  -  tered  near     fountains 

heart  that      a  •  dores  thee,  Hast    thou    not    sought  me 

close     to        thy    bo  •  som.  Faint  with    thy      love  -    ii 
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dear  voice  to  me,  How  the  winds  whisper  thy  dear  voice  to  me. 
searched  by  the  heat,  Sheltered  by  fountainsunsearehed  by  the  heat. 
called  me  thy  dove,  Hast  thou^not  sought  me  and  called  uie   thy  dove. 

there   let  me  die.  Faint  with  thy  love-li-ness  there   let     me    die. 
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by  T.  H.  Nelson.    Words  from  Songs  of  Joy  aod  Glad 
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ness.     By  per. 
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James  L.  Black. 
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1.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  le  -  lu 

2.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  ]e  -  lu 

3.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  le  -  lu 

4.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  le  -  lu 


jah  !  And  our  faith  enraptured  sings, 
jah  !  For  the  Lord  himself  comes  near, 
jah  !  For  the  tempter  flieaa-pace, 
jah  !  And  our  hearts  heat  high  with  praise, 
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While  we  throw  to  the  breeze  thestandard  Of     the  mighty  King  of  kings. 
And    theshoutof     a  roy-al    ar  -  my  On  the  bat -tie-held  we  hear. 
And    the  chains  he  has  forged  are  breaking.  Thro'  the  pow'r  of  redeeming  grace. 
Un  -    to  Him,  in  whose  name  we'll  conquer,  And  our  song  of  triumph  raise. 
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Chorus. 


On  the  vict'ry  side,  on  the  victory  side,  In  the  ranks  of  our  Lord  are  we; 
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On  the  vict'ry  side  we  will  boldly  stand,  Till  the  glo-ry  land  we  see. 
-0-  o.    -0-'  -0-   -0-     ^     t-     -     ~       !       | 


-|t 0 0-L. 


1 — h 


R 


-v— ?- 


Copyrlght,  1891,  by  Jno.  R.  Sweney,  by  per. 
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wmy  jror  some. 


Viviaw  A-  Dakb. 


Fannie  Birdsall. 
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On 
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ly  for  souls    my    life's  work  shall  be,     On  -  ly 

ly  for  souls  while  the  tear  drops  start,  On  •  ly 

ly  for  souls  with  zeal    eat  -  en      up,     On  -  ly 

ly  for  souls,  -be  it      far          or    near,    On  -  ly 


On  -    ly    for  souls,  tho'  the  conflict  be    long,    On  -  ly 
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gonls,  till       death  shall   set    free; 

souls,  tho' with    ach       -      ing  heart; 

souls,  Geth    -    sem  -  a  -  ne's    cup; 

eouls,  the            summons  we'll  hear;    From  the  heat  of      the 

souls,  'gainst  an     en  -  em  ■    y  strong;         Vic  -  to  -  rious    the 


We'll  strive  as  those 
Go,  friendships  and 
My  heart,  thou  the 
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run    -     ning        af  -  ter  earth's  goals; 
pleasures,  your        death  -   knell    tolls; 

al  -  tar  where      burneth    live    coals; 
trop  -  ics      to      earth's  stead-y       poles; 

is  -    sue,  our       God    all    con  -   trols; 
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On  -  ly  for  souls, 

On  -  ly  for  souls, 

On  -  ly  for  souls, 

On  -  ly  for  souls, 

On  -  ly  for  souls. 
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On  -  ly        for    souls.        Souls    all        ex  -  posed 
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sin's  dark  blight,  Souls  all      ex  posed 


tor  -  sal 


± 


rTTt 


i 


fcr 


£ 


^— J*- 


±& 


-fee- 


T 
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Satisfied 


A.  All  my  life  long  I  had  panted 
For  a  draught  from  some  cool  spring 

That  I  hoped  would  quench  the  burn- 
ing 
Of  the  thirst  i  felt  within. 

Chorus. 

Hallelujah  !  I  have  found  it— 
What  my  soul  so  long  has  craved ! 

Jesus  satisfies  my  longings ; 
Through  his  blood  I  now  am  saved. 
5 


2  Feeding  on  the  husks  around  me, 
Till  my  strength  was  almost  gone; 

Longed  my  soul  for  something  better 
Only  still  to  hunger  on. 

3  Poor  I  was  and  sought  for  riches, 
Something  that  would  satisfy; 

But  the  dust  I  gathered  round  me 
Only  mocked  my  soul's  sad  cry. 

4  "Well  of  water  ever  springing — 
Bread  of  life  so  rich  and  free — 

Untold  wealth  that  never  faileth— 
My  Redeemer  is  to  me. 

Clara  Tear, 
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precious  3em 


Heniuetta  Blair. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPAtftteiC. 


1.  I  have  learned  the  sweetest  song,  Ever  breathed  hy  mortal  tongue;  Ami  inV 

2.  Tlio' the  storms  of   sorrow  tall,   While  his  mercy  I    re-call;    I     can 

3.  When  I   reach  the  glo  -  ry  land,  And  hefore  his  throne  I  stand  ;  I    will 
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heart  has  sung  it  long,  Precious  Jesus!  O,  thewell  of  joy  that  springs,  And  the 

I  sing  a  -  hove  them  all,  Precious  Jesus!  In  the  deepest  shades  of  night,  Still  my 

sing  with  harp  in  hand,  Precious  Jesus!  When  his  face  I  there  shall  see, And  hia 
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constant  peace  it  brings;While  my  heart  with  rapture  sings, Precious  Je-sus!  Precious 
soul   is  full   of   light;  With  his  presence  all  is  bright,  Precious  Je-sus!  Precious 
welcome  smile  tome;  Still  my  sweetest  song  will  be, Precious  Je-sus!  Precious 
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Je-sus, Precious  Je-sus!  How  my  heart  with  rapture  sings,  Precious  Jesus! 
Je-sus,  Precious  Je-sus!  With  his  presence  all  is  bright,  Precious  Jesus! 
Je-sus, Precious  Je-sus!  Still  my  sweetest  song  shall  be, Precious  Jesus ! 
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Hnpwbcre  Mitb  3^0110. 


Jessie  H.  Brown. 


D.  B.  Towner. 


1.  A-ny-where  with  Je-sus  1 

2.  A-ny-where  with  Je-sus  1 

3.  A-ny-where  with  Je-sus  I 
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can  safe 
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can  so 
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g'O,         A-ny-where  He 
lone,      Other  friends  may 
sleep,  When  the  dark'ning 
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lends  me  in  this  world  be  -  low;  A-ny-where  without  Him,  dearest 
fail  me,  He  is  still  my  own;  Tho'  His  hand  may  lead  me  o  -  ver 
shadows  round  a-bout  me  creep;  Knowing   I   shall  wak- en  nev  -  er 
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joys  would  fade,     A-ny-where  with  Je-sus  I     am    not   a   - 
drear-est     ways,   A-ny-where  with  Je-sus  is    a       house  of     praise, 
more  to       roam,   A-ny-where  with  Je-sus  will  be  home,  sweet  home. 
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Chorus. 
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A   -   ny-where  with  Je 
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Thomas  H.  Nelson. 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 


1.  The  sun  that  rose on    east-ern  plains, 

2.  Shall  we   who  see the  light  of  God, 

3.  From  frost    and  snow of  Norway's  hills, 
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1.  The  sun  that  rose       on  east-ern     plains, 

2.  Shall  we  who  see       the  light    of       God, 

Nor-wav's  hills, 


From  frost  and  snows  of 
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west  -  ern  na-tions  light,  For  hours  af  ter  eastern 
glo  -  ry's  unveiled  face,  Not  throw  to  east  -  ern  nations 
crim  -  son  mid-night  sun,  To  fevered  fields of  Af  -  ri  - 
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For  hours  af  -  ter 
Not  throw  to  east-ern 
To    fevered  fields      of 
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back, 
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Are     wrapp'd    in      dark 
The        light     they  gave  to 
The        work      is     moving 


est  night ;  So  rose     the 
us?     Yes,  light  from 
on;     The  vine  -  clad 
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east-ern  climes 
na-tions  back. 


Sun  of  righteousness,  By  o  -  ri  -  en  -  tals  seen,  But  now  in 
heav'n  is  bursting  forth,  This  night  of  sin  shall  break  ;  Sal-va-tion 
hills     of  Ger-ma-ny     Are  tak-ing  up     the  strain,  Which  lifts  the 


Bt  Evening  Gime-=(Ionclufceb. 


est  night  they  lie, 

the  tread-mill  round 

of     ag  -  es     past, 


While  we    en  -  joy     his 

Of      east- ern  church  of    state. 
And  light     appears      a    -   gain. 
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4.  The  swarthy  sons  of  India 

Shall  soon  His  praises  sing, 
Arid  bring  the  Ganges  worshipers 

To  Christ,  the  Lord  and  King. 
Australia's  devil  worshippers 

At  peace  with  God  shall  be, 
For  light  must  break  on  every  land 

And  island  of  the  sea. 
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Ye  favored  nations  of  the  west, 
On  whom  this  light  now  shines, 

Come,  help  us  to  reflect  the  flame 
To  darkened  eastern  climes; 

Send  on  the  finest  of  your  flocks, 
The  child  that  sweetest  sings, 

And  ye,  who  have  no  child,  send  gold 

.     For  missionary  wings. 
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Christ  fox  Gbe  Worlfc. 

Emlice  Giardini. 
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1.  "Christ  for  the  world,"  we  sing;  The  world  to 

2.  "Christ  for  the  world,"  we  sing;  The  world  to 
4.  "Christ  for  the  world,"  we  sing;  The  world  to 
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Christ 
Christ 
Christ 
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we  bring 
we  bring 
we    bring 


With  love  and  zeal ;      The  poor,  and  them  that  mourn,  The  faint  and 
With  fervent  prayer ;     The  way  ward  and    the  lost,     By    rest -less 
With  joy  -  ful  song;      The  newborn  souls,  whose  days,  Reclaimed  from 
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o     -     ver-borne,  Sin-sick  and  sor-row-worn,  Whom  Christ  doth  heal, 
pas  -  siontoss'd,  Redeemed  at  countless  cost,  From  dark  de  -  s])air. 
er  -  ror's  ways,  Inspired  with  hope  and  praise,  To  Christ  be  -  long. 
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Cborus  of  praise. 


For  of  Him  and  through  Him  and  to  Him  are  all  things.    Rom.  SI:  36. 

Vivian  A.  Dake.  Flora  Birdsall  Nelson*. 


1.  For       of       Him    are 

2.  And  through  Him  are 

3.  And       to       Him  are 
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all  things    The  Lord    of       the     sky; 

all  things.    He  holds    in       His    hands. 

all  tilings,    His  glo  -  ry     they     sing, 
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He    rides     on  a       cher  -  ub,       He       rul  -  eth      on        hign. 

The  worlds  He's    ere    -    a    -    ted,     And       by    nim     they     stand; 
Both     now    and        for   -   e   -   ver,    Their    Al-migh  -  ty       King; 
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By      Him     was       ere    -    a    -    ted,     All  tilings  that      ex    -    ist. 

The    least  grain      of      sand,       Or    the    might  -  i   -  est    sphere, 

While    all    things     ere    -    a    -    ted,       A     loud  cho  -  rus    raise, 
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And      by     Him      they     now     And  shall     ev   -  er      con   -   sist. 
In       His  smile        re  -    main.      In      His    wrath  dis  -   au   -   real". 
And  the    u    -    ni   •    verse    ech    -  oes    The     notes     of     His    praise. 
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Chorus 


Let    the  mor  »  ning  stars  sing.    Let  the     loud    an  -  thems  ring, 
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Let       all       that    hath    breath  catch  the        word, 


Let    the     worlds   join  the    song,    Let  ere  -  a  -  tion's  vast  thronj 
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Swell  the       an  -    thems  of    praise   to      the 


Lord. 
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know  that  the  light  of  His  presence 
With  me  doth  continually  dwell. 
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1  Redeemed,  how  I  love  to  proclaim  it, 
Redeemed  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

Redeemed  thro'  His  infinite  mercy, 
His  child  and  forever  I  am. 

Ref. — Redeemed,  redeemed, 
Redeemed  by  the  blood  of  theLamb, 

Redeemed,  redeemed, 
His  child  and  forever  I  am. 

2  Redeemed,  and  so  happy  in  Jesus, 
No  language  my  rapture  can  tell, 

By  per.  Wm.  J,  Klrkpatrlck. 


3  I  think  of  my  blessed  Redeemer, 
I  think  of  Him  all  the  day  long, 

I  sing,  for  I  cannot  be  silent, 
His  love  is  the  theme  of  my  song. 

3  I  know  there's  a  crown  that  is  wait- 
ing 

In  yonder  bright  mansion  for  me, 
And  soon,  with  the  spirits  made  perfect, 

At  home  with  the  Lord  I  shall  be. 
From  "Finest  of  the  Wheat." 
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\Dalfant  Ibearteb  &olbier$< 


Vivian  A.  Dake. 


Fannie  Birdsall. 
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O,     val  -  iant  hearted  soldiers 
God  called  and  Spirit-burdened, 
No   time   for  lam-  en-ta-tion, 
Ten  thousand  sit    in  darkness, 
This,  this  your  mission,  workers, 
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Of    all     our  faithful  bands,  God 
For  ser- vice  ev- ery- where,  In 
Nor  for  the  funeral  tread;    Let 
Ten  thousand  stretch  their  hands,  Ten 
To   ev-eryland  and  tongue;  Go, 
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calls  to  great -er  la  -  bors 
dark  and  dis-tant  countries, 
those  who  dwell  in  darkness, 
thousand  cry  in  an-guish, 
go  pro-claim  the  sto  -  ry. 
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A  -  like    on  sea   and  land; 
In     line  for  ser -vice  there;  E'en 
Dead  souls  watch  o'er  their  dead;  The 
O   come  and  save  our  land!"  Hast 
E'en  as  your  Lord  has  done!  "Fare 
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vain     He  shall  not  sum-mon, 
life     most  free  -  ly   giv  -  en, 
Mas  -  ter  calls  thee,  has  -ten, 
en,       ye  sol-diers,  blood-washed 
well"    cry  as   you  hast  -  en, 
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Read  -  y      to    die     or   live,   "Send 
To      res-cue  men  from  death  ;  And 
Wher-e'er  you  hear  his  voice;  () 
And  called  of   God    to    go,      Hast- 
To  home,  and  ease,  and  friends;  Then 
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me,''    we  an  -  swer  glad-ly, 
cry  -  ing,  "  Je  -  sus    on  -  ly," 
let      not  self    or    Sa  -  tan, 
en       on  wings  of  morn-ing, 
for-ward,  out-ward,  ev  -  er, 
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Our     all       we   free   -   ly    give. 
Till   life's      su-prem  -  est  breath. 
But    Je   -   eus.  guide  your  choice. 
That   all,  your  Lord  may  know. 
Till     life    and     toil  shall    end. 
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Then  out,    a-way  and  on-ward,    To   dark.- est   hea-t hen  lands, 


To  take  this  world  for  Je-sus;    Press  on, 


val  -  iant  bands. 


Zhy  Mill  be  Done. 

Funeral  Hymn. 
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-i     /    .Je-sus,  while  our  hearts  are  bleeding,  0"er  the  spoils  that  death  hath  won; 
^  We  would  at  this  solemn  meeting,  Calmly  say,  ."Thy  (omit.) 
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will  be  done.' 


Thy    will  be    done,  Thy 

Thy  will  be  done, 


will  be   clone, 

Thy  will  be  done, 
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I 
Thou  didst  give  and  thou  hast  taken;  Blessed  Lord,  thy  will  be  done. 

o     in  n  ri 
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2.  Tho' today  we're  filled  with  mourning,  3.  By  thy  hands  the  boon  was  giv  n, ; 

Mercy  still  is  on  the  throne;  Thou  hast  taken  but  thine  own ; 

With  thy  smiles  of  love  returning,  Lord  of  earth,  and  ffod  of  heaven, 

Wtf  can  ti.  p    tliv  will  be  done.''  Evermore,  thy  will  be  done. 
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doming  Back  again* 


Arranged  for  this  work. 


1.  How   sweet   are  the  tidings  that  greet  the  pilgrim's  ear,  As   he 

2.  The      mos  -  sy  old  graves  where  the  pil    -    grims   slept,    AVill  be 
H.  Then  we'll  meet  all  the  loved    ones     in  that  E  -  den  home,  Sweet 

4.      Our      bless  -  ed  Re-deem  -  er   is      com   -   ing    a -gain,  And  we'll 
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wan  -  ders  an  ex  -  ile  from  home;    Soon,   soon  shall  the  King  in  His 
o    -  pened  as  wide    as    be- fore;    And  the  mill-ions  that  sleep  in  the 
songs    of  re-demp-tion  we'll  sing;  From  the  north,  from  the  south,  all  the 
meet  Him  sre  long   in  the    air.        O,  be  faith  -  ful,  be  hope-ful,  be 


Chorus. 
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glo-ry  ap-penr,  and  soon  will  the  king-dom  come.  ~) 

might  -  v  deep,  Shall  live  on  this  earth  once  more.  L  . 

ransom-'d  shall  come  To  worshiper  heavenly  King.  J  ««"  coming,  coming, 

jov-ful  till  then,  And  a  crown  of  bright  glo-ry  we'll  wear.  J 
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com-ing  soon,  I  know,  Coming  back  to  this  earth  a  -  gain,    And  the 
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wea  -  ry  pilgrim  will  to  glory  go  When  the  Sa-vior  comes  to  reign. 
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BlRDSALL. 


-.    f  Shine  with-in  me,   Ho  -  ly  Spir- it,  While  be-fore  thy  cross  I    bow; 

\  From  each  taint  of  sin  with-in  me,    Je-sus  Sa  -  (umit) 
,-,    /  Lo,  mine  eyes  have  seen  thy  glo-ry,  And  the  light  re- veals  to    me 
J'  \  Hid-den  depths  of  sin  and  weak-ness,  And  I  long  (omit) 

I    3       S        !  I  3  3        .    m 


Chorus. 
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vior,  cleanse  me  now 
to     be   like  thee. 


Cleanse  me  now,  deanse  me  now,  While  before  thy  cross  I  bow; 

Cleanse  me  now,  cleanse  me  now, 


L/  U I  y  £     '     v   ^    ^ 


J^I^ee! 


Let  thy  blood  from  Calvary  flowing,  Cleanse  and  fill    and  thrill  me  now. 
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.'}.  I  will  press  my  claim  before  thee, 

N  'ver  will  I  let  Thee  go 
Tul  Thy  precious  blood  atoning 
Cleanses  whiter  than  the  snow. 

5.  Now  the  blood  of  Christ  atoning, 
With  the  sacred  fire  divine, 
Cleanses,  fills  and  thrills  my  being, 
I  am  His  end  He  is  mine. 
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4.  Fainting  yet  I  grasp  the  promise* 


Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied ; 
Crucified  with  Christ  my  Savior, 
I  shall  in  His  love  abide. 
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a  Xtttle  Honaer. 


Fimni  L.  Towmi.et. 


Cahwii  Hirmall. 


1.  Traveler,  tho'      thy     feet 

2.  Tho'  thy  heart  is  ach 
8.  Step  by  step  climb  high 
4,     Glo  -  ry    in        the      bud 


are  worn 
ing  sure, 

-  er  still, 
set    land. 
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Climb 
B*-ar 

Climb 
Waits 


lit 
lit 

lit 
lit 


tie  Ion  -  ger! 
tie  Ion  -  gerl 
tie  Ion  -  gerl 
tie  Ion  -  gerl 
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Tho' with  thorns  thy  hands  are  torn.    Cling     a      lit     tie  longer!  Thsn*  ihall 
Stands  an-oth  -    er  cross    be-fore,       Lift      a      lit  •  tie  longer!  No  more 
At    the  top    thy  heart  shall  thrill,  Hope    a      lit  -  tie  longer!  On    thy 
Till  the  loved  shall  clasp  thy  hand,  With  a  love  grown  stronger ;  Fri«idi  an 
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change  to  waving  palms.  Tempests  cease  in  heav'nly  calms.  Joy  shall  banish 
heart-ache,  no  more  pain.    In    the  land  thou  yet  shall  gain,  Only  faithful- 
brow  shall  shine  a  gem.  Spark  ling  in  life's  di  -   a    dein,   In  the  new  Je- 
beckoning  f  roin  the  skies,  Urging  on      the  soul  that  tries,  Still  to  reach  heam'i 
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thine  a  -  larms, 
ly    re  -  main, 
rn  -  sa  -  km, 
par  -  a  -  dise. 


Wait  a 

True  a 

On     a 

On!   a 


lit  -  tie  longer! 
lit  -  tie  longer! 
lit  -  tie  longer! 
lit  -  tie  longer! 


Aa      I  walk  the  way  uo 
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ter  ror    can  alarm.    For    he  holds  me  with  hia     eT-er  -  lasting  arms. 
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£be  Barren  f\Q  Gree. 


VfVlAH    A.    Da  KB. 


Evangel. 


Lo!  these  years  1     cmne    ex-peeting.  Fruit  to  find 
At  in v  last  year's    vis  •    i  -  ta  tion.Was  the  ax 
It      is    but        a  graceless  slnmb'rer.  Bearing  on  - 
Fruitless  one,       a      las,     pro- fess-ing,  That  you  are 


*— ^ 


on    this  fair  tree; 
laid    at     its    root; 
ly  worthless  leavee. 
a   child  of     God; ' 


1 — r 
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But     its  mis  -  sion  long  neglecting,  Naught  but  leaves.a  •  las!     I      see. 
Mer -cy's  year    of    ex  -  pec  -  ta  •  tion,  Hatb,  a-lasl  produced  no    fruit 
Cut      it  down,  the  bar     ren  enmb'rer.  Making  room  for  fruitful  trees. 
This  your  fate,     no  grace  possess  -ing.  Soon  will  cometh'  avenging  rod. 
-»-  •    -0-  ■*-      p     <s>- 
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Cnt  it  down,  cut  it  down.  Cut  the  barren      fbj  tree  down. 

Cut  it  down,  cut  it  down, 
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Rev.  J.  M.  Driver, 
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1.  Won-der-ful     sto  -  ry     of     love:    Tell  it  to  me     a-gain.-,  Wonderful 

2.  Won-der-ful     sto  -  ry     of    love :  Tho' you  are  far    a-wny ;  Wonderful 

3.  Won-der-ful     sto  -  ry      of     love:    Je-sus  provides  a  rest;   Wonderful 


sto-ry  of  love:  Wake  the  im-mortal  strain !  Angels  with  rapture  an- 
sto-vy  of  love:  Still  he  doth  call  to  -  day  ;  ('ailing  from  Cal-va-ry's 
sto-ry    of   love:  For  all  the  pure  and  blest;  Rest  in  those  mansions  a- 
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nounce  it,  Shepherds  with  wonder  receive  it;  Sinner,  oh  !  won't  you  believe  it? 

mountain,  Down  from  the  crystal  bright  fountain,     E'en  from  the  dawn  of  creation, 
bove  us,  With  those  who've  gone  on  before  us,  Singing  the  rapturous  chorus, 
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Wonderful  sto-ry  of    love. 
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Won     -     der    '    -        ful 
Wonderful  story  of  love; 


Won  - 
Wonderful 
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der        -        ful ! 
sto-ry    of   love: 


Won    -    der        -       ful ! 
Wonderful  storv  of  love: 


Wonderful  story  of  love  I 
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Submission* 


A'ictok  Strange. 


Flora  Btrtjsatj.  Nflsow. 


1.  We  weep  o'er  the  graveof  our  cherished  hopes.  And  kiss  the  descending  rod; 

2.  With  hearts  assaWied  as  our  plans  are  sjioiled.  We  bow  *t  thy  glorious  feet; 
8.  We     see    the  defeat  of  our  dearest  plans,  And  yet  we  refuse  to  mourn: 
4.    In     humble  submission  to  all  thy  will,  We  yield  to  thy  glorious  »waj; 


VTTftTt 


Omrinced  that  in  mercy  this  strftke  was  planar'd.Todraw  ns  more  close  to  God; 
And  pray  that  the  blight  of  onr  fondest  droama,  May  fully  thy  plans  complete; 
Though  over  the  wreck  of  our  fondest  dreams, Onr  (warts  are  bill!  pierced  and  torn; 
That  justice  and  mercy  have  marirdour  path,  We  grate- fully  own  to  day; 


r^rrfN^ 
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And  steep  tho'  the  hills  of  affliction  rise.  We  still  will  the  thorn-path  plod, 
Thy  mercy  most  kind  in  its  bwriest  stroke.  We  ever  more  hope  to  greet. 
For  thou  in  thy  wisdom  bast  crashed  the  plant,  Which  could  but  produce  a  thorn, 
Assured  that  the  hand  that  ha*  led  thus  far,  Will  pi-lot    us  all    the    way, 


And  steep  tho'  the  hills  of  af  flict  ion  rise.  We  still  will  the  lh»rn  path  plod. 
Thy    mer  cy  most  kind  in  its  heaviest  stroke,  We  evermore  hop**  to  gi*»et. 

For  thou  in  thy  wisdom  nasi crushed  the  plant.  Whirh  could  but  pr«-dure  a  thorn. 
Assured  that  the  hind  thai  h*>    led    thus  tar.  Will   pi       lot    uw  all  the  way. 
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fll>£  Belovefc. 


AWOIl. 


Vanntb  Birdsalu 


1.  /  rt     thou      com  -  ing,  my         Be  -  lov  -  ed,  Art    thou 

2.  We      art        wait  -  ing,  we         are     watching,  For      the 
t.  The    hope      that  makes  the         wil  -  der -ness                To 
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coming 

coming 

bloB-som 
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once         a  -  gain?      Not       a    man      of      tears    and 
of  his    feet;      With     our  hearts    a  -  flame  with 

as         the    rose;  The       hope    that  makes    the 


Borrows,      But        a     King      of    Kings    to    reign;     And     to 
glo  -  ry,      Wait  -  in«    at         the    mer  -   cy    seat;      And    tho' 
dee  -  0     -  late      se  -  cure   -   ly       to         re  -  pose;  The 
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rule      in    re  -  gal     splendor,  Where  such  sorrow  pierced  thy  heart, 
winds  and  wares  chasti8e      us,   While  on    life's    tern  pes-tuons  sea; 
hope  to  see  thee     aa      thou   art.        And       lean     up   -  on     thy  breast; 
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Can  it  be       thou    best      Be    -    lor  ■    ed,      Com  -  ing 

We      would       sure  -    ly       sink     and     per  -    ieh,      But      for 
Has  over  -  come    my      soul       to  -  day,         With 
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CHORUS. 
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never  to  de-part? 
hope  of  meet-ing  thee, 
deep  un  -  fathomed  rest. 


1/     V 
We  are  wait-ing, 

We  are  waiting, 


we  art 
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watch  ing, 

we    are  watching 


We      are         waiting,      we     are 
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£bere'0  fIDucb  we  can  Do. 


Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth. 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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1.  There's  much  we  can  do    if     we  work  v\ith  a  will.     No  time  to     be 

2.  So     much     we    can    do    in    the  sowing     of  seed,  Some  fit-Ids  are  yet 

3.  So     much     we    can    do    in    the  ieap-nig  of  win  at,  S  me  field*  for  the 
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wast-ed  to  -  day;  The  Mas-tor  is  read-  y  our  la-bnrs,  to  bler-s, 
bar  -  ren  and  waste;  The  foe  will  be  bus  -  y  in  spreading  the  tares, 
bar- vest  are  white;  So  much  may  be  lost  when  the  liar-vest  is    past. 
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And  wa-ges    he    of-fers     to     pay. 
Then  go,  and   be  working  with  haste. 
If      left      to    the  mil-dew  and  blight. 


No  time  to  be  wast-ed,  for 
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ma-ny  the  fields,  And  lab'rers,  as     ev  -  er,    are    few; 

as     ev  -er,  are  few 
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way  to  the  work  that  is  needing  a  hand  !  So  mw/i/O  so  wm/cTi  we  can  fl 
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Cbe  Sona  of  ilbe  Soul. 

"He  hath  put  ;i  new  song  in  my  month  " — BlBi.E 


Victoria. 


1.  Had      I       a  voice  for  sing-ing,  Ami  a  wealth  of  words  possessed; 

2.  Now  its  presence  stifls  the  hurry,    And  restrains  the   risriiig  si^h; 
8.       No        oth  er  song  could  win  me,  From  the  rupture  and  control; 
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There's  a  sonir  with  in    me  rintj  inn   That  can   never     he  expressed. 
How  it    keeps  the  soul  from  worry.  When  th*  shadows  on      it      lie. 
Of     the     music  from  within     me.  Which  is  sweeter    to     my    soul. 
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O,  strains  of  richest  sweetness.  Thy  hallowed  notes  prolong,      Ii 
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part  thine  own  completeness.     And         make       my     life     a    song. 
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(trown  Ibim. 


L.  M.  Lati 


Favnib  Birdsaljl. 
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1.  They  hushed  their  breath  that  noble  band,  To  catch  the  last  fare-well, 

2.  "All  hail  thepow'rof  Je  -  bus' name/' And  clear  as  bugle  call, 
t.  A  bat  -  tie  hymn  that  song  sped  on,  The  world  for  Christ  the  call, 
4.  The  Southern  Cross  bo- grins     to     bend    The  morning  da wnast  last; 
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Th8  dear  home  shore  re-ceding    fast    With  «v  -  'ry      o  -  cean  swell. 

The  words  came  floating  on     the  air,       "O  crown  him  Lord  of  all." 

For    ev  -  'ry      ia  -  land   of     the  sea   Shall  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

I-dol  and  shrine  and  mosque  and  tow'r  At    Je  -  bus'  feet    are  cast 
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A-bove    the    city's  noise     and  din,      A  song  rose  on      the      air. 
They  caught  the  spir-it    of    that  hymn,  Danger  and  death  looked  small 

On  Af     ric's  far    off  sun    ny  slopes,    By  Chi  -  na's  king  -  ly      wall, 
Triumphant  Zi  -  on    lift    thy  head,     Let  er  -  'ry     bur  -  den     fall, 
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A  aong    of  triumph  and   of    joy,  From  loved  ones  gathered  there. 
To  those  brave  ones  who  gave  their  lives,  To  crown  him  Lord  of    all. 
They  lay  their  lives  down  at  hia    feet,   To    crown  him  Lord  of     all. 
Come  cast  your  trophies  at  his    feet,   And  crown  him  Lord  of    alL 
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Then  speed  thee  on       to     «t-  'ry  land.     Proclaim  th«  gos  -  pel    ©all; 
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Till  sonls  who  sit      in  darkness  now,  Shall  crown  him  Lord  of  alL 
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Coronation. 


Rev.  E.  Perkoxet,1782. 


0.  Holoen,  1792. 
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1.  All  Hail  the  pow'r  of   Je  -  bus'  name!  Let  an-gels  prostrate  fall; 

2.  Let    ev'  -  ry    kindred,    ev' -  ry  tribe,   On  this  ter  -  res  -  trial  ball, 

3.  Oh,  that  with  yonder    sa-cred  throng  We  at  His   feet  may  fall; 
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ringforththe  roy-al     di  - 
To  Rim  ail    maj-es   -   tv  ; 

'"join  " 

m 


join  the  ev  -  ei 


di  -  a-dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord     of      all; 

ty  as-cribe,  And  crown  Him  Lord     of      all; 

si-  -  lastingsong,  And  crown  Him  Lord     of       all; 


Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al     di  -  a-  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord       of   all. 

To    Him  all  ,maj  -  es  -  ty  as-cribe,  And  crown  Him  Lord       of    all. 

We'll  join  the   ev  -  er  -last-ingsong,  And  crown  Him  Lord       of    all. 
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no      Come  to  tbie  Wlonberful  Savior. 


Km-  He  6liall  save  His  people  from  their  sins.     Matt.  1  :  21. 

Mrs-  F.  A.  Breck.        Written  expressly Jor  tjiis  work.  Dn.  W.  H.  Doane. 

Effective  as  a  Sulo. 
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1.  O     have   you    been  told       of        a       Sav  -  ior     who  came,     To 

2.  The  soul  that     is       hun  -  gry     He     rills    with  good  things,  The 

3.  Poor  soul,  are  you    faint -ing   with  fain  -  ine    and     Ft  rife,    O 
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die  for  a  sin  -  ner  like  me,  And  have  you  been  told  of  His 
thirst- y  are  ev  -  er  sup-plied,  The  sor  -  row  -  ing  spir  -  it  tri- 
come  to  lliui  just  as     you    are,       And  ask    for    the    bread  and  the 
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wonder  ful  "i  ue,  And  all  that  this  Savior  will     be.  Misname  is  called 

uniph.inrlv  si.igs   When  Jesus  is    Shep-herd  and  Guide.  O  soul,  have  you 

wa-ter     of  df  •,     And  peace  that  no  trial  can  mar.  In     pen-i  -  fence 
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Je-si-.  11  •  s  iv  s  us  from  sin,  His  love  is  far-ivaching  ami  true, 
ta  -  ken  tlii-  Savior  to  -  day,  lie  longeth  your  heart  to  re  -  new, 
low  at  Hi-  feet    if    vou  fall,     Far  more  than  you  ask  will  Ue  do. 
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He  di  'd  ..1  the  cross,  my  sal  -  va  tion  to  win,  And  lie  is  the 
To  (I  iv  11'  is  bringing  sal  -  va-tion  so  near,  O  is  H"  the 
A     w  r,i  -  1I1T  •   ful     Sav  -  ior     is       Je-sus  for    all,    And   lie    is    the 
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Come  to  tbis  Ttmonberful  Savior— Conclufceb, 


<ii»ms. 
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Sav-ior  for   you  ! 

Sav-ior  for   you!       0  come  to  this  wonder-ful    Savior    to  -  day,  The 

Sav-ior  for   hip  ! 
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Friend  ev -er  -  last-ing  and     true.        A  won  -  der-  ful,  won-der  -  ful 
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Sav  -  ior 
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£be  fullneee. 


T.  H.  Nelson. 


*=t 


Flora  Bikdsall  Nelsox. 


1.  With  empty  hands,  O.  Heaven  I  come,  In  Jesus'  name  to  shake  thy  gates: 

2.  Thy   kingdom  suff'reth   vi-o-lence,    I  press  my  case  nor  dare  desist; 

3.  This    mighty   vacuum  in   my    breast    The  love  of  God  alone  ran  fill; 

4.  Immortal   hunger  pleads  t  >  -  day    And   in   the  name    of  (Jhrht  1  riy; 

5.  It  comes!  It  comes!  The  fullness  comes!  In  eudleds,  sweeping  tidal  flow; 

7  _qzl*_  i  »•  ■    •      5  _ !"»•  m  __S:     0    re t 
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An  exiled  nature  pants  for  home.  And  f^r  redemption  gronns  and  wnits. 
But  turn  from  1 1  i  i  •  i  *  c  >of  tine  a  id  sense,  A  id  carnal  clamor  now  re  -  si:  t. 
I  thirst  for  love's  abiding  rest,  This  only  can  my  longings  still. 
Let  heaven's  flood  gates  now  g've  way,  P  ~>r  God  alone  can  sat  -  is  -  fy. 
To    o_-ean     fullness     it      expands   "And  GoJ.  whose  name  is  Love,  1  l.i.ow. 
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Gbousanfcs  jfor  3e$us. 


y  ITIAJI  A.    DAKB. 


-eEiJ.  j    g    s,   3    BE 

1 1 — ^ m -i m 1 
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1.  There  are  thousands  who  zander  in   darkness, 

2.  There  are  thousands  now  dwelling  sad  hearted, 
8.    In     the    by-ways  ©f    ru  -  in  they  wander, 

4.  The        low  -  est  and  vil  -  est  down-trodden, 

5.  To    the  cross    of    the    uplift  -  ed   Sav--ior 
8.     Yes,     thousands  are    coming;  sal-va  -  tion 


On  the  per  -  il  -  ous 
In  the  val  -  ley  and 
They  tread  on  the 
In  the  murk-i  -  est 
Our  thousands  are 
Shall  sweep  like  the 
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mountains  of  sin;      We'll  seek  them  with  cries  and  entreaties,  Tho'  our 
shadow    of  death;"No  one  cares  for  my  soul,"  they  are  crying,  And  they 
brink  of  de  -  spair;    They    sit  with  thescorners  ne'er  dreaming  That 
midnight  of    sin;      Shall      see  the  glad' light  of  the   gospel,  And  with 
coining  with  haste;  From  the  mountain,  the  woodland,  the  prairie.  The 
waves  of  the    sea;    Till  the  song  and  the  shouts  of  re  -  joicing,  Shall  for- 
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eyes  may  with  weeping  be      dim. 

sigh  with  their  fast  hast'ning  breath. 

dan    ger  and  death  lurketh  there.       We  are   after  our  thousands  for 

us    and  our  King  enter      in. 

cit  -    y    and  des  -  o  -  late     waste. 

tell     of  the  glad  ju  -  bi  -  lee. 
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Je  -  sua,     Our  glo  -  rions  all 


conquer  -  lng     King;  We  will 

conquering  King; 
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snatch  them  as  brands  from  the  burning,  Then  Unmids  shall  vie-  to- ry  sing. 
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Devotion, 


Victor  Strange. 


Evangel. 
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1.  It  was  not  nails, 'twas  love  for  me, That  bound  my  Sav-ior    to      the 

2.  Yes,  it  was  love, 'twas  boundless  love,  Well  might  angel-ic  harps  be 
8.  See,  O,  my  soul  He  sheds  his  bleed.  Thy  crimson  stains  to  wash  a- 
4  And  count  as  lost  those  precious  hours,  That  are  not  spent  in  serv-ing 
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cross,  He    suffered  death   to     set     me  free,  Lest     I  should  bear  e- 
dumb,  And    si-lence  reign     in   heav'n  above,    To      see      expire    Je- 
way;  Then    at      his  feet      in      gra  -  ti  tude.  Thy      lit  -  tie    a^1     in 
Him;  With  all    thy  means  and    all  thy  pow'w,  In     sav  -  ing  souls  from 
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ter  nal  loss. 

hovah's  son.  O,  'twas  love,  'twas  tMifta  love,  O,  'twas  love,  'torn  tariUu  k> v», 

meekness  lay. 
death  and  sin. 
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IRcetind  Sime  Coming 


L.  W.  Homer, 
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1.  A     resting  time    is  coining.  When  toil  -  ing    will  be  oVr;     A- 

t.  No  more  the  sound  of   battle,      A  gainst  the  hosts  of  hell.  But 

I.  We'll  hail  the  Savior  coming,  With  hearts  from  sin  set  free;  Bear 


T  "  •'  1 


mid    the  light    of  glo  •  ry  bright,  We'll  rest  for-ev  -  er  more;    And 
wave  the  palm  and  with  the  psalm.  The  vict'ry  notes  we'll  swell;  How 
us        along,  thou  Conqueror  strong,  Until  thy  face  we     see;     Con- 
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praise  the  God    of  heaven,     Who  built  our  home    on    high;  And 

Christ,  the  Lord  of  glo-  ry,   Bro't   his      sal  -  va  -  tion   nigh;  And 

tent    we  are  with  toil-ing,      Un  -  til     oar    bod  -  ies       die;      So 
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■it  beside  our  Ho  -  ly  Guide,  There's  resting  by 
so  the  blest  •  -  tor  -  nal  rest,  Is  promised  by 
by    thy  grace  we'll  win    the  race,  There's  resting   by 


and  by. 
and  by. 
and    by. 
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There's    rest-ing     by    and  by,  There's  reet-ing     by    and  by;    To 
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hail     the    day      of       rest  in g,     Our    earth  ly      momenta    fly. 
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Ibeaven  Still  is  fliMne. 


T.  H.  Nflsoh. 


Fi.oka  Hirdsaj.i.  N'i.hoh. 
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1.  Tossed  on      a  troubled  stream.  Heav'n  still  is  mine;Earth's  friends  no 

2.  Blast  earthly     joys     to  -  day,  Heav'n  still  is  mine;  Loved  ones  be 

8.  Swell  per  -  se    -  cu-tion's  tide.Heav'n  still  is  mine;  False  triends  my 
4.  Come,  sorrow's  crowning  day,  Heavn  still  is  niiue;  Floodgates   of 
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longer  seen,  H«t'«  still  is  mine;  Jesus'  blest  presence  dear  Scatters  each 
swept  away, H*ai'n  still  is  mine;  Je  -  sus  my   all     in   all.  Low  at    thy 
actions  chide.  Hw'b  still  is  mine;  Je  -  sus,  my  portion  sweet,  Je-sns,  my 
hell  give  way, Heat's  still  is  mine;  Je  -  sua,  I    love  thee  still,  Bow  gladly 


slav-ish  fear.  Making    my     E-den     here,    Heav'n  still  is  mine. 

feet     1   fall  Thou  dost  my  heart  enthrall.  Heav'n  still  is  mine. 

safe    retreat,  In     him    is    joy  com  plete.  Heav'n  still  is  mine. 

to     thy  will,  Thou  dost  my  spirit       fill,     Heav'n  still  is  mine. 
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Ibe  IRol^  tbe  Sea  Uway. 


Rev.  H.  J.  Zelley. 


II.  L.  GlLMOUR. 
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1.  When  Is  -  rael  out    of  bon-dage  camp,  A   sea    be-fore  them  lay; 

2.  Be  -  fore  me  was  a  sea  of       sin,      So  great  I  feared  to  pray; 

3.  When  sor-rows  dark,  like  stormy  waves,  Were  dash-iiig  o'er  my  way, 

4.  And  when  I  reach  the  sea    of" death,  For  needed  grace  I'll  pray ;  . 
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The  Lord  reach'd  down  His  might-y  hand,  And  rolled  the  sea  a  -  way. 
My  heart's  de-sire  the  Sa-vior  read,  And  rolled  the  sea  a  -  way. 
A  -  gain  the  Lord  in  mer  -  cy  came,  And  rolled  the  sea  a  -  way. 
T.     know  the  Lord  will  quickly  come,  And  roll      the  3ea  a  -  way. 
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Chorus. 
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Then  for-ward  still,  'tis  Je-ho-vah's  will,  Tho'  the  bil-lows  dash  and  spray, 


With  a  conq'ring  tread  we  will  push  a-head,  He'll  roll  the  sea  a-way. 


— I b-l  -F F fcr- 


.S^-=[:==t-ii£-trR:— I — i — r~rp-L^-p  >lD_Ejj 


Copyright,  1896,  by  H.  L.  Gilmour.    By  per. 


147 


He  IRebeemeb  fIDe. 


John  James. 


J.  Lowe. 


1.  0,  now    I  am  redeemed,  And  the  purchase  price  is    paid,  By    the 

2.  My  heart  is  rilled  with  joy,  And  the  message  I'll  proclaim,    Of     re- 

3.  Oome  iielp  me  sing  His  praise,  For  the  Love  that  crowns  our  days,  For  His 
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blood  that  was  shed  on  -Cal  -  va-  ry  ;     0  what  wondrous  love  to    me, 
demption  thro'  the  Saviour's  precious  blood  ;  Now  my  (iod    is    rec  -  on-ciled  , 
mercy  flowing  bundles,  rich  and  free  ;  For  the  blessings  He    be-stows, 
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From  the  curse  to  be  set  free,  Praise  the  Lord,  it  was  for   you  and  me. 

Now  He  owns  me  for  His  child,  Praise,  0  praise  Him  for  His  might-y  love 

For  the  kindness  that  He  shows  To  a  sinner  saved  by  grace,  like  me. 
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I 
He  redeemed  mi,  He  redeemed  me,  And  for  me  He  left  His  glorious  home  above ; 
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He  redeemed  me,  Pie  redeemed  me,  Praise,  O  praise  Him  fir  His  wondrous  love 
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£be  ©pen  fountain. 


Nelson. 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 


1.  I've   found  the   o  -  pen  foun-tain;  The  love      of  Christ  is  mine,  I've 

2.  I'm     dead  to  self  for-ev  -  er,     I'm    hid  with  Christ  in  God;  I've 

3.  Words  can  not  tell  the  glo  -  ry,  The  free  -  dom  from  all  care,  I'm 

4.  I'm    free  from  mysur-round-ings,  I'm  liv  -  ing  un  -  to  Cod;  With 


r-    0—m        9     m  „         v        y  y 

learned  the  glorious  se-cret,  So  sim-ple,  yet  di-vine;  My  car  -  nal  works  aro 
par  -  don  peace  ami  cl<i»ns-ing>.  Thro'  Christ's  a-ton-ing  blood  ;  He  heals  and  guidrs  and 
find  -  ing   in    my  Sa-vior.  Thro'  this  blest  life  of  prayer:  Each  thought  1  yielded 
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sin 


,.  prayer:  hlacti  thought  1  yu,,.. 

gle  eye    to  Je  -  sus,  I  dwell  in  Christ  the  Lord;  Peace  paBt  all  un-der- 
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end    -  ed,     By  failhmy  soul  is  blesc;     I  sing  in  joy  for  -  ev  -  er,   I've 
com-forts,  nnd  gives  His  life  to   me;       In   all   my  checkered  fortunes,    His 
to  Him,  And  ceased  to  choose  my  way;  Then  gloom  was  lost  for-ev-er,  In 
ending's  My    por-tion  ev-ery  hour;  The  love  of  Christ,  my  Savior,  Does 
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Chorus. 
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found  God  s  perfect  rest.  ^ 

guid  -  ing  hand  I  see.       I  I  have  perfect  peace  and  pardon  thro'  the  blood, 

His    un-cloud-ed  day.       j  thro' the  blood, 

now  mv  soul  empower.  J 
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I  have  cleansing,  comfort,  guiJaBee  ill  the  Lord,  And  I  walk  the  thorny  way, 
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So    tri-umphant  ev'ry  day,  Since  my  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God. 
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149.       HDp  Soul,  36c  ©n  £b$  (Suarfc. 


George  Heath. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  My     soul,    be      on     thy     guard ;  Ten  thous-and  foes  a  -  rise; 

2.  Oh,   watch,  and  fight,  and    pray,      The  bat  -  tie  ne'er  give  o'er; 

3.  Ne'er  think  the    vie  -  fry    won,      Nor  lay  thine  ar  -  mor  down, 

4.  Fight  on,      my  soul,  till     death     Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God; 
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The  hosts  of  sin  are  press  -  ing  hard  To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 
Re  -  new  itbold-ly  ev  -  'ry  -  day,  And  help  di  -  vine  im-plore. 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done  Till  thou  oh-tain  the  crown. 
He'll  take  thee  at  thy  part-ing  breath,  Up     to     the  blest  a  -  bode. 


150      TObat  wilt  thou  bat*  flfte  to  £>o? 


Effective  as  a  Solo 


"Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do."— Acts.  9:  C. 

Warren  W.  BentleY. 
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1.  Are  you  will  -  ing    and  read  -  y,     my     broth  -  er,  To 

2.  In  what  -   ev  -  er  path     du  -   ty       lead  -  eth,  There 

3.  Say  not      "I      am  hum  -  ble     and      low  -   ly,  And 

4.  What    -     ev    -  '  er    good  work  thy  hand    find  -  eth,  That 
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work    in  the  field  of  the  Lord  ?  Would  you  gladly  choose,  more  than  an- 
go,    tho'  the  way  may  be  dim;    Some   broth  -  er    perhaps  thy  help 
lit  -  tie  could  do    if      I  would  ;  "Be  -  mem  -  ber  that  Je  -  sus  the 
do  with  the  whole  of  thy  might,  For       soon,    ah,  too  soon  the  day 
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oth-er,         His  ser-vice   to  gain  His  re-ward?  Seek  not  for    a- 

needeth,  A  blessing  shalt  thou  prove  to  him;  But  should  the  task 
Ho  -  ly,  Said,  of  one, "She  hath  done  what  she  could;"  Some  names  shall,  like 
end-eth,      Then      fol-lows  the  shad-ows  of  night;  The  pres-ent  time 
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Mbat  wilt  £bou  bave  fll>e  to  Bo?— Conclubefc. 
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prom  -  i  -  nent  sta-tion,      Your  zeal   or  your  tal  -  ent  to    show, 
seem     un  -  a  -  vail-ing,       The    jour-ney  both  wea-ry  and  slow, 
stars,  shine  for  -  ev  -  er,        Which  few  of  this  world  ev  -  en  know ; 
on  -  ly     is    given,        The     past  you  can  nev  -  er    re -new; 

But 
Then 
They 
Then 
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ask    in  some  humble  re  -  la-tion, 
pray,  fearing  dan-ger   of     fail-ing, 
sought  with  most  earnest  endeavor, 
ask,  seeking  guidance  from  heaven, 


"  Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do?" 
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Oh,  what  wilt  Thou  have*me  to  do,  Lord?  Oh,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do? 
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to  do? 
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Let  this  be  thy  daily  pe-ti-tion,  Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  ine  to  do? 
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Savefc  b$  Ibie  Bloob. 


Mrs.  M 

,,  Sister 


That  He  inight  (sanctify  the  people  with  His  own  blood."— Heb.  13  :  l2. 

.  Bliss  Wilson.  Warren  W.  Bentley. 

of  P.  P.  Bliss.        ^ 
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iour  called  so      lov-ing-ly, 
ing  words  came  to     my    ear, 
be  -  liev  -  eth,  hear  the*  word, 
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I  am  saved  by  His  blood; 
1  am  saved  by  His  blood; 
I  am  saved  by  Ilia  blood; 
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I    heard  His  voice  from  Cal  -  va  -  ry, 
Come  un  -  to      me    and     do    not  fear," 
Hath  life    in      Je  -  sua  Christ  our  Lord, 


I  am  saved  by  His  blood. 
I  am  saved  by  His  blood. 
I  am  saved  by  His  blood. 


I  wondered  if     it     was  for  me,     So    full   of    sin  and  mis-er-  y, 

And  I    had  naught  to  bring  to  Him,  On  -ly   my  vile-ness,  guilt  and  sin: 

On  Him  thv  load  of    sor-ro.w  roll.   Be  -fore  Him  lav  thv  sin-sick  soul 
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To    be  from  sin     and    sor-row  free, 
But  as      I     came,  He     let     me    in, 
And  He  will  quick-lv  make  thee  whole 
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I      am  saved  by  PI  is  blood. 
I      am  saved  by  His  blood. 
And  will  save    by  His  blood. 
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Hal-  le-  lb  -  jah! 
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Xorfc,  11  Hm  Coming  1bome. 


W.  J.  K. 

With  great  feeling 
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W.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  I'v  3  wandered  far      a-  way  from  God,  Now  I'm  com-ing  home; 

2.  I've  wast -ed    ma-  ny  pre-cious  years,  Now  I'm  com-ing  home; 

3.  I'm  tired    of     sin    and  stray-ing,  Lord,  Now  I'm  com-ing  home; 

4.  My   soul     is    sick,  my  heart  is    sore,  Now  I'm  com-ing  home; 


The  paths   of    sin     too    long   I've  trod,   Lord,  I'm  com-ing  home. 

I    now    re- pent  with  bit  -  ter  tears,  Lord,  I'm  com-ing  home. 

I'll  trust  Thy  love,  be -lieve  Thy  word,  Lord,  I'm  com-ing  home. 

My  strength  re-new,  my  hope   re-  store,  Lord,  I'm  com-ing  home. 


pen  wide  thine  arms    of    love,   Lord,  I'm    com  -  ing  home. 


5  My  only  hope,  my  only  plea, 
Now  I'm  coming  home, 
That  Jesus  died,  and  died  for  me, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 


!         I         I 
6  I  need  His  cleansing  blood  I  know, 
Now  I'm  coming  home  ; 
O,  wash  me  whiter  than  the  snow, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 


CoDyright.  1892.  b 


m 


■I  ■■!■■■!■  IIM 


153.    Xeantng  on  tbe  Everlasting  arms. 
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Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman.  A.  J.  Showalter; 
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1.  What    a  fel-low-ship,  what  a  joy   di-vine,  Leaning  on  theev-er- 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  in  this  pilgrim  way,  Leaning  on  the  ev  -  er  - 

3.  What  have    I    to  dread,  what  have  I  to  fear,  Leaning  on  the  ev  -  er  - 
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last-ing  arms; 
last  -  ing  arms; 
last  -  ins:  arms? 
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What  a  bless  -  ed  -  hess,  what  a  peace  is  mine, 
Oh,  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day  to  day, 
I     have  bless  -  ed  peace  with  my    Lord    so  near, 
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Refrain. 
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ng  on  the  ev  -  er- last  -ing  arms. 
Lean-ing  on  the  ev-er-  last-  ing  arms. 
Lean -ing     on     the    ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms. 


Le;vp 


-   mar, 


Te-sus, 
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Lean      -      ing,        Lean  -  big,        Leaning  on  the  ev-er-last-ing  arms 
Leaning  on  Jesus,  leaning  on  Jesus, 
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(Blorfes  of  Cbrist. 


Tnoa.  H.  Nelson. 


Arranged. 


1.  When      I      gave    all     to     Je-sus, 

2.  Joy      past    all    un  -  der -stand -ing, 

3.  My      t«eas-ure's    o  -  ver    yon  -  der, 

4.  I'm     worn  with  constant  war-ring, 

5.  Oh       blest  and  hap  -  py   country, 

h     5* 


He  gave  Him-self  to    me; 
I     find    in  Christ  the  Lord; 
In  that  blest  land  of  light, 
Where  tier-y  darts  still  fly; 
Oh  land   so  glad  and  free; 
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And     now 
My     soul's 
Where  sin 
My       wea 
When  shall 


•    -0- 
1/ 

my  j°y  is  ppr  -  fect. 

at  rest  for  -  ev  -  er, 
nor  pain  ne'er  en  -  ter, 
ry  soul  is  long  -  ing 
I     reach  thy  borders, 


While  His  blest  smiles  I     see; 
Thro'   His  a  -   ton  -  ing  blood, 
Nor   day -beams  end     in    night, 
To      soar     to  realms  on  high, 
And     thy  sweet  grandeur  see? 
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All    my  works   of  death    are  done,  And  thro'  Christ  the  vict'ry's  won, 
Kv  - 'ry       foe     was  forced  to  flee,    And      I  found  sweet  vie  -  to  -  ry, 
Where  the  blood-washed  millions  dwell,  And  their  glorious  anthem    swell, 
For     I      long     to   see  Christ  come,  And  take  all  His  ransomed  home, 
I      shall    see  Christ's  glorious  face,  And  shall  feel  His  blest  em -brace, 


And    I  walk    in  constant  tri-umph    With  o'ur  God's  incarnate  Son. 
When  I   met   the  glorious  vie  -  tim       Of  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
There  my  soul  shall  rest   for-ev-er,  Where  is  heard  no  funeral  knell. 
To   the  house  of  man  -  y  mansions,  There  to  rest    in  peace  at  home. 
As     I    help   to  swell  the  aa-t hem,  To     the  glo-ries    of    His  grace. 
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Kannib   Rirosall. 
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1.  I'v*»  n<>  r<>< >tm  in    my  heart  but  for     Je  -  sus, 

2.  I  veim  crosses  to  bear  hut  are  help-fnl, 
8.  I've  mi  fears  l>ut  are  vanquished  for  ev  -  er, 
4.  I've  no  earth  house,  but  onesure  in    hea-ven, 
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No  time  but  to 
No    sorrows  but 
No   snis  but  are 
And  the/e  I'll  for- 
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serve  him  eacb     day;      No  word  but  to  speak  out  his  praie     «a, 
brin^  greater      joy;   I've  no  trials    but  make  me  shine  brighter, 
under  tbe       blood,     No  foes  but  I've    free  ly      for  giv  -    en, 
ev  -  er      a    -    bide;      My     Je  sua     in  vitea  and  I'm    go  -  ing, 
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No    joy    but  his  presence  al       way 
No  tests   but  my  hopes  can  de     stroy. 
I'm  cleansed,  washed  in  Calvary's  blood. 
To    sing   ev  -  ermore   by    his       side. 


O  ye 


saints     sing  his 
ye  saints  sing  hia 
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praise,  ye 

praise  ev  -  ar-more. 
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ye  saints  and  ye     angels    a  -  dore 
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glory-crowned  King,  who  shall  reign,  who  shall  reign  ever  mora, 
this  glory  crowned  King, 
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Himost  36ut  lost. 


A.  F.  Grow. 
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1.  Almost  1    O    yes  I     a    Savior's  loving  hand,  Is  seen  outstretched  to 

2.  Almost  per-suad-ed!  yet  the  years  rolled  by,  And  thij  hare  drank  un- 
8.  Almost  persuaded,  some,  when  some  dear  friend  flu  goae  whom  they  be- 
4.  Almost  per-suad  -  ed,  like    A-grip-pa,  they.Perhaps  with  man  •  j 
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save,  almost  when  tossed,  By  angry  waves  upon  the  wreck  men  stand, 
mindful  of  the  cost,  Fr^m  pleasure's  fount  and  drained  each  goblet  dry, 
lieve  has  safely  crossed  The  stream  they  too  must  cross  wh«n  life  shall  end, 
cares  of  state  engrossed —  Almost  persuaded,   on  some  future  day. 
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The  proffered  hand  refused,  Almost,  but  lost. 

Almost  persuaded  these,  Almost,  but  lost.  Almost, almost, almost  hot 

Almost  persuaded  once,  almost,  but  lost. 

Will  yield  to  Christ,  oh  yes  I  Almost  but  lost 
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She  ffmraMse  of  <Bot>. 


T.  H.  Nelson. 


Flora  Bibdsall  Nblsqn. 
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1.  Oh,     to  range 

2.  De    •      light  - 
8.    No          night 
4    There     peace, 
5.    My         heart 
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riv  •  er,        Or  bask      in     the  bow'rs  of  that  bliss  -  ful    a-bode; 

Ad  ■  am,      But  far     more    en-chanting  that  home  of  the  "blest, 

mountains,  Where  sons    of    God  shout,   and  "morning  stars"  sing, 

last-ing,      And  righteousness    o    -    ver  its   bos  -  om  doth  roll; 

dawning,  When  I      shall     be  freed  from  this  temple    of    clay. 
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'Mid      flow  -  era      a -bun -dan t   that  nev  •  er   shall  with  -  er, 
For        in  •  side    its  walls  not     a    tree     is       forbid  -  den; 

.    Where  life  -  giv  -  ing  trees  line     its  riv  -  ers     and  fountains, 
There    num-ber-less     millions   their  crowns  are  now  casting 

When  on    pinions     snr-pass  -  ing  the  wings  of     the  morning, 
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That  bloom     in     the    glo   •    ry  -   lit       gar  -  den 
Nor      ser  -  pent    to    mar       its     per  •   pet   -  n    -  al      rest. 

And    God       in     the  midst  makes  per  -en    •  ni  -    al    spring. 
Be  -  fore    the    Re  -  deem  -  er    who     died     for  their  souls. 
I'll      rise      to     the  realms   of     per  •  pet    -   n   -   al     day. 
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Fight  on    then,  my    soul,     in      the  war     nev  -  er    wea  -  ry, 
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For    soon   all    thy      conflicts  on  earth  shall  be     o'er; 
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thou   shalt    be  crown'd  with    a      gar  -  land    of        vict-  ry, 
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And  shine     as    the    sun       on    that  glo  -    ry    •  lit     shore. 
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lit  IReacbcs  flDe. 


1  Oh,  this  uttermost  salvation! 

Ti8  a  fountain  full  and  free, 
Pure,  exhaustless,  ever  flowing, 

Wondrous  grace!  it  reaches  me  £ 

Cho.— It  reaches  me!  it  reaches  me! 
Wondrous  grace!  i \,  reaches  me! 


Pure,  exhaustless,  ever  flowing, 
Wondrous  grace!  it  reaches  me! 

2  How  amazing  God's  compassion? 

That  so  vile  a  worm  should  prove 
This  stupendous  bliss  of  heaven, 

This  unmeasured  wealth  of  love! 

3,  Jesus,  Savior,  I  adore  thee! 

Now  thy  love  I  will  proclaim; 
I  will  tell  the  blessed  story, 

I  will  magnify  thy  name! 

Mary  I).  James, 
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I  sat  'mid  the  tmes  by  the  highway  j  And  heard  the  demoniac  >ray; 
He  spake  and  the  chains  of  the  devil  Were  snapped  at  His  wonderful  voice; 
The  pow'r  of  the  Legion  was  broken,  No  longer  in  madness  h©  lay; 
Then  low  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour,  He  sat  with  his  reason  restored; 

I  gazed  on  this  great  transformation,  Displayed  in  the  vilest  of    men; 
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The  Savior  drew  near  and  stood  by  me,  I  listened  to  hen  r  what  He'd  say. 
And  the  heart  that  was  bent  bnt  to  ev-il,  In  Je  sua  was  made  to  rejoice. 
The  life  giving  word  was  now  spoken,  Which  turned  all  his  darkness  to  day. 
And  blest  with  the  heavenly  fa-vor,  His  heart  tilled  with  praise  to  the  Lord. 
And  reasoned,  "There's  surely  salvation.  For  all  who  to  Jesus  will  come." 
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Q,  yea,  tfc«r«'i  salvation  for  you.     In  the  btoml  of  the  lamb  that  was  slain; 
salvation  for  you.  tkat  was  stua; 
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Then  come  to  this  Savior  so  true,  And  no   longer  a  captivn    re-  main. 
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lbear  £be  Call 


M.  D.  Fletche 


1.  Hark,  I  hear    the  millions    crying.  Sad  the  call  comes  o'er  the  sea; 

2.  Thousands  in  those     fallen  nations,   Stifled   by  sin  s  poisonous  blast; 

3.  Can       I  turn       away  such  pleading,  While  my  heart  with  \>;iiu  is  torn; 
4  Wil  -  ling-ly      my  hands  shall  car  ry,   Living  bread  to    uian-y   there; 
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'Give  us  bread  for     we    are  dy  -  ing,  Give  us  light  that  we  may  see." 
Lying    in     their  deg  -  ra  -  da  -  tion,    Sad  and  sin    ful  die    at    last. 
No!  for  Christ  is       in  -  ter-ced  -  ing,  At  God's  throne  for  those  who  metre. 
And  my  feet  shall    nev  -  er  tar  -    ry,  But  shall  run,  their  woes  to  share.- 
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Hear  the  call,       hear  the  call,        Ringing  out     to 
Hear  the  call,         hear  the  call. 
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Gladly  bear  the  goa  -  pel    tid  -  ings.  To  the    islands    of    the  sea. 
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1    We     are    living,     we    are  dwelling     in     a  grand  and    aw-ful 
2.  Will     ye  play,  then,  will    ye    dal  -  ly.  with  your  mu  -  sic  and  your 
8.  Worlds  are  charging — heav'n  beholding ;  thou  hast  but  an  hour  to 
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time,         In        an      age      on       a   -  ges      tell  -  ing,      to        be 
wine?     Now       it        is       Je  -  ho  -  vah's    ral  -  lyl      God's  own 
fight;       On        the    blazoned  cross    en-  fold  -  ing,      on — right 
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liv  -  ing        is       snb-lime. 

arm    hath    Deed     of    thinel 

on  -  ward,    for     the  right! 
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Hark!    the     wak  •  ing    np         of 
Hark!    the       on  -  set!  will        ye 
On!       let        all     the  soul      with 
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na  •  tions,  &<5g  and  Ma  •  gog  to 
fold  your  faith-clad  arms  in  la 
in     you      for      the  truth's  sake   fo 


the    fray!     Hark!  what 
zy     lock?      Up,       oh, 
a  -  broad!  Strike!   let 
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Botindetb?  'tis      ere  -  a-tion,    groaning    for    its      lat  -  ter  day! 

up,  thon  drowsy    soldier,  worlds  are  charging   to      the  shock, 

ev  -'ry  nerve  and     sinew      tell     on      a  -  ges —  tell     for  God! 
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Up      ye       sol  -  diers,  worlds  are       charging, 

drow-sy       soldiers,  yes.  worlds  are    charging, 
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heav'n  be  -  holding,  thou  hast     but  an  hour     to     fight 

yes,  heav'n  be-hold-iug, 
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?Xhe  Cleansing  TOape. 


From  the  "Guide  t»  Holiness.' 


Mrs.  Pikebe  Palmer. 
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_ — _jj  It  speaks!  polluted  nature  dies  I 

Sinks  'neath  the  cleansing-  Mood. 


1  Oh,  now  I  see  the  crimson  wave, 
The  fountain  dec])  and  wide; 

Jesus,  rrty  Lord,  mighty  to  save, 
Points  to  his  wounded  side. 

Cho. — Thecleansingstream,  I  see,  Isee! 

I  plunge  and  oh,  it  cleanse th  me  ! 
Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth  me! 

It  cleanseth  me,  yes,  cleanseth  me. 

2  I  see  the  new  creation  rise, 
I  hear  the  speaking  blood ; 


3  I  rise  to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light, 

Above  the  world  and  sin. 
With  heart  made  pure,  and  garments 
white, 

And  Christ  enthroned  within. 


4  Amazing  grace !  'tis  heav'n  below 
To  feel  the  blood  applied  ; 

And  Jesus,  only  Jesus  know, 
My  Jesus  crucified. 
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1.  Hear  the  footsteps  of  Je  -  sus,  He  is  now  p;iss-ing  by,  Boarinsr  balm  for  the 

2.  'Tis  the  voice  of  that  Sav-ior,  Whose  merciful  call  Freely  off  -erssal- 
2.  Are  you  halting  and  strugg-ling, 0' er-pow-ered  by  your  sin,  While  the  wat-ers  are 
4.  Blessed  Savior,  as  -  sist   us   To      rest  on  Thy  word;  Let  the  soul-taal-iun 
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wounded,  Hral-iag  all  who  ap  -  ply ;    As  He  spake  to  the  suff'  -  rer   Who 
va-tion    To        one  and  to  all;    He  is  now  beck  ning  to  Him   Each 
troubled    Can  you  not  en-ter    in?      Lo,  the  Saviorstands  waiting  To 
pow  -  er     On  us  now  be  outpoured :  Wash  away  ev'ry  sin  -  spot,  Take 
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lay    at    the  pool,  He  is  saying  this  moment,  "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 

sin-taint-ed  soul,  And       lov-ing  -  ly  asking,  "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 

strengthen    your  soul,  He  is  earn-est-ly  pleading,"  Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 

per-fect  control,  Say  to  each  trusting  epir-it,  "Thy  faith  makes  thee  whole." 
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Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?  Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?  0  come,  wea-ry 
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()  come,  sin-sick  soul ;  Sec  the  life-stream  is  flowing,  See  the 
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cleansing-  waves  roll,  Step  in -to  the  cur-rent  and  thou  shalt  be  whole. 
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Crue  to  the  i£nfc>. 


1.  Will  you  in      the  fight  be  true,  O, 

2.  Would  you  always  conqueror  be,  O, 
8.   Will  you  when  the  war    is    o'er  O, 

4.  In   the  hour  when  nature  fails,  O, 

5.  Will  you  tread  tha  plains  of  light,  O, 


my  soul?  Will  yon  see  the 
my  soul? Gladly  take  what 
my  soid.  Sins  it] ion  the 
my  soul.  And  in  taiilh'i  colli 
my  soul.  Never  mure  feel 


battle  thro'      O, 

conies  to  thee,     O, 

glo    ry  shore,   O, 

hand  she  reels,  O, 

sorrow's  blight,   O, 


my  soul  ?  When  the  tide  of  battle  flows.  And  the 

my  6oul?  Curses  here  lose  all  their  sting,  Crossea 

my  soul?And  present  the  souls  you'?«  won,  Who  like 

my  soul;  When  jou'tetlone  with  tod  and  praynr,  Then  you 

my  soul?    In  the   palace   of  the  King,  Wher*  ce- 


hosts    of  hell  oppose, Trusted  friends  appear  as    foes,     O, 
crowns  of  glory  bring,  And  thou  shalt  with  rapture  sing,  O, 
you  the  race  have  run,  And  have  reached  their  final  home.O, 
shall    the  glory  share.    In    the  land  just   o  •  ver  there,   O, 
lestial  anthems  ring,  And    an  gel  •  ic      choirs     siug,     O, 


my 
my 
my 
my 
my 


souL 

soul? 

soul? 

souL 

souL 
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{IXUbat  a  Sinner. 


Arranged. 


What  a     sinner      I   have  been!  What  a      Sav-ior       I     have  seen! 
Oh,  what  tnighty,  wondrous  love,  Brot  my  Savior    from     above, 
Oh.  how  sweet  his  care  for    me!    E  en  my  smallest  needs    to     see, 
Oh,  what  battles  I've  been  in1    And  what  conflicts    I       have  seenl 


5.  What  a   glo-rious  joy      is  mine!  What  a       Sav-ior     all      di-viuel 
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Oh,  what 
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*t      to     all        a     round, 
serve  him  with  my  might. 
great  Phy  si      cian       is. 
mock  ing  and  what  shame 
blood  I'll     o        ver     come. 
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his     pard  ning  love    and     mer    cy 

the  biood  from  sin  s  dark     bondage 

I'll     trusl    him  for     my      bod      y 

in       glo       rv  as      the    stars,  he'll 

the     monntain  top      of       nev     er 
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He    has  saved  from  ey  -  'ry    sin,    He    has  slain  the  foes  within. 
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And  has  giv'n  me  peace  and  gladness      in     my  soul;    Oh,     I'll 
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trust  him   for     my  bread,  And    bis     healing     oil      to    shed 
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On    my     bod  •  y    while     'tis    day,    and  keep    me 


whole. 
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1  Salvation  I  O  the  joyful  sound  ! 
What  pleasure  to  our  ears! 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 


2  Salvation  !  let  the  echoes  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

3  Salvation!  O  Thou  bleeding  lamb, 

To  Thee  the  praise  belongs; 

Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts 

And  dwell  upon  our  hearts, 
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'For  we  must  all  appear  before  the  Judgment  st'at  of  l  hrlst."— 2nd  Cor.,  v.  Vk. 
Victor  Strange.  Fannie  Biros  all. 
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1.  When  the     stars  froru  heav'n  are  falling,  And  the    moon    appears 

2.  When  the  roar  of  Judgment  thunder,  Shall  a  -  wake  the  sleep- 
8.  When  be  -  fore  the  face  of  Je-sns,  Earth  and  hea  •  ven  flee 
4.  When  the  books  shall  all       be      opened,   And  the  Judge  shall  see 
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as  blood,  And  the  sun  in  darkness  hides  his  face  a  •  way; 
ing  dead,    And    the  great  white  throne  of  jus-tice  shall     ap  -  pear; 

a  -  way.  And  thedead  both  small  and  great  he  fore  him  stand; 
thesame,     Finding  writ  ten  there  men's  woiks  of  sin    and    sirii'e; 


When  the  judgment  scene  ap  palling,  With 

When  the  rocks  are  cleft     a  •  sunder      By 

When  the  hand    of     ter  ■  ror     seizes     men 

And  they  call     for  rocks  and  mountains  As 
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its    aw  •  ful  glo   -  ry 
Je  -  ho  7ah's  niight-y 
In    that    approaching 
Je     ho  -  vaii  speaks  theii 
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flood,  Shall  ap      pear,   and  with     it     bring  the    judgment  day. 

tread.  And   the  hearts    of    men    are      fail    ing  them    for  fear. 

day.   When  the      an      gel  stands  on      both  the       sea   and  land. 

names.  And    tor       ev       er    I. lots  them   from  the     book     of  life. 
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-N tv- 


at 


hand, 


^P 


-*- 


-rir 


m 


And        time    does    to 

P*8"         .p.  ■       .PL.       .« 


pand, 


t> 

* 

ft        h 

ft            ^                    \ 

f* 

N 

j/f      p 

"\                          |V 

p> 

!     J 

e 

fs 

1    e  • 

0 #— — 

d*  • 

* 

>        A 

When 

the     day 

of  wrath 

is    come,  And 

the 

Judge 

sits 

-0- 

0               0     • 

.      T      1 

> 

£ 


» 


g    .       > ^v h  p        -fr- 


-g— g        0        0    .       jl~j 


1 


on      his  throne,    O,         who  shall    be      a  -  ble   then      to  stand? 
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£be  Solifc  IRocfc. 


1  My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  lens, 
Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness; 

T  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus'  name. 

Cho.— On  Christ  the  solid  rock  I  stand! 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand, 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 


2  When  darkness  veils  His  lovely  face, 
I  rest  on  His  unchanging  grace; 

In  every  high  and  stormy  gale, 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  veil. 

3  When  He  shall  come  with  trumpet 

sound, 
O  may  I  then  in  Him  be  found  ; 
Dressed  in  His  righteousness  alone, 
Faultless  to  stand  before  the  throne. 
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"He saved  others,  Himself  He  cannot  save  "—Mark  15  :    31. 

A  gold  miner  from  Alaska  was  on  his  homeward  voyage,  when  the  ship  was  Wrecked  In  a 
storm.  With  his  precious  ore  strapped  about  him,  he  was  accosted  by  a  child  with  this  question: 
"Mister,  will  you  save  me?"  At  last  his  generous  heart  yielded  to  her  pleading.  He  saved  the 
child  at  the  sacrifice  of  his  gold. 

May  be  sung  as  a  solo. 

Tuos.  H.  Nelson.  Fannie  Birbsall. 


1.  "Will  you  save  me,  mister,  will  you?"  Was  her  ag    -    o  -  niz  -ing 

2.  He  could  not  re  -  sist  her  plead-ing,    Nor   for   ava  -  rice  leave  th^ 

3.  Sria   the   surge  go  sweeping  o'er  him,  Hear  the  break-ers  loud-ly 

4.  In       a     friend-ly   fisher's   cot-tage,  Soon  his  eon- scious-uess  re- 
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girl     of  scarce  six  summers  looked  him  plead  -  ing 
mer  -  cy     of     the   breakers,  dash  -  ing    o'er       the 


'Heaven  help    him,"  cry  the  fishers    watch-ing   from 
While   his  heart  is  cheered  with  gladness,As    of     his 
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the     eye;  He    must  choose  be-tween  her    res  -  cue     And    the 
wreck  so  wild.    Could  an   act     be    more  .he  -  ro  -  ic?     Pours  his 
distant   shore — See,    his  strokes  are  grow-ing  faint -er     As       he 
cess    he  learns.  "You  have  saved  me   and     I     love  you/"  Said    the 
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pon-drous  belt     of     gold,      Dug  from  out  th' A  -  laskan  mountains, 
gold     up -on     the     deck;  Straps  the  child    up  -  on    his    shoulders, 
nears  the  friend  -  ly  beach,  Now   he    faints  and  sinks,  ex-haust-ed, 
child    who  kissed  his  cheek,  While   the    mi  -  ner  wept  for  glad-ness, 
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Thro'  long  months  of  web  and  cold, 
Plung-es  from  the  stranded  wreck. 
Just  with -iii  the  watchers'  reach, 
With  a  joy  too  full  to  speak, 
-»-  ■&-    -c-    -0- 
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Thro'  long  months  of  wet 
Plunges  from  the  stranded  wreck. 
Just  with-in  the  watchers'  reach 
With  a  joy   too     full    to    speak. 


5.  Thousands  thus  today  are  shipwrecked  G.  We  may  sink  beneath  death's  billows, 


On  the  raging  sea  of  sin, 
Sacrifice  alone  will  save  them  ; 
Who  will  toil  their  souls  to  win? 
Gold  and  ease  must  be  abandoned, 
Even  danger  be  endured. 
That  their  safety  from  the  breakers 
Of  despair  niay  be  secured. 


But  our  eyes  will  ope'  once  more 

Never  more  to  feel  a  sorrow 

On  that  blest  eternal  shore; 

When  we  in  that  blood-washed  circle 

Meet  the  souls  our  toil  has  won ; 

Like  the  glad  Alaskan  miner, 

We'll  be  paid  for  all  we've  don^ 
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F.  W.  Faber. 


Lizzie  S.  Tourgee. 


1.  There's  a  wideness  in  God  "s  mercy,  Like    the  wide-ness    of  the  sea, 

2.  There  is  welcome  for  the  sin-ner,  And  more  grac  -  es  for  the  good 
H,  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader  Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind 
4.  If    our  love  were  but  more  simple,  We  should  take  Him  at  His  word 
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There's  a  kind-ness  in    His  justice  Which  is  more  than  lib  -  er  -  ty. 
There     is  iner  -  cv  with  the  Sa-vior,  There  is  heal  -  ing    in    Plis  blood. 

And  the  heart  of  the    E-ter-nal    Is  most  won-der  -  ful  -  ly    kind. 

And  our  lives  would  be  all  sun-shine  In  the  sweet-ness  of  our  Lord. 
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Bleesefc  assurance. 


F.  J,  Crosby. 


Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp. 
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Bless- ed    as  -  sur  ance,  Je-sus    is      mine!    Oh.  what  a  fore-taste  oi 

Per  -  feet  sub  mis-sion,  per-fect  de  -  light,      Vi-sions   of  rap-ture  now 

Per  -  feet  sub-mis  sion,  all    is     at     rest,         1       in     my  Sav  -  ior  am 
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glo-ry   di  -  vine!  Heir  of    sal  -  va-tion,  purchase  of    God,  Born  of  His 
burst  on  my  sight,  An-  gels  de-scend-ing,  bring  from  a  -  bove  Ech  -  oes    of 
hap-py  and  blest,  Watching  and  waiting,  look-ing    a-bove,  Filled  with  His 
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song.    Praising    my  Sav  -  ior      all     the  day     long;       This 
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sto  -  rv.  this  is  my   song,  Prais-ing  my  Sav -ior  all   the  day     long. 
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1.  The  har  •  rest  field    is  whit-'ning,     O,      reapers,  haste    a  -  way; 

2.  Heed  not  the  call  up  -  on  you,  Of  friends,  to  ease  and  fameji, 
8.  Who  go  -  eth  forth  and  weepeth,  And  beareth  pre-cious  seed;, 
4.  Then  stand  no  Ion  -  ger    i    -  die,      But  haste  with  Christ  to-day; 
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O,  tar  -  ry     not    till    evening,    Bnt    go     and  work    to  -  day. 
For  there  lies   just    be- fore    you,  Broad  fields  of    rip-'ning    grain. 
Shall  doubtless  come  re  -  joic  -  ing,     Lad  -  en  with  gold  -  en  sheaves. 
And  sow  thy    seed  with  weep-ing,  Christ  shall  himself      re  -  pay. 
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O.     hear    the  Mas  -  tor  say  -  ing,   "The     la  -  borers     are     few; 
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The  harvest    field      is 
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waiting,      Is    wait-ing    now    for   you." 
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1.1       had  wandered  off   from  heaven,  On   the   mountains  cold  and  gray,  When  I 
2.1       was  work-ing  in     the   tem-ple    With  the    Saviour    by     my  side,  Where  the 

3.  Ma-ny      ear  «Jy  friends  had  left  me.  While  the  vacant  room  and  choir,  Were  rc- 

4.  Then  I     saw  at  once  that    Je-sus  Could  be    bct-tcr  fcr    than  ell,    lie  could 

5.  So      I    heard  the  Sav-  iourcall-ing,  Come  thou  wea-ry  one       a-  Wry,  And  my 

-fee. 
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heard my  Saviour  call-ing    To  His  lost  sheep  far      a  -  way;  How  I    list-ened  as  the 
mul  -  ti-tude  as-seuibled,  In  its    mis-er-  y       and  pride;  Glancing  upward  from  my 
m;nd-ers    of    thepri-ces     I    had  paid  down  to       be  there,  I     was  brooding  o'er  my 
light-en      up  the  pathway,  Could  surround  me  like  a  wall;    He  could  take  the  place  of 
an-  swer  quickly  followed,  Lord,  I'm  coming  home  to-day;    Now  His  lov-ing  arms  are 
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teardrops  Coursed  ad  own  like  falling  rain,  While  His  tender  words  of  promise,  Made  my 
labor  I  just  caught  His  distant  smile, "You  have  placed  your  work  between  us,  Come  and 
loss-es,  When  the  Sav-iour  spoke    to   me,  "You  have  let  your  sorrows  set-tie,  Like  a 
loved  ones,  Wipe  the  falling  tears  a  -  way,  Turn  my  sor-row  in  -  to  laughter,  Change  the 
round  me,  And  my  head  is  on    His  breast,  While  1  catch  His  faintest  whisper,  And  my 
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wand'rer,  Nor  how  fj.r  h^'s  gone    a  -  stray,  Who-so  -  ev  -  er  quiek-ly  comcth,  I 
Fine. 
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spir-it  glad    a-gain. 
talk  with  me   a-while." 
cloud  'tween  me  nnd  thee.  "Come,  oh,  come  to  me,  said  Jesus,  Come  and  I  will  give  you 
night-tide  in-to  day. 
spir-it       is    at_rcst. 
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com-fort  him  to-day. 
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Victor  Strange. 
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The  mercy  seat     Ioncebe-held,  While  lost  in  vision  sweet,  Its  won-droni 

I  saw  the  lame  there  made  to  walk,  The  blind  receive  their  sight,  The  deaf  wen  , 
For  every  woe  of  Adam's  race.    A  solace  blest  was  found,  In  this  dis- 
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scenes    un-par  -  aLl-eled,     No  language  can    re  peat;      I    saw 
blessed  with  ears  nn-stopped,  The  dumb  sang  with  delight;  There  pil-grima 
pen     -    sa  -  ry    of  grace.  Where  mercy  doth  abound;  O,    that      a 
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lost  of  earth  come  there,  From  folly  s  field  astray,  And  as  they  raised  their 
tnned  their  heavenly  lay,  There  strength  to  souls  was  given,  On  eagles'  wings  to 
world,  from  God  estranged,  Would  seek  for  suc-cor  here,  Then  far  as  ancient 
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humble  prayer.  Their  guilt  was  swept  away,  -Their  guilt  was  swept  a- way. 
soar  a  way,  And  range  the  plains  of  beaten, And  range  the  plains  of  heaven. 
d,  ffonld  beaten  on  earth  appear,  Would  beaten  on  earth  appear. 
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£be  IReecuefc  Sailors* 


A  vessel  was  wrecked  in  an  ocean  storm,  just  in  sight  of  shore.  A  young  man.  against 
the  pleadings  of  his  mother,  went  to  rescue  two  men,  the  only  surviving  ones  in  sight.  To 
bis  surprise,  he  found  his  long  lost  father  and  brother,  and  brought  them  safely  to  shore. 


Thomas  H.  Nelson. 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 


1.  See  two  sailors  brave  -  ly  battling  With  the  an-gry  thund' ring  waves, 

2.  "No  my  son,"  his  moth-er  answered,  "Do  not  break  my  widowed  heart, 

3.  But   he  was  not      to    be  thwarted,  So  he  sprang  into  the  boat, 

4.  See  he's  reached  the  wreck  in  safe-ty,  Now  he  takes  the  men  on  board, 
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That  had  wrecked  their  no  -  ble  vessel,  And  had  made  their  comrades'  graves; 
You  are   all       I     have    to  live  for,  And  you  must  not  from  me  part; 
Which  then  darted  thro'  the  breakers  At  each  strong  and  steady  stroke; 
For     it  seems  his    boat  is  guarded,  By     the    an  -  gel    of    the    Lord. 
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"Heaven  help  them,"  cried  a  watcher,  As  the  crowd  surged  to  and  fro, 
Your  dear  fath-er   and  your  brother,  Went  to  sea    in  years  long  fled, 
Ev'  -  ry  heart  was  raised  to  heaven,  Ev'  •  ry  watcher  held  his  breath, 
Now  he   has   her   head-ed   ihoreward  While  the  white-capped  bil- lows  roar, 
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I     must  try   to  save  those  sailors,  Tho'    I   per  -  ish,    I   must  go. 
And    have  not  returned  nor  will  they,  Till  the  sea  gives  up  her  dead." 
While   the  boat  sped  on  in   safe  -  ty,  O'er  that  an  -  gry  gulf  of  death. 
And    sus-pense  controls  the  watchers,  Eag-er  gaz  -  ing  from  the  shore. 
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ftbe  IReecuefc  Sailore—ConciufccD. 

Chorus. 


To     the   res-cue!    To  the   rescue!  Take  the  life-boat,  haste  a-way! 


SMp  -  wrecked  souls  your  friend  or  brother,  Soon  will  sink  beneath  the  breakers  thro'  de-lay. 


5.  Hark !  the  boy  is  shouting  homeward 
In  a  voice  both  strong  and  shrill ; 
[  have  saved  them,  its  my  father 
And  my  long  lost  brother  Will. 
They  were  just  about  to  perish 
And  their  hopes  had  well  nigh  fled, 
But  the  Lord  has  blest  my  efforts 
And  the  sea  gives  up  her  dead. 


6.  Thus  on  sin's  most  stormy  ocean 
Where  the  breakers  loudly  roar. 
There  are  many  ship-wrecked  sailors 
Drowning  full  in  sight  of  shore, 
Who  will  volunteer  to  save  them, 
They're  your  brother,  father,  friend; 
God  will  bless  your  noble  effort 
And  will  crown  you  in  the  end. 
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D.  C. 


1 .  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flow"d 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure; 

Save  from  wrath,  and  make  me  pure. 

2.  Could  my  tears  forever  flow — 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 


Thou  must  save  and  thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 

3.  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  Throne — 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee 


OTonfcerful  fl>eace. 


W.  D.  Cornell..     Alt. 
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Far     a,  -  way      in    the  depths  of    my    spir  -  it     to-night,   Rolls   a 
What  a  treas  -  ure     1     have    in  this  won-  der-ful  peace,    Bur-ied 
I       a.  in   rest-ing  to-night    in  this  won  der  -  ful  peace,    Rest-ing 
And  me-thinks  when  1     rise     to  that   Git  -  y       of  peace.  Where  the 
Ah!         soul,    are  you   here  with-out  com- fort    or    rest,  Mafch-ing 


mel  -  o-dy  sweet- er  than   psalm;     In    ce  -  les  -  tial  like  strains  it  un- 
deep  in  the  heart   of    my     soul;        So   se- cure  that  no    pow  -  er  can 
sweet- ly  in     Je  -  sus'  con-  troi;        For  I'm  kept  from  all   dan  -  ger  by 
Au  -  thor  of  peace     I    shall   see.        That  one  strain  of  the  song  which  the 
down  the  rough  pathway  of     time?       Make     .le  -  sns  your  friend  ere  the 


ng  -  ly  falls      O'er  my   soul 
mine  it      a-  way.  While  the  year 
night  and  by   day.      And  His   glo  -  ry 
ran  somed  will  ship-.     In  that  heav  -  en 
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Peace!  peace!  Wonderful  peace,  Coming  down  from  the  Father  a-bove;  Sweep 
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1.  What  have  I    on  earth    to  boast    of  ?  Why  are  gifts  so  glorious  mine? 
2     Je  •  sus  <lied,  the  God-life  bring-ing;    Jesus  wept,  my  tears  to   stay; 

8.  He  whs  poor   to  give    me  treas-ure,   He  was  slave  to  make  me  king; 

4.  Have  i    joy, 'twas  sor-row  bought  it;  Have  I  pow'r,  or  grace,  or   l3ve? 
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God  and  heav'naml     the  heir  of;  Why  dost  thon,Lora,cmim  me  thine t 
Je  -  sus  groaned  to  give  me  singing;  Bore  hell's  night  to  give  me    da  v. 
He  was  hat  -  ed  with-out   measure,  Heaven's  love   to  me      to     bring. 
Have  I  wealth, 'twas  Jesus  brought  it  Down  to  me  from  heav'n  a   bove. 
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Je-sus  hung  on  Calvary's  mountain,  Cried  and  groaned,  and  bled  for  me; 
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5  Harkl  I  hear  'mid  every  pleasure, 
Sounds  of  Calvary's  mournful  night, 

And  behold  by  every  treasure, 
Calvary's  cross  appears  in  sight. 
Copyright,  18M,  by  Vivian  A.  Dak*. 


6  Where,  then, where  is  room  for  boasting; 

In  the  sight  of  Calvary's  cross? 
In  the  blood  alone  I'm  trusting, 

Counting  other  gaing  but  loss. 
Owned  by  T.  H.  Nelson. 
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l?e  Moult)  mot. 


Victor  Strange. 


Evangel,. 
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1.  I    left      my  home   in  heav 

2.  From  Bethlehem's  lowly  man 

3.  How  oft      beneath    my  shad 

4.  I      of-  fered  thee  the    shel 

5.  The  Spir  -  it    long  has  striv 

6.  And  when    e  -  ter  -  nal    sad  - 


-  en,     And  came  to  earth  for  thee, 

-  ger,  To  Calvary's  bloodstained  tree, 

-  ow  Would  I    have  gathered  thee, 

-  ter  Of  my  protect  -  ing  wing, 
•  en  With  thy  re  -  bel-lious  heart; 
ness    Has  seized  up  -  on     thy    soul; 
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That  ye  might    be 

I     was    an      out 

And  saved  from  ev 

And  with    it       all 

Ye  would  not    be 

O,  then  you'll  see 


for  -  giv  -  en, 

cast  stranger, 
'ry    sor  •  row, 
the     rapt  iue 
for  -  giv  -  en, 
the  mad -ness, 
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And  from  the  curse  set 
And     it      was  all      for 
If     ye     had  come  to 
Of  which  the  ransomed 
And     I     must  now    de  - 
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Ye  would  not  be    made  whole. 
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Ye  would  not,     ye  would  not,  And  now     ye     can  -  not  come; 
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Behold,  your  house  is  dea  -  o-  late.   And  mer-cy    now    has  flown. 
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mo  face  Xike  tbine. 


Vivian  A.  Daks. 
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1.  No  face  like  thine  my  Sav  -  ior,  Fair  as    the  HI    -   y      white; 

2.  No  face  like  thine  my  Sav-  ior,  More  marred  than  any     spin, 

3.  No  face  like  thine  my  Sav-  ior,  Brighter  than  noon-day     sun; 
4  No  face  like  thine  my  Sav -ior,     O,  Maj-es  -  ty        di  -   vine; 
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A  -  mid  the  throng   that  drifts  along,  Shedding  a  henvn-ly     light. 

By  crown  of  thorn  and  Calv'ry's  morn,  The  heav'ns  and  earth  between 
For  saints,  'tis  light — for  sinners  night,  With  work  of  j  udgment  done. 
No  sun,    no  moon,  but  Christ  a-lone;  Of  heav'n.the  light  sub  -  lime. 
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I    shall  see    his  glo-rkms  face,      I     shall  see      his  glorious  face; 
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And  gaze  up  -  on    it       ev  -  er-more,  My  Sav-ior's  glorious  face. 
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From  Free  Methodist. 


Fannie  Birdsali. 
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1.  What  if  vour  own  were  starving,       Fainting  with  fam-ine,  pain, 

2.  What  it'  your  own  were  thirsting',  And  never       a   drop  would  gain, 

3.  What  if  your  own  were  darkened,       Without  one  cheering     ray, 

4.  What  if  your  own  were  prisoned,       Far     in     a     hostile     land, 
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And  you  should  know  where  golden  grow,  Rich  fruits  and  ripened  grain; 
And  you  could  tell  where  a  sparkling  well    Poured  forth  me-lo-dious     rain ; 
And  you  a-lone  could  show  where  shone  The  pure,  sweet  light  of  day; 
And  the    on-ly    key  to  set  them  free  Was  held  at  your  com  -  mand 


_____ j, — \-m- 

____zzi-_dzE: 


S    fc    .» 

— N — [W-F- 

-# — #-4i „» #  — 

—$^v — H 1 — l * — 


1- 


^ 


m 


-IV 


*    '  ■•■  i  -^  r 

Woult  you  hear  their  wail  as  a  thrice-told  talc,  And  turn  to  your  feast  a  gain? 
Would  you  turn  aside  while  they  gasped  and  died,  And  leave  them  to  their  pain? 
Would  you  leave  them  there  in  their  dark  despair,  And  sing  on  your  sun-lit  way? 
Would  you  breathe  free  air  while  they  stifled  there,  And  wait  and  fold  your  hands? 
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Chorus. 


They  are  Christ's     own,  They  are  your  own, 

They  are  Christ's  own,  They  are  your  own, 
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Soon  will  their  hopes  be  flown, 


cue  them  ere  they're  gone. 

they're  gore.. 


Urn  Coming  (Row  to  3esus. 

Fannie  Birdsall. 
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1.  I'm     coin  -  ing  now  to  Je-sus, 

2.  I've  wandered  far  from  Je-sus, 

3.  I     give     up    al'.     for  Je-sus, 

4.  My       all       I    now   surrender, 


With    all    my  sin    and  guilt; 
And  found  no  rest  -  ing   place; 
I    leave   the  world  be  -  hind ; 
No    will     to    have  but   Thine;; 
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And  tho       I     am       unworthy,  For     me    thy  blood  was  spilt. 

I'm    com-ing  Lord,  re-pent-ing,  And    plead-ing   for     thy   grace. 

I'll  fol-low  where  thou  leadest,  0,     Lord     I     will     be  thine. 

I    praise  the  Lord  for  -  ev -er,  The  price  -  less  pearl    is     mine. 
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Savior,  UMfce  tlbou  flDe, 


Thomas  H.  Nelson. 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 


i.  When  the  brightest  rajs  are  falling,  Sweetly  on  life's  placid  sea; 

2.  When  my  peace  flows  like  a    ri  -  ver,   And  my  heart  from  care  is  free; 

3.  When  earth's  dearest  ties  are  break-ing,  And  through  blinding  tears  I  see; 

4.  Then  my  toil  on  earth  is  end-ing,  And  death's  chilly  stream  I  see; 
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Or      in    tempests  most  ap-pall-ing,  Je-sus,  Savior,  hide  thou  me. 

Or  fond  hopes  be  crushed  for-ev-er,     Je-sus,  Sa-vior,  hide  thou  me. 

Or  whengladest  songs  are  waking,  Je-sus,  Sa-vior,  hide  thou  me. 

And  the  gloom's  with  glory  blending,  Je-sus,  Sa-vior,  hide  thou  me. 
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While    I    turn    life's  checkered  pages,  And  the  storm  a-bout   me 
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ra   -    ges,    In  Thy  cleft,    0,  Rock  of    a  -  ges,  Hide  Thou  me. 
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0ot>  16  Calling. 


Maroni  Fletcher. 


Fannie  Birdsall. 
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1.  Will  you  heed  the  solemn  warning.  Sent  in  mercy  Irom  a  -  bove? 

2.  Turn    ye  not  away  in       sorrow.  Waiting  till    another  day; 

3.  More  convenient  time  n&  er  cometh  Than  this  God  appointed  hour; 

4.  Ma  -  ny  are  the  millions  lying  In  the  depths  of  endless  night; 

5.  Turnyettun   while  God  is  calling,  Come  repenting  to  Him  now; 
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Turn  from  sin,  no  longer  scorning,  Je  -  sus  offered  peace  and  love. 

You've  no  promise  of  to  -  morrow,  In  your  sins  no  long  -  er  stay. 

This  alone  to  thee  be  -  longeth,  Break  away  from  Satan's  power. 

Living,  yet  for  -  e  -  ver  dying,  Far  from  Heaven's  holy  light. 

Hear  the  words  of  welcome  falling,  Come!  before  Him  humbly  bow. 
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Chorus. 


God    is  cal  -  ling  thee  tonight,  Calls  from  darkness       in -to  light; 
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Come,  O,  come  while  there  is  time;  God's  appointed  hour  is  thine. 
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Yrruui  A.  Dakx. 
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1.  Take  the  world  with  its     fol  -  lies    and  rich  -  '*,  All    its 

2.  While  my  heart-strings  are  breaking     a  -  sun  -  der,  And  I 

8.    All  that  fame    or    that    plea-sure    can  of   -   fer,  All  that 

4.      I    now  glad  -  ly    give    up      all      to    Je  -    sus,  Take  the 
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pleasures    I've    count  ed    but  dross; 

tear-  ful - ly     gaze     on     the  dead; 

wealth  or  that    hon  -   or    can  buy; 

cross,   die  the  death    to     the  world; 
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And  the  dread     of    the 

From  the  wreck   of    my 

All,  yea  all,     that  I've 

Sep  -a    -  ra  -  tion,  the 
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to-mor  -  row,  Mock  its  joys,  turn  its  gains  all   to    loss, 
am  -  bi  -  tion,     To  my  Je    -    sus  for  ref-uge  I've  fled, 
my  time -life,    Gladly  goes,      on  his  cross,  let  them  die. 
I    her  -  aid,     O'er  the  cross     is  that  mot- to    un-furled. 
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Farewell,  my    sin  -  ful  pleas-ures,   Fare-well,  my  comrades  all; 
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Farewell,  my  earthly  treas  ures,       I 
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Bnotber  J])ear  jfov  3esu6. 


Francis  Havergal. 


Fannie  Birdsali,. 


1.  An  -  other  year  is    dawning.  Dear  Fa  -  ther,  let  it        be; 

2.  An  -  other  year  of    mercies.    Of  faith  -  ful-ness  and  grace; 

3.  An  -  other  year  of  pro  -  gress,    An  -  other    year  of  praise; 

4.  An  -  other  year  of   ser  -  vice,    Of    wit  -  ness  for  Thy  love; 

5.  An  -  other  year  is    dawning.  Dear  Fa  -  tlier,  let  it       be; 
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In  wor  -  king  or  in  wait  -  ing,  An  -  other  year  for  Thee. 
An  -  o  -  ther  year  of  gladness,  In  the  shining  of  Thy  face. 
Ad  -  o  -  ther  year  of  proving  Thy  presence  "all  the  days." 
Ail.  -  o  -  ther  year  of  training,  For  holier  work  a  -  bove. 
On  earth,  or  else  in  Heaven,  An  -  o-  ther  year  for  Thee! 
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1  Servant  of  God,  well  done! 

Thy  glorious  warfare  past; 
The  battle's  fought,  the  race  is  won, 

And  thou  art  crowned  at  last, 


2  Of  all  thy  heart's  desire 
Triumphantly  possessed ; 

Lodged  by  the  ministerial  ehol 
In  my  Redeemer's  breast. 

3  With  saints  enthroned  on  high, 
Thou  dost  thy  Lord  proclaim, 

And  still  to  God  salvation  cry, 
Salvation  to  the  lamb ! 
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With  expression. 


Fannie  Hibdsali.. 
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1.  All  peace   de-part-ed   from.mv   life,    The  flay  my  darling  fell;     Now 

2.  The  wine-cup  stood  with-in  his  path.  The  broth-el  opened  wide;     He 

3.  iVly  hopes  were  golden   as    the  curls  l'h. id  wreathed  his  noble  brow;  But 

4.  Tho'  blast-  ed  as  my  fondest  dreams,  His  aims  and  hopes  now  lie.  I'd 

5  Christ  saved  the  poor  de-mnu  -  i  -  ac  From  Sa-tan  and  from  sin;  Christ 
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lil  -  ies  bloom  up-on  my  cheeks,  Where  ros-es  used  to  dwell.  So 

drank,  and  th«n,  oh,  dieadful  tho't!  My  darling  stepped  aside;  My 

crushed  is  my  poor  bleeding  heart.  As  all  tuose  vi-sions  now.  Shame 

take  him    to   my    bos  -  om   yet.  My    love  cannev-er  die.  1 

al  -  so  saved  the  Mas-  da-  leue.  And  Christ  can  ran-som  him.  Hope 
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true,  so  brave,  so  in  -  no  cent.  He  was  his  mother's  joy; 
bleeding  heart,  my  scalding  tears.  In  grief  without  al  -  loy, 
on  the  State  that  le  -  gal-izcd  The  ru  -  in  -  ous  de  -.coy, 
can-  not  bear  to  see  my  son  Be-come  a  dev-il"s  toy; 
lin  gers  round  this  blessed  fact.  May  naught  her  smiles  destroy, 
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heav  -  en,  give    me     back     a  -  gain  My  boy, 

keen  -  ly  what   has      fol  -  lowed  for     My  boy, 

filled    his  life    with  wretch-ed  -  ness,   My  boy, 

God    and  moth  -  er    bring  him    back,  My  boy. 

God  shall  give    me    back      a  -  gain,    My  boy. 


my 
my 
my 
my 
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boy. 
boy. 
boy. 
boy. 
boy. 
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Search  for  rnv  wayward,  wand'ring  boy;  Tell  him  in  Christ  there's  peace  and  j-  y: 
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To  God  and  mother  bring  him  back,  My  boy,  my  boy. 

My  boy,  my  wand'ring  boy. 
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1.  Weep  for  the  wayward  throng:, V/ho  wander  far  from  God ;  Charmed  by  the  tempter' 3 

2.  Sigh  for  the  sufr'ring  hosts, Who  mourn  o'er  mem'ries  fled;  Who  weep  for  loved  op.es 

3.  Call  to  the  Lord  for  aid, Then  strike  with  all  thy  might;  Of  all  that's  wrong  be 
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si-  ren  song,  Tow'rd  folly's  dread  a  -  bode.  1 
long  since  lost,  Tho'  living,  worse  than  dead.  >•  Wake  to  your  duty, all,  Tho 
not      a-fraid;  God  will  de-fend  the  right.  J 
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foe  is  at  our  door;  Strike, you  shall  see  the  giants  fall,  Now. as  in  days  of  yore. 
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May  be  sung  as  a  Solo  and  Chorus. 


W.  A.    WlLltAMS. 
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i     en-tered  once      a  home  of  care,    For  age  and  pen  -   u  -  ry  were 
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I  stood  be  -  side      a    dy  -  ing  bed,  Where  lay  a  child  with  ach-ing 
I   saw  the  mar  -  tyr    at    the  stake;  The  flames  could  not  his  courage 
I   saw  the  gos  -  pel  her -aid   go      To  Afric's  sand  and  Greenland  e 
5.  Then  come  to  Christ,  "oh,  come  to-day!"  The  Fa-ther,  Son    and  Spir-it 
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shake, 
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say, 
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Yet  peace  and  joy  with- al;      I   asked  the  lone  -   ly    moth-er 
Wait-ing  for  Je  -  sus'   call;    I  marked  his  smile,  'twas  sweet  as 
Nor  death  his  soul  ap  -  pall ;  I  asked  him  whence  his  strength  was 
To  save  from  Satan's  thrall;  Nor  home  nor  life  he  count  -  ed 
The  Bride  re  -  peats  the  call;    For  he  will  cleanse  your  guilt  -  y 
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whence  Her  helpless  wid-owhood's  de-fence;  She  told  me  '"Christ  was  all." 
May,  And  as  his  ?pir  -  it  passed  a-way,  He  whispered  "Christ  is  all." 
giv'n,  He  looked  tri-umphant-  ly  to  heav'n,  And  answered  "Christ  is  all." 
dear,  'Midst  want  and  per-ils  owned  no  fear,  He  felt  that  "Christ  is  all." 
stains.  His  love  wiU  soothe  your  weary  pains,  For    "Christ   is  all   in    all." 
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Chorus 


Christ  is  all.  all   in  all. Yes. Christ  is  all  in  all:      ^  es. Christ  is  all  in  all 
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Ibe  Ibtfcetb  fll>$  Soul. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
Allegretto. 


WM.  J.  KlRKFATRICK. 
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1.  A       won  -  der-  ful  Sav-ior     is     Je  -  sus,  my  Lord,   A   won-der-ful 

2.  A       won  -  der- ful  Sav-ior     is    Je  -  sus,  my  Lord,  He  tak  -  eth   my 

3.  Withnum-ber-less  blessings  each  moment  He  crowns,  And,  filled  with  His 

4.  When  clothed  in  His  brightness  transported  T      rise    To  meet  Him  in 
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He  hid- eth  my  soul    in    the  cleft  of  the  rock. 
Hehold-ethme    up,  and    I    shall  not  be  moved, 
I    sing  in  my  rap-  ture,  0,    glo  -  ry    to    God, 
His  per-fect  sal  -  va-tion,  His  won-der-  ful  love, 


Sav  -  ior    to      me, 
bur  -  den    a  -  way, 
ful  -  ness   di  -  vine, 
clouds  of  the     sky, 
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Where  riv-ers  of  pleasure  I      see. 
He  giv-eth  me  strength  as  my  day. 
For      such   a  Re-deemer  as  mine. 
I'll  shout  with  the  millions  on  hia-h. 


He  hideth  my  soul  in  the  cleft  of  the  rock 
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That  shadows  a  dry,  thirsty    land;  He  hideth  my  life  in  the  depths  of  His  love. 
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And  cov-ers  me  there  with  His  hand.    And  covers  me  there  with  His  hand 
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ttDe  propbet'0  Call. 


"It  asy  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him  deny  himself,  take  m» 
his  crews  and  follow  me." 


Thob.  H.  Nbuoh. 


Fannib  Birdsali* 
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1.  When  the  old  proph-et-io  man-tie  had  up  •  on  E  -  li  -  sha  fell, 
ft.  He  at  first  would  kiss  his  father,  and  his  mother  hid  fare -well, 
&       So     he    slew  and  boiled  his  ox  -  en     on  the  splinters  of  his  plow, 
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As   he    labored    in     the  field     be- hind      the    plow;  And  he 
But    E-    li  ~  jab.  said    that  road  would  lead    to     death;    And 
And    made  for  all      his  poor  •  er  friends  a       feast;    Leaving 
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felt    that  to        the    nations    he      the  trntb    of    God  must  tell, 

when     he  saw      his  shrinking  would  send  man  -  y  souls     to  bell, 

nought  but  bones  and  ash  -  es       to       be    tempted  back     to  dow, 
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He      appeared   to  shrink     tbe  cross       as    men      do        now, 
He     said   "No,     I'll      fol  -    low  God       till      lat  -    est      breath." 
Et  -  'ry  bridge  is  burned    and  God        a     noints  him      priest. 
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CHORUS. 
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Pow'r  to     heal      the    lep  -  er,     Pow'r     to    raise    the    dead, 
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Pow'r        to      fill         the    emp    -    ty    pots      with       oil; 
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waiting     for    the  worker    who     in      Je  -  ens'  steps  will  tread, 
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4  See  him  now — the  swelling  Jordan,  in  its  onward  course  is  stayed, 
And  the  hardened  piece  of  steel  is  made  to  swim; 
And  the  spring  of  bitter  water  with  a  cruse   of  salt  ie  healed. 
And  the  widow's  pots  with  oil  filled  to  the  brim. 

B  He,  the  Shunamite,  does  raise  to  life  and  Naaman's  leprous  spots, 
At  his  command,  the  Jordan  washes  cleau ; 
When  at  his  open  sephulcre  the  funeral  march  is  stopped 
His  bleaching  bones  revive  the  dead  again. 

6  You,  who.  would  have  Elisha's  power,  must  take  the  way  he  trod. 
Sell  that  thou  hast  and  give  it  to  the  poor; 

Leave  not  your  treasures  in  this  world  to  tempt  you  back  from  God. 
But  lay  them  up  on  heaven's  lasting  shore. 


Belle  Hbnrt. 
With  feeltng. 


pAtfttlB  BlRBsAlt. 


r>   fr  in   tv    is 


M 


g   5  rs4 


*z 


«i     J — «-J —  — t 1 — i 1 — " — * *  ■  m  *■ — ^-i- — 

j.1  j.  i  -rj-T=J-^^^*^^iS^3=SiJT-J 


1.  Out  in  the  darkness,  the  rain,  and  the  coid,   "Wanders  a  wom-an,  de  -  ject-cd  and  old; 


g§B 


=?=s= 


qr^p: 


m 


-*+■ 


±—p- 


-^=¥= 


-w»-w» 


ESEJB 


TZ- 


Wv^  cJJ~Xi^ 


m 


^J 


IN     IN      fc  N 


£ 


«=* 


-«=* 


-#-s- 


jfc-fc  ±3t: 


-N    is    n  .  r 


Q*=3t 


-N#- 


Sin's  fear-ful  pen  -  al-  ty  marring  her  face,    God's  precious  handiwork  robbed  of  its  grace. 
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2.  Wea  -  ri  -  ly  plodding  along  the  dark  street,  Stamping  to  warm  the  slow  blood  in  ner  feet; 
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Cursing  and  wailing,  "I  wish  I  were  dead! "  While  the  wind  toss'd  the  wet  hair  on  her  head. 
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3.  Hush!  in  the  dark. by  the  winds  borne  a -long,    Float  the  sweet  words  of  an 

4.  She    has  for-got-  ten  the  cold  and  the  rain,      She    on  -  ly  hears  in  her 
7.  Down  to  the  earth  fell  her  wea  -  ry  old  head,     And    in  the  morn-ing  they 
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old-1'aah-ioned  song; "'But  none    of    the  ran 
sor-row  and   pain;  "'Out     in      the  des  -  ert 
found  her  there  dead -/'And  the  an  -    gel 
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somed      ev    -    er  knew, 
He        heard     its     cry, 
oed    a-round    the  throne, 
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How  dark   was     the     night      the    Lord  passed  thro', "Lord  passed  thro'.' 

Sick      and         help- less  and   read-y   to     die,      read-y   to    die." 
Re  -  joice,    tor    the      Lord    brings   back    Iiis   own,'1  back   His  own.'' 


_«. 


-#- 

:zt: 


ff ® h— 


-•-    -*-    -•-  _ 

-l f -« 

-I 1 1 ] 


")    Finn  gry  and  fro  -  zen  she  falls  in  the  street.  While  the  tears  flow  down  her 
&  •"Long  have  I  trav-eled'  the  broad  way  of  sin,         1      am   not  wor-thy    Thy 
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en  cheek;  Faint- ly     she  whis-pers : "Christ,    it     is      1!.. 

to   win;      But   I'm   the   lost   one,      God,    hear  my    cry!, 
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D.  S.  for  7th  verse. 
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Isaac  Watts. 


Pauline  Ryder. 
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1.  Am      I        a     sol-dier    of     the  cross,    A    follower     of    the  Lamb 

2.  Must    I       be    car-ried     to     the  skies,  On    flow-'ry  beds    of   east, 

3.  Since  I     must  fight  if     I  should  reign,  In  -  crease  my  courage,  Lord  ; 

4.  Thy  saints  in    all    this    glo-rious  war,  Shall  con-quer  tho' they  die; 
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And    shall     I    fear      to     own  his  cause,    Or   blush  to  speak  his  name? 
While  oth-ers  fought  to     win   the  prize,  And  sailed  thro' bloody   seas? 
I'll    bear    the    toil,    en  -  dure  the  pain,  Sup-port- ed    by     thy  word. 
They   see  their  tri-umph  from    a  -  far,     By    faith  they  bring  it   nigh. 
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CHORUS 


Praise  the  Lord!         Praise  the  Lord!         We  shall  conquerthro'  the  blood; 
Praise  the  Lord!         Praise  the  Lord! 
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Tho'  thefisht'be  long  And  the  foe  be  strong, We  shall  singthe  victor's  song. 
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In  memory  of  Rev.  V.  A.  Dake,  originator  of  Pentecost  Bands, 

who  died  on  a  return  missionary  tour  from   Monrovia,  Africa, 

and  was  buried  in  Sierra  Leone. 


T.  H.  Nelson. 

With  Feeling. 


Flora  Birdsall  NeLson. 
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Rest,  laborer,  rest, 
The  prize  is  thine  at  last, 

On_ Jesus'  breast 
Thou  dost  forget  the  past; 

Safe  from  the  strife  of  tongues, 

Join  in  the  seraphs'  songs. 

Rest,  toiler,  rest, 

Thy  burden's  laid  aside, 
In  white  robes  dressed 

Beyond  death's  chilling  tide, 
Safe  from  the  darts  of  hell, 
With  all  the  blood-washed  dwell. 

Rest,  reaper,  rest, 

The  sweat  that  damped  thy  brow 
When  h   rvest  pressed, 

Is  changed  to  glory  now; 
From  whitened  fields  of  sin, 
Thy  sheaves  are  coning  in. 


Rest,  pilgrim,  rest. 

Thy  weary  march  is  o'er; 
None  may  molest 

On  that  effulgent  shore; 
Thy  race,  at  last,  is  run, 
Thy  arduous  task  is  done. 

Rest,  warrior,  rest, 

Thine  armor  thrown  aside. 
The  victor's  crest 

By  hands  once  crucified, 
Is  laid  upon  thv  brow — 
No  need  of  armor  now. 

Rest,  martyr,  rest, 

Where  shines  eternal  day; 
For  souls  oppressed, 

Thy  life  was  worn  awav; 
Though  some:  may  sav  'Twas  wrong,' 
The  master  says:  "Well  done!" 


For  funeral  occasions  first  and  last  stanzas  may  be  omitted. 
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Beautiful  IRobes. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 

u.  Not  too  fast. 
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1.  We  shall  walk  witli  Him  in  white,  In  that  country  pure  and  bright, Where  shall 

2.  We  shall  walk  with  Him  in  white,  Where  faith  yields  to  blissful  sight,  When  the 

3.  We  shall  walk  with  Him  in  white, By  the  fountains  of  de-light,  Where  the 
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ter  naught  that  may  de  -  file;  Where  the  day-beam  ne'er  de- 
fy of  the  King  we  see;  Hold  -  ing  con  -  verse  full  and 
His  ransomed  ones  shall  lead;  For  His  blood  shall  wash  eax:n 
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sweet, 
stain, 
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For  the  blessed  light  that  shines  Is  the   glo  -  ry  of  the  Sav-ior's  simile. 

In    a    fel-low-ship  com-plete;  Wak-ing  songs  of  ho  -  ly   niel  -  o  -  dy. 

Till   no  spot  of    sin  re-main.  And  the  soul  for-ev  -  er-more  is  freed. 

a  #  B-i — 0-T0- — 0 0- — 0 — 0 0- — 0 — r»- — w. — 0-: — t — ! — 


^ 


* 


-g-g- 


1 


%=*c 


r 
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Beau       -       ti  -  ful  robes Beau      -      ti-ful    robes. 

Beautiful  robes,       beautiful  robes,  Beautiful  robes,        beautiful 


•obes. 


Beau         -         ti-ful  robes        we        then  shall  wear, 

Beautiful  robes   we  then  shall  wear,  Beau-ti-ful  robes  we  then  shall 


wear, 
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Beautiful  IRobes— Concludes. 
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Gar    -     ments  of  light, Love     -     -      ly  and    bright, 

Garments  of  1  ight,  garments  of  light,  Lovely  and  bright,       lovely  and  bright, 
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Walk-inar  with  Je  -  sus    in  white,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  robes     we    shall  wear. 
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Come,  JJ?e  Disconsolate. 


Thomas  Moore,  alt.,  and  Thomas  Hastings. 


Samuel  Webbe. 
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1.  Come,  ye    dis-con  -  so-late, 

2.  Joy       of    the    des   -  o-  late, 

3.  Here  see  the  bread    of  life; 
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Ian  guish;  Come  to  the 
stray-ing,  Hope  of  the 
flow  -  ing    Forth  from  the 
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see      wa-ters 

i 


Sii 


3 


s 


-P-* 


£ — r— h — r 


-r— trk 


pen   - 

throne 


cy  -  seat,     fer  -  vent  -  ly  kneel ;  Here  bring  your  wound  -  ed  hearts, 
i  -  tent,    fade  -  less  and  pure.  Here  speaks  the    Com  -  fort  -  er, 
of  God,    pure  from    a  -  bove;   Come      to    the    feast     of    love; 
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here    tell  your  an-guish;    Earth  has  no  sor-row  that  heav'n  can-not  heal 
ten  -  der- ly      say -ing,  "Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heav'n  can-not  cure." 
come,  ev  -  er    know-ing      Earth  has  no  sor-row  but  heav'n  can  re-move. 
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Xost  in  Sigbt  of  Ibome. 


V.   A.  D. 

\1  lih    expression. 


May  b«  aong  am  a  Sola. 


Viviah   A.   DlH 


•<S>- 

1.  Long  ia     far    off    countries    Has    the  good  ship  been;      Man  -    y 

2.  Fieicely  roars  the  tempest.  Round  a  help-less  bark,  Struggling 
8.  Souls  of  men  who  tri  -  fie  With  e-  ter  •  ual  things  Think  ing 
4.  Seen  are  heaven  s  coast-lines,    But    the     furious   gale    .  Beats      in 


storm  waves  breasted, 

with     the     break  era, 

not      of      dan     ger, 


Man  -  y   dangers  seen;     Now  all  hearts  a*~l 
And  the  storm  clouds  dark :  Hope  from  ev-'ry 
Till      it    lurking  springs.  -See  yonrdoom  fore- 


hope  -  fnl.  Dis  tant  shore  lines  loom,  And  all  tongues  are  sing  ■  ing, 
bos  -  oiu  Ev  er  more  is  gone;  Loud  the  breakers  thunder, 
shadowed.  Unwarn  d  shall  it  come,  And  the  mournful  end  -  ing, 
sor     row   From  the  lost  ones  come.  Mutt'riug  thunders     ech     -    o, 

*  0      ■        -0  .*-  ■*  *>  -0      •        -»  »-  -0- 


^  ^  CHItKI'S.P 

-*-    — = *■ '      ■ — *— .a* — w~~. — it —    a-" ' 


J 


m 


"Home,  in  sit^ht  of  home." 

•  Lost    in  sight  of  home  "    Sad.  indeed  to      perish,  While  we  dis  tant 

"Lost    in  si^ht  of  home?" 

"Lost    in  sight  of  home." 


roam.  Sad    der 
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for 
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Lost 

in 
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of  home 
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jjbcanng  ane  arose. 
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1.  Je  -   sus,  I     my  cross  have  ta  -  ken,  All  to  leave,  and  lol-low  thee; 

2.  Per  -  ish  ev  -  'ry   fond  am  -  bi-tion,  All  I've  sought,  or  honed,  or  known; 

3.  Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure,  Come,  dis-as-ter,   toil    or  pain; 

4.  I  have  called  Thee  "Ab-ba,  Fa-ther;"  1    have  set  mv  heart  on  Thee; 
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Na  -  ked.  poor,  despised,  fcr-sak  -  en,  Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be. 
Yet  how  rich   is    my  con  -  di-tion!  God  and  heav'nare  still   my  own. 
In     Thy  serv-ice,  pain  is  pleas  ure.  With  Thy  fa  -  vor,     loss     is  gain. 
Storms  may  howl,  and  ciouds  may  gather,  AH  must  work  for   good    to   me. 
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I    will  fol      -      low  Thee,     I    will   fol      -     low  Thee,     For  Thy 
1  will  fol-lowThee,  I  will  fol-low  Thee. 
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love  has  won  my  heart        from  me;   face    I  long   to  see. 

has  won  my  heart  from  me,  Thy  face  1  long  to  see. 
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Mrs.  E.  (J.  Ellsworth 
Solo. 


W.  Warren  Bently. 
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1.  Once  he    was  so  bright  and  fair,     Glad,  and   light,     and  free; 

2.  Once  he    was  so  brave  and  true,  Shunned  the  tempt  -  er's  pow'r; 

3.  Once  he    was  my    on  -  ly    hope,  Source  of      joy        and  pride; 

4.  Tell  him,  tho'  he's  wandered  far,      Love    can    nev    -    er     die; 


ft* 
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Filled  my     soul     with  peace  and     joy,      Life    was  dear    to      me; 
Once    for    right      he    firm  -  ly     stood,     Till    that  dread-ful    hour; 
Then     I  thought  that  love  might  clasp,    Hold  him    to      my    side; 
Lives    ir.    hope      of    his       re  -  turn,  Looks  with  pa  -  tient    eye; 
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But      he     took      the    fa  -   tal    glass  —  Twas  a     fleet  -  ing    joy — 
Bright  and  spark  -  ling  was    the      cup,  Seemed  without       al  -  loy; 
But      to  -  day      my  boy    for  -  sakes   Home  with  all       its     joy; 
Lov  -  ing  hearts  have  plead  -ed      long,  Prayed  for  light    and    joy, 


Drank,  and  lo,  the  hand      of   death  Grasped  my   dar  -  ling  boy. 

Fair  the  hand  that  cap  -  tive    led        My     poor  wand'ring  boy. 

Far     in   sin  he's  wand'ring  now;     Save,      oh,  save     my   boy! 

Keeping  still  a     wel  -  come  there     For      the  wand'ring  boy. 


Chohus. 
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Save      the  boy!       save 

the   boy!     Heav'n 

will  ring 
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joy; 
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O  my  cross!  My  dreaded  crossl     Oil  which  I    die     to  live, 

0  my  cross!  My  helpful  cross!     I      glad  -  ly  bear. and  lo! 

O  my  crossl  My  conq  rime  crossl    By  thee  I've    overcome, 

O  my  crossl  Not  thine.but  mine;  I     clasp  thee  to  my  breast, 

O  my  crossl  My  toil  soon  o'er,     Shall  nev-er     be    forgot; 


I     take  my  cross,  Count  all  else  loss,  And  life    divine      receive. 
With  wings   I    rise,    Up      to  the  skies,  My  cross,  it    lifts    me    so. 
With     victor's  shout,  The  earth  a-bout,      I      fly    till  work  is    done 
And  naught  shall  part  Thee  from  my  heart,  Till  I  with  thee  shall   rest. 
By  thee,  thro' pain,  Rich  joys  I    gain,     A  crown  shall  be  my    lot. 
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Oh!  with  joy 
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cross,                      Count  earth's 
I'll  bear  the  cross, 
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good     but     worth     less  dross;     Fal  -  ter  nev  -  er,  .    Triumph 

Falter  never, 
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ev  •    er Seize  my  crown — great  gain  for      loss. 

Triumph  ev   -  er, 
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T.  a.  Nblsoh. 


Victoria. 
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The    Sav  -    ior      is      lead  -  ing 

Mid  scenes     of     con  -  fns  -    ion, 

T ho' with  crosses    and    loss  -     es. 


me, 

of 

my 


glo   -  ri   -  ons  thought, 
car  -  nage  and  blood, 
path-way     be   strewn. 
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This    bless  -  inu      for     me      by      his        blood    has  been  bought; 
Where  plague  and  where  pes  •  ti  -  lence     sweep   like      a      flood; 
And   afflic  -  tions  dark    night  set  •  tie        down      on      my    noon; 
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My        soul         i^       at      rest        in 
Or  where  per  -  fume   of  flow  rs  does 
Tho'  my    riv    -     er        of     peace  may 


his  glo  -  ri  -  ons  will, 
the  at  -  mos  phere  fill, 
be    dried   to        a      rill, 
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me  still 
me  still 
me    still. 
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CHORUS. 
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He       lead  •  eth     me    still,      He         lead  -  eth      me      still, 


t-i  b  h    S  ■  e^-fe-^ 


-*— — 


I 


3 ■ — #-> m 


•^ 
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ri  •  otu      Sst  -  ior       is       lead  -  ing      me     still; 
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And  shout      in     the     con-flict,      He      lead  •  eth      me    still 


B 


Ff 


4  Though  fiercest  temptations  press  hard  on  my  soul. 
And  bitter  afflictions  like  sea  billows  roll; 
E'en  then  my  poor  heart  with  his  love  he  shall  fill, 
And  my  soul  shout  triumphant,  he  leadeth  me  stilL 

6  And  when  at  the  crossing  of  death's  chilly  stream. 
The  earth  is  receding  with  times  transient  dream; 
The  joy  of  the  Lord  shall  my  spirit  then  thrill; 
As  I  shout  o  er  the  billows,  he  leadeth  me  still 
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TOeeptns  ipropbets. 


victor  Strange 


Fi,ORA  BiRnsAi.t,  Nbi^oh. 


1.  Where  are  the  weeping  prophets.  Lord.  That  shook  the  ancient  world, 

2.  We  know  that  they  who  sow  in  tears  Shall  reap   a-  gain  iti     joy; 
8.    O,  stir  these  stupid  souls    of  ours,     O,  melt  these  hearts  to  tears, 
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Where  are  the  tears  that  freely  flowed.  While  living  truth  was  hurled? 
Let  heaven's  meltings  now    appear  Like  gold  without    al  •    loy. 
Let      us  en  -  joy  the  gracious  show  rsOf  by -gone,   bet-ter      years. 
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With   pres  ent  grace  we  re   not  sufficed,  Tho'  saved  from  slavish  fear*. 
Thy  love  must  melt  these  hearts  of  ice.  Draw  near.  O  (Tod.this  hour; 
Come,  iio  -  ly  Ghust,  in       Je  -  sus' name, Thro  thee,  the  pu*  rh*  giv  u. 
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Butask  of  thee,  thou  conqring  Christ.  The  el  o-qnenceof  te.ara 
The  nak  -  eil  truth  will  not  suf  fice — We  need  it  clothed  in  pnw'r 
JuM  uuw  in     sac  -  ri  -  tic  '    i&l  name.  Our  souus  would  ns»  to  ht-avon 


204        a  mew  Ibeart  Ibe  ©a\>e  flDe* 


E.  A.  H. 


ELI8HA  A.   HOFFMaK. 
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1.  1  think    of  my  Sav-ior,  His  love  and  His    fa-vor,  And  all    of    His 

2.  The  mo-ment  so  pre-cious,  So    ho  -  ly    and  gra-cious,    I  think  of     it 

3.  How  close  was  the  un  -  ion,  And  rich  the  com-mun-ion    Be-tween  the  deal 

4.  In  glad  ex-  ul  -  ta  -  tion  O'er  conscious  sal  -va-tion,    I  praise  His  a- 
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mer-cy   di  -  vine;      A  new  heart  He  gave  me,  And  thus  did  He  save  me, 
joy-ful-ly    still,  When  Je-sus    re-newed  me,  With  power    en-dued  me, 
Lord  and  my  soul;  'Twas  joy  full  of  sweet-ness   My  heart,  in  com-plete-ness, 
dor  -  a  -  ble  name;    A  new  heart  He  gave  me,  And  thus  did  He  save  me, 
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This  won-der-  ful  Sav-ior  of      mine 

And  humbled  my  heart  to  His    will 

To  yield    to  His    ho  -  ly  con  -  trol 

And    I    will  His  goodness  pro  -  claim. 


new  heart  He  gave  me,    a 
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new  heart  of  love ;  By  grace  He  renewed  me,  by  grace  from  above ;  My  soul  He  trans- 
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formed  by  His  pow-er    divine,  This  wonderful  Je-sus,  this  Sav-ior    of  mine. 

g-_g-  f  -^  -r  ,-r  r  -f-  /-  r.  f-  ,{•  g 


c=k=Jt 


P 


4— £- 


r^ 


*=3 


=P 


Copyright,  1898,  by  Henry  Date.     D»ed  by  per 


205 


Monorous  Cbange. 


Pba.  urran  :  IS. 


VrriAjr  A.  Daks. 


Flora  Birdsali,  Nblsoh. 


1.  "Tho*  ye  have  lain 

2.  "Tho'ye  have  lain 
8.  "Tho'ye  have  lain 
4. "Tho'ye  nave  lain 
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,  -  mong  the  pots," 

-  mong  the  pots," 
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Hard 
Soon  with 
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with  thednst  of  neg-lect;     No   work   done   for   Je  -  sua, 

fit  for  use  an  -  y  -  where;            Spot  -  ted  with  sin-ning, 

by  the  centers  of    sin;               Heart,    by    sin    mangled 

rapt    -  ore,  heav'nward  come;            Lau  •  tela    en-twin  -  ing 
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Who  from  sin  hath  freed   ns,  On  which  thy  sonl  can     re  -  fleet 
Hin  -    dered  from  win-ning  Joys  which  thy  God  doth  pre  -  pare. 
Voice,      by     hell  strangled  Bruis-ed    with-out   and  with  -  in. 
In       heav'n's  light  shin-ing.  Honored  and   fit  -  ted     for    home 
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Tet  thou  shalt 

Yet    thon  shalt  be 
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dove,  Covered  with  sil  -        -    v«?r,  yellow  with 

the  wings  of  a  dove,  Covered  with  ail    -  ver. 
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gold,        Tet  thon  shalt   be 
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Yet   thou    shalt  be 
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dove.        Thrilled  with  a  joy     .     .     .       that  can  never  be     told, 
the  wings  of  a  dove,       Thrilled  with  a  joy 
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11  Hm  Coming  to  tbe  Cross- 
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Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 
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!   I  am  coming  to  the  Cross ; 

I  am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind 
I  am  counting  all  but  dross, 
I  shall  full  salvation  find. 

Chorus. 
I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  thee, 
Hlest  Lamb  of  Calvary; 
Humbly  at  thy  Cross  I  bow, 
Save  me,  Jesus,  save  me  now. 


Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee, 

Friends,  and  time,  and  earthly  stora ; 
Soul  and  body  thine  to  be, — 

Wholly  thine  forever  more. 

In  thy  promises  I  trust, 
Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied; 

I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 

Jesus  comes !  he  fills  my  soul ! 

Perfected  in  him  I  am  ; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whoie: 

Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb. 
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Break  up-on  the  id-lers,  and  the  world-ling's  song;  Send  the  notes  of 
To  the  homes  and  high-ways,  ev-'ry- where  there's  dearth,  Oh,  they're  rushing 
Eyes  of  saints  made  per-fect,  as  we  toil  and  fight;  Eyes  of  God  Al- 
In  the  strength  of  Je  -  sus,  ev  -  'ry  bat  -  tie's  won;  Pen  -  te-cost  is 
Batt  -'ling  for  the  Mas  -  ter,  free,  in  -  deed!  I'm  free!  Shout,  ye  hosts  of 
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warn  -  ing  here   and     ev  -  'ry  -  where;  Let  them  see  their  dan  -  ger, 
hell  -  7," ard,  is    there  none    to     save?      Is   there  none  to  snatch  them 
migut  -  y,  shall     we   iose   the    day?     No,    my  soul  shouts  vie  -  fry, 
com   -  ing,  Pen  -  te  -  eos  -  tal  pow'r;  Drops  we've  had,  glad  ti-dings, 
heav  -  en,  hal   -   le   -  lu  -  jah!    cry ;     Back  from  earth  to  heav  -  en, 
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all  their  sins  weight  bear, 
from     a   gap -ing  grave? 
ea  -   ger  for    the    fray, 
we  shall  have  the  show'r. 
hal   -   le  -  lu-jahs   fly. 
£:    -m- 


Are  you  ready,  brother?  hear  the  battle  cry! 
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In  the  hot-test  con-flict,  go-ing  forth  to  die ;  Conquerors  thro'  Je-sus, 
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death  is  spoiled  of  pain,  Los-ers  now  are  winners,  death  is  endless  gain. 
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Joseph  Swain.  Tune — "Meditation,"  11,  8. 


O  thou  in  whose  pres  -  ence  my  soul 
Where  dost  thou,  dear  shep-herd,  re-sort 
He  looks !  and  ten  thous-ands  of  an  - 
Dear  Sh  p  -  herd,  1      hear,  and  will  fol  - 


takes   de-light, 
with  thy  sheep, 
gels    re-joiee, 
low   thy  call; 


On 

To 

And 
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whom  in  af-flic-tion  I  call,  My  com -fort  by  day  and  my 
feed  them  in  pas-tures  of  love?  Say,  why  in  theval-ley  of 
myr  -  i  -  ads  wait  for  his  word;  He  speaks!  ande-ter  -  ni  -  ty, 
know   the  sweet  sound  of  thy  voice ;  Re-store     and  de-fend  me,  for 

jl  -(2.  .m. 


aong     in   the  night, 
death  should  I  weep,     Or  a 
filled  with   his  voice,  Re     - 
diou    art  my   all,     And  in 


nope, 
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my  sal  -  va  -  tion,  my  all ! 

in  this  wil  -  der-ness  rove? 
oes  the  praise  of   the  Lord. 

I     will  ev   -  er     re  -  joice. 
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'1  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you." — John  14:  2. 


Nelson 


Albert  Grove. 
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The  home-land  o   -    ver  yon  -  der.      In   that  blest  world  of 
My    Lord     be-stows  His  com  -  fort,    His  boundless  wealth  of 
While  want. and  woe  and  sor  -  row     Sur-round  my  path  -  way 
With  J e  -  sus    in    the  homeland,  Where  blood-washed  millions  dwell, 

a  a  a         a  »  \  \  1 [V.     ,  !\  ,  i 


ight; 
ove: 
here, 


±=&: 


-2* 


1 


"FT JV 


H: 


-& — 54- 


■x 


Where  sin.  nor  death,  nor   sor  -row, 
I      tri-umphev  -  'ry    mo  -  ment, 
And      I       am  oft       un  -  a   -    ble 
With  loved  ones  p-one  be  -  fore     me, 


Ne'er  cast  their  with 'ring  blight; 

O'er     all      the  foes   that  strove; 

To       dry     the  scald-ing  tear, 

His  matchless  praise  I'll  swell; 
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My  hopes  are  tow'rd  those  bor-  ders.  Where  peace  and  glo   -  ry  dwell; 

Yet  oft       a     mid    the   con  -  flict,When  loud   the  bat  -  tie's  roar, 

My  heart    is  wrunar  with  pit     -    y.       In-stinct- ive  -  ly         1  sigh 

I'll  sing-     of  blood  that  bought  me,     Of    love  that  died      to  save; 
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I'm  long-ing  for 
I'm  long-  iny-  for 
For  yon  -  der  bless 
Of  grace  that  gave 


the 
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home-land.   More  than  my  tongue  can 
home-hind,  Where  war    will  all       be 
home-land,  Where  pleasures  nev  -  er 
home-land      Be  -  yond   the  gap  -  in^1 


tell, 
o'er, 
die. 
grave. 
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Wait    -      -     ing    for the  sum-mons  to     come    home, 

Waiting,  yes,  I    am  waiting  now  Till  I   hear  the  welcome  call,  come  home, 
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To that  home    -     land,  nev  -  er  more     to 

Pray -ing,  yes,  I    am   pray-ing  earn-est-lv,  nev  -  er   more     to 
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Soon I'll    see    His  face    and  wor-ship  at      His     throne. 

Soon,  yes,  soon  shall  I  see     His  face, 
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Charles  Weslet. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther,  I    stretch  my  hands  to  Thee, 

2.  What  did  Thine  on   -   ly    Son   en-dnre, 

3.  Au  -  thor  of   faith,     to  Thee  I    lift 
:gz_f  -     -f-  ,  0    f:  ^2- 


No  oth  -  er  help  I  know; 
Be  -  fore  1  drew  my  breath; 
My  wea-ry,  long  -  ing    eyes; 
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Cho. — 1     do    be  -  lieve,      I  now  be-  lieve 


That  Je  -  sus  died    for    me; 

D.  C.  Chorus. 


Tf  Thou  withdraw  Tby-self  from  me, 

What  pain, what  la  -  bor     to    se-cure 

Oh,     let  me  now     re-ceive  that  gift: 
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Ah!  whither  shall    I 

My  soul  from  end-less 

My  soul  with-out    it 


gov 
death! 
dies. 
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Ibamet  is  ffimst. 
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is  past, and  the  summer    is    o'er.  The  sea  •  son     of 
vi   •  ta-tion    to     Je  •  sua     I  heard.  And  some  tluv  in- 


a 


I  might  have  been  safe  in   the    gar-net  of    God,  From  frosts  of 


4   The  sun-shine  of    harvest,  the  gleaner 'sglad  song, That  once  had  a 
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reaping    is     gone;  In     fol  -  ly's  bleak  field  must  I  roam     ev  -  er 

tended    to    yield;  But   pro-eras  -  ti  -  nation!  There's  death  in  th« 

ter  •  ni      ty    free;  But  dreamed  not  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty's  borders      I 

charm  for  my  soul;  Thro'  mem -o  -  ry  eat    like  the  ne'er     dy-ing 
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CHORUS. 


more,  e  -  ter    nal-ly  wrecked  and  undone. 

word;  My  doom  is  e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly  sealed.  The   harvest  is  past  and  the 
trod. 'Till  its  horrors  alone     I  could  see. 
worm.  While  the  storms  of  e  ter  ni-ty  roll. 
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summer  La    o'er,    In    e  -  ter  -  ni-ty'a  tempest,  I'm   lost    evermore. 
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Confess  j?our  Sins. 


Viviah  A.  Daks. 


Fanntb  Birdsall. 
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L  W«nH  you  know  the  Spirifspow'r?  Would  yon  feel  it  ev  -  'ry  hour? 
2.  Would  you  know  your  sins  forgiv'n?  Wonld  you  have  each  i  •  dol  riv'n? 
8.  Wonld  you  o-ver-come  each  day?  Shout  the  vie  -  fry  on  your  way? 
4.  Wonld  yon  work  till    lat-est  breath?  Sing  triumphant  o  -  ver  death? 
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Wonld  yon  have     a  heart  made  white?  One  that  Je-sus  says      is    right! 
Would  you  ease  your  burdened  soul?  From  your  day  the  darkness  roll? 

In     each  tri  -  al  bright  -  er  shine?    Never  murmur  or       re  -  pkie? 

Meet  thy  God  with    reo  -  ord  clear?  Then  partake  of    end  -  less  cheer? 


erf^r;i=fefef=i## 


m 


rrrn^ 


CHORUS. 


CSon-fess        yonr  sins  te     Je  -  sns,  Make  right     your  ev-'ry 

Confess      yonr         sins    to     Je-sus,        Make  right  your 
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wrong ;        Dig  deep  and  strike  the  fountain,  Which  turns  yonr  sighs  to  song, 
ev-'ry  wrong; 
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1.  I       once  was    in  bond-age  to      Sa  -  tan,  In      chains    un  -  der 

2.  But  God    let    the  light  burst  up  -  on    me,  Which  smote  me    with 
8.  Now  peo  •  pie  look   on      me  in     wonder,  To  the  world    I        ap- 
4.  My  peace  flow-eth  on     like  a     riv  -  er,    My        des   -  ert  now 
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darkness      I     lay,  A      cap  -  tive    in  sin's  hor-rid   dungeon,  Re- 

ter   -  ror  and  dread;  The  walls    of  my  pris  -  on  house  trembled,  I 

pear    to      be    mad;  Un  -  speak  -  a  -  ble  joy      fills  my  bo  -  som,    In 

blooms  as    the  rose,  I        snout,  for     I    can-not  help  shouting,  When 
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served  till  the  great  judgment  day;     I  talked  in      my     sleep  of     my 

woke,  I       a  -  rose   from  the  dead;  My  chains,  they  f ell  off       in      a 

Christ   I      am  hap  -  py      and  glad.  Transport-ing    the  scene  that  sur- 

the  joy  in   my  heart    o  -    ver-nows.     I      re  -  mem  -  ber    my  chains  and 
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free-dom,  I    fool  -  ish  -  ly  said,  "I    can    see;"  But  the  near-er     I 

moment,  The  pris  -  on  was  opened  to  me;  I  followed  him 
rounds  me,  I've  tak  -  en  my  harp  from  the  tree;  And  struck  the  glad 
dungeon,     The  curse  that  once  hung  over    me,    And  I  rush  t' ward  th« 
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got      to     per  -  di  -  tion,  The  more  fond-ly 
leap-ing,  and  shout-ing,   "  I       am  free!  hal 
notes  of     re  -  demp-tion;    I       am  free  I  yes, 
home  of    the  ransomed,  Shouting,  "G-lo  -  ry 


I  dreamed  I 
le  -  hi  -  jahl 
in-deed,       I 
to    God!     I 


was  free, 
i'm  free!'' 
am  free! 
am  free!" 
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F.  A.  M.  "  The  Harvest  Is  past."- 

Slovr  and  with  feeling. 


-BlSLB. 


V.  A.  Miller. 
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1.  Lost    to    the  sound  of    the    Spir  ■  it's  sweet  call,      Lost    to    the 

2.  Lost    a  -  mid  sermons  where  Sab-bath  light  gleamed,  Lost  'mid  the 
8.  Lost  to  earth's  pleasures  that  once  the  soul  won.    Lost,  earth's  fond 

4.  Lost  to    the  home  where  the  ho  -   ly  shall  dwell.    Lost    to    the 

5.  Lost  where  the  billows     of     torment    e'er  roll,    Lost  where  God's 
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gift     of  God's  "Ransom     for      all,"    Lost    in     e  -  ter  -  nal  gloom 
pleadings  of  God's  own     re  -  deemed,  Lost  while  the  f am  -  i    -    ly 
friendship  to     sor  -  row     a  -    lone,     Lost     a-mid     ru  -  ined  hopes 
songs  that  the   ransomed  shall   swell,    Lost     to    the    cit  -  y      that 
wrath-flames  en-vel  -  op    the      soul     Lost  where  no  gleam  of  hope 
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wrought  by  the    fall,         Lost!  There    is      par  -  don    no  more. 

al  -  tar's  light  streamed,  Lost!   The    fond  pleadings  are  o'er. 

ev  -    er      un  -  done,        Lost!   The     enchantment    is  o'er, 

hears   no    death- knell,       Lost!  Dear  ones  beck  -  on      no  more. 


comes  to     con  -  sole. 


Lost 


in 


•  -  ter  -    ni  -  ty's  gloom. 


REFKAIN. 


Lost  I 
Lost  I 
Lost! 
Lost! 
Lostt 
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Lost! 
Lost! 
Lost! 
Lost! 
Lost! 

-0'     ^ 


Lost! 
Lost  I 
Lost! 
Lost! 
Lost! 
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Lost!  There  is  par-don  no  inora 
Lost!  The  fond  pleadings  are  o'er. 
Lost!  The  en  chant-ment  is  o'er. 
Lost!  Dear  ones  beck-on  no  more. 
Lost    in        e  -  ter  -    ni  -  ty's  gloom! 
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Fannie  Birdsall. 
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1.  Church  of  the  liv-ing 

2.  Four  hun-dred  millions ! 

3.  Watchman  of  God,  thou 

4.  Go,       for  the  Sav  -  ior 
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God,  a- wake!    A-wake  from  thy  sin-ful  sleep! 

Lo,    I     see   The  long    pro  -  ces- sion  pass; 

se  -  est  now  The  sword  of  de-struc-tion  come; 
sends  thee  forth,  To  call  from  the  distant  east, 
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Dost  thou  hear  thy  brothers'  wailing  cry,     Still  sounding  o'er  the  deep? 
It       takes  full  three  and  twenty  years;   Yet  scarce  two  hours,  a  -  las, 
Why   soundest  not  the  warn-ing  cry,  Mid  the  hosts  of  heathen-dom? 

The      i  -  dol  -  a  -  tors  for  whom  Christ  died,To  this  heav'nly  marriage  feast. 
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Is    it  naught  that  one  of  ev  -  'ry  four,     Of  all     the     hu-man  race, 
Mine  eye  need  gaze    to  count  the  saints  A-mid    that  might-y    host; 
God  says  that    if    thou  warnest  not    The  wick-ed,  at  His  command, 
The    gos  -  pel  that  thou  bear-est  now,  The  pow'r  of    God  shall  prove, 
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Should  in  Chi-na    die,  having  nev-er  heard  The    gos-pel    of  God's  grace? 

So       few,  so    ver  -  y        few  the  saved,  So     num-ber-less  the  lost! 

He  shall  per-  ish,  but     his  blood  shall  be    Re  -  quir-ed    at   thy  hand. 

To      tri-umph  o'er  the  souls  of  men  By  th'  om-nip-o-tence   of  love. 
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Canst  thou  shut  thine  ear  to  the  aw-ful  sound — The  voice  of  thy  brothers' 
The        lost!  ah,  does    no    righteous  voice  Ac  -  cuse  us         of  their 
0,        cleanse  thy  hand  from  murder  now, The  voice  of  thy  broth-ers' 
A    -    wake!  for    du  -  ty    calls  thee  forth, The  voice  of  thy  broth-ers' 
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blood?  . 

blood-  4  A  mill-ion    a  month  in  Chi  -  na  Are    dying    with -out  God. 
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P.  Doddridge. 
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English  Melody. 
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1    j  0  hap-py  day,  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee,  my  Savior  and  my  God !  \  „ 
'  |  Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice,  And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad.  \     aPPy 
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day,  happy  day, 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away!  \ 


j  He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray,  \ 
And  live  rejoicing  ev'ry  day;    j 
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2  'Tisdone,the  great  transaction's  done!  Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart; 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine:  With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  that  voice  divine.  4  High  heav'n  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 

3  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart;         Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest;  And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 
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Thomas  H.  Nelson. 
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1.  It     is   safe  to   be     a     Daniel, 

2.  Cowards  are  as  brave  as  Daniel, 

3.  0,     it's  nice  to  be     a     Daniel, 

4.  We    can  all  be  lit  -  tie    Daniels 
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And     to      e  -  ven  join  his  band, 
When  they've  figured    out  the  fact, 
When  the  world  is  all     agreed, 
When  the   li  -  ons  cease  to  roar, 
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When  earth's  princes  bow  be-fore  him,  And  the  king  extends  his  hand ; 
That  his  cause  is  growing  pop-u-lar,  They're  Dan-iels  then  for  tact; 
That  the  cause  he's  been  es-pous-ing,  Is  the  ver-y  thing  they  need; 
And    his  cause,  proclaimed  tri-umphant,    Shall  resound  from  shore  to  shore; 
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When  decrees  are  made  for  Daniel, 
When  they  know  there's  perfect  safety, 
When     Da-ri-us   gets     re  -  ligion, 


And     a-far     his  fame  is  told, 
In     es  -  pous-ing  Daniel's  views, 
And  does  Daniel's  God    a-dore, 


When     i  -  dola  -  try  and  wickedness,  Take  his  place    in   the     den, 
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Who  would  not  be    a    Daniel  then,  And  wear     a    chain  of  gold? 
What  ho»ts  of  Medes  and  Persians  then,  Would  be  baptized  as  Jews. 
We'll  have  a   host   of  Daniels  then,    We       nev  -  er     had   be  -  fore. 
Each   era- ven    Ba  -by  -lo  -  ni  -  an,   Would   be    a     Daniel   then. 
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We  may  dodge   the   is  -  sue  now,  Till   the  tempest's  rage  is  o'er, 
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Then   at   Daniel's     al  -  tar   bow,  When  the  li  -  ons  cense  to    roar. 
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Stanfc  Tap  for  3eeus, 
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G.  J.  Webb. 

N- 


1.  Stand  up,  stand  upfor  Jesus,  Ye  soldiers  of  thecross,  Lift  high  His  royal 

2.  Stand  up,  stand  upfor  Jesus,  The  trumpet  call  obey ;  Forth  to  the  mighty 

3.  Stand  up,  standupfor  Jesus — Stand  in  His  strength  alone;  The  arm  of  flesh  will 
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banner;  It  must  not  suffer  loss;  From  victory  unto  victory  His  army 
conflict,  In  this  His  glorious  day.' 'Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  Him,"  Against  un- 
f  ail  you — Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own:  Put  on  the  gospel  armor,  And,    watching 

I         !       I 
0      0       p      0      9      g. 


± 


za — w—w- 


F — F— -»■ 

t=td£ 


f    f    ii|g 


F 


*=£ 


-I -bJ-  -t- H 


ehall  he  lead,  Till  ev'ry  foe  is  vanquished,  And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed, 
numbered  foes;  Let  courage  rise  with  danger,  And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 
un  -  to  prayer,  Where  duty  calls,  or  danger,  Be   never  wanting  there. 
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llnMa's  flDUIions. 


M.  D.  Fletchtch. 


L.  India's  millions  are      in  darkness,  Held  beneath  sin's  gloomy  swaj; 

2.  Long.long  ages  they  have  worshipped  Gods  of  iron,  wood  and  stone; 

3.  See,  their  outstretched  hands  are  beck'ning,  And  their  cry  comes  o'er  the  sea; 

4.  None  need  go  who  think  of  comfort,  None  need'go  who  think  of  ease; 

5.  We  will  share  the  stars  to-geth  -  er,  That  we  win  on    heathen    soil; 
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Bonnd  in  heathen  su  -  per-sti-tion,  Waiting  for   the  light  of    day. 

Knowing  not    of  God,  Je  -  ho-vah,  Nor    about  his  bless-ed    Son. 

They  are  pleading  for  sal  -  va-tion, They  are  pleading  now  for  thee. 
But  we  want  ten- thousand  workers,  Who  will  live  up  -  on  their  knees 
And  to-geth  -  er  shine  in    hea-ven,  When  we  cease  our  earthly  toil. 


This  our  cry    with  ey  -  'ry  breath,  We  will  res  -  cue  souls  till  death; 
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This  our  cry  with  ev  -'ry  breath,  We  will  res  -  cue  souls  till  death. 
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&be  ©It),  1f\ug$efc  Cross. 


Titui  A.  Daek. 
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old,  rugged  cross  1  yes  I  love    it,     It's  burdens,   reproaches  and 
old,  rugged  cross,  I  will  cherish;    He  bore  it    up  Calvary's 
old,  rugged  cross,  highest  honor    E'er  granted  to  creature  of 
cross  of  my  Christ,  the  A-noint-ed,  The  badge  of  redemption  from 

— *— *~ 


* 


'  a  i    ~~ig" 


fc 


I 


V 


-» — »  •  g    p      0 — m 


g-c  r  r-£ 


j 


£=£ 


:*_2?: 


-# — 


5=  -ft— W—p — P — P--  :# — 0 


fcfe 


ahame;  And  naught  else  on  earth  do  I    cov  -  et,      But  to  bear    it    for 

hill;      He  bore    it  that     I  might  not  per-ish,       I'll  bear    it      in 

God,     To  bear  the  great  Conqueror's  banner,       I'll  glad-ly"pass 
Bin,  Its  reproach  markethall  those  appointed,  Crowns  and  kingdoms  e- 

•m-  -&-    -0-  -0-     -#-        N       Ps 
gz±Z3     ,f       f       f       f       f       fi-fc  * 

tt        I         ia  fi  B  ia  Si  SB  31  , 


fe£ 


fefc 


a: 


^ 


$lJ£L5L-1 


CHORUS. 


^-N- 


333 


*=Sz=J: 


3=£9 


Je    -    sus'     name. 

love    for  his    will.  The  old,  rug -ged  cross,  yes,  the  old,  nigged  cross, 
un  -  der  the     rod. " 
ter  -  nal  to     win. 
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'Tis  the  badge  of    die  -  oi  -  pie-ship  here;     And  the  way  to 
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throne,  and  a  kingdom  and  crown;  As  the  way  of  the  cross  shall  appear. 
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IRearer  TTbe  Cross. 


Fannie  Crosby. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp. 


1.  "  'Near-er  the  cross !"'  my  heart  can  say,  I  am  coni-ing  near-er,  Near-er  the 

2.  Nearer  the  Christian's  mer-cy  seat,  I  am  com-ing  near-er,  Feasting  my 

3.  Near-er   in  pray'r  my  hope  as-pires,  I  am  com-ing  near-er,  Deep-er  the 
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cross 

soul 

love 


from  day  to  day,  I 
on  man-  na  sweet,  I 
my  sonl    de-sires,   I 


am  com-ing  near-er;  Near-er  the  cross 
am  com-ing  near  er;  Stronger  in  faith, 
am  com-ing  near-er;     Near-er  the   end 
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Je-sus  died,  Near-er  the  fountain's  crimson  tide,  Nearer  my    Sav-ior's 
clear  I     see      Je  -  sus  who  gave  Himself  for  me;    Nearer  to    Him      I 
toil  and  care,  Near-er  the  joy     I    long   to  share,  Nearer  the  crown    I 


wound-ed  side,  I  am  com-ing  near  -  er,  I  am  com-ing  near-er. 
still  would  be:  Still  I'm  com-ing  near  -  er,  Still  I'm  com-ing  near  -  er. 
soon  shall  wear:  I      am  com  ins-  near  -  er,        I     am  corn-ins;  near  -  er. 
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Vivian  A.  Dark. 


'l.ORA    RlKIT=ATiT,    NEIiSOW. 
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1.  There's  a  world  ev  -  er  -  lasting, 

2.  There's  a  house  ev  -  er  -  lasting, 
8.  There's  a  crown  ev  -  er  -  lasting, 


Of  jas  -  per  and  pearl; 
Not  build-ed  with  hands, 
A    crown  of    pure  gold, 
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And         onyx  and  ber     yll  And  dia  -  mond  and    gold;     And 

Nor  found -ed    on    sand,         But  built    on       the    rock,  Where 

And         stars,      I    am    told,  If     lost      ones      I     bring,  To  the 


glo  •  ry  untold,  And  there 
com  eth  no  shock,  And  there 
feet    of  my  King,    That  crown 


I  shall  dwell,  ev  - 
is  my  home,  ne'er 
I   shall  wear,  ev   - 
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wear. 


fcfc 


Ever  dwell, 

Ne'er  to  roam, 

Ev  er  wear, 


ev-er  dwell 

ne'er  to  roam, 

ev-er  wear, 


And  there  I  shall  dwell, ever  dwell. 

And  there  is  my  home,  ne'er  to  roam. 

That  crown  I  shall  wear.ever  wear 
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Ever  dwell; 
Ne'er  to  roam, 
Ever  wear, 
4  There's  a  hymn  everlasting, 
The  Lamb  is  the  theme, 
So  strong  to  redeem, 
A  hymn  never  old, 
And  yet  ever  told, 

That  hymn  I  shall  sing,  for  my  King 
Ref. — For  my  King,  etc. 

id 


ev-er  dwell, 
ne'er  to  roam, 

ev-er  wear, 

5  There's  a  King  everlasting. 

He  cornea  on  his  throne, 

His  children  to  own, 

They  waited  full  long, 

With  prayer  and  with  song, 

And  now  he  has  come,  welcome  home 

Ref. — Welcome  home,  etc. 
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flDcrq?  for  ail. 


"  Walk  in  the  Spirit,  and  ye  shall  not  fulfill  the  lust  of  the  flesh."— Gal.  5:  16. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  G.  P.  Benjamin. 


1.  We  are  bought  with    a  price     by  the  Lamb  that  was   slain; 

2.  We  may  drink     if       we  will       of  the  foun  -  tain     so      free, 

3.  Oh,  the    rich  -  es       of  grace  that  in  Je   -   sus      a-bound ; 

4.  If  we     walk     in      the  path  that  our  Mas  -  ter    has  trod, — 
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He      has  conquered  the  grave,  He  liv  -  eth      a  -  gain !    At      the 

That    is    flow  -  ing     to  -  day     for  you    and    for    me ;     With  our 

With   the  full-ness     of     joy     His  peo  -  pie    are  crown'd;  At      the 

If         we  die     un  -  to     sin,    but  live     un  -  to     God,  When  we 
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foot  of  the  cross  He  will  an  -  swer  our  call:  Blessed  be  the 
bur -den  of  sin  at  its  brink  we  may  fall:  Blessed  be  the 
door  of  His  love  He  will  an  -  swer  our  call :  Blessed  be  the 
pass   the  dark  vale,  He  will  an -swer  our    call:   Blessed    be  the 
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Lord!  there  is  mercy   for  all.     Mer-cy  for  all!    Mer-cy    for  all! 
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Mer-cv    for  all!  Blessed    be  the  Lord!  there  is  mer-cy    for  all! 
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H.  R.  Jeffrey. 
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1.  There     is  nothing  half  so  love   -  ly,    There    is  nothing- half  so     fair: 

All  the  stars  that  shine  in  glo  -  ry,      All     the  an-gels  bright  and  fair, 

3.  Fair  -   er  still  than  tens  of  thou-sands,     Al  -    to-geth-er  love-ly,    too; 

4.  Tho'     I  meet  with  love-ly  fa  -  ces,  And  in  heav'n  with  loved  ones  stanr 
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To      the  love  -  ly  face  of      Je  -  sus  Noth-ing  ev  -  er  can  compare. 

Could  not  make  for  me     ;i    heav  -  en.  If     my  Je  -  sus  were  not  there. 

And  His  words  on  me  are    fall  -  ing.  Sweet  -  er  than  the  hon  -  ey  dew. 

Christ  will  be    the  cen-ter    beau  -  ty.  Shin  -  ing  in    the  glo     ry    land. 
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0    my  Jesus,  precious  Jesus !  Soon  Thy  loving  face  I'll  see; 

Let  me  ever  (Oniii.  .  .   .  )  gaze  on  The* 
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Victor  Strange. 
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1.  I  sought  for 

2.  I     saw  my 

3.  My    all     is 

4.  His  homo  of 


Savefc  b\>  (Brace. 


Victoria. 
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light 


to     ease  sin's 
and   failures 
at       Jesus' 
I'll  soon  he    - 
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load,  And     yet     no 

both,  My     Sa-vior's 

feet,  I       feel     the 

hold,  I'll    clasp    His 
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pro  -  gress  could  I  trace;  Till  blazing  from  the  sacred  Word 
blood  did  now  ef  -  face;  ■  I  ventured  all  up-on  its  worth, 
heav'n  of  His  embrace;  With  love  and  peace  and  joy  complete, 
feet,     and    see  His     face;  And  with  the  glo-ri-ous  harps  of  gold, 


I  read  the  message— saved  by  grace.  1 

And  learned  the  story— saved  by  grace.  { 
I  sing  the  chorus— saved  by  grace.  ( 
I'll  swell  the  anthem— Baved by  grace.  J 
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0,  preach  to    earth's    re-mot-est 


O,  preach  to  earth's 
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Step  ©ut  on  tbe  promise. 


Maggie  Potter 
-A-&4L       ,   1— 


Arr.  by  E.  F 


M. 


E.  F.  Miller. 
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mourn-er     in    Zi  -  on,  how  blessed  art  thou,  For  Je  -  sua  is 
ve     that  are  hungry  and  thirsty,  re-joice!   For  ye  shall  be 


1.  0 

2.  0 

3.  Who  sighs  for    a  heart  from  in  -  iq  -  ui  -  ty   free?    O,  poor  troubled 

4.  Step  out    on  this  promise,  and  Christ  thoashalt  win,  "The  blood  of  His 
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com  -  fort  thee  now;  Fear  not   to     re  -  ]y 


wait 


filled?  do  you  hear  that  sweet  voice  In  -  vit  -  ing  thee  now 
soul !  there's  a  prom-ise  for  thee,  There's  rest,  wea-ry  one, 
Son  cleanseth    us   from   all  sin,"    It  cleans-eth  me  now, 
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word  of  thy  God  ; 
ban-quet  of  God ; 
bo  -  som  of  God  ; 
lu  -  '.ah    to  God ; 


Step  out  on  the  prom-ise, — get  un-der  the 

Step  out  on  the  prom-ise, — get  un-der  the 

Step  out  on  the  prom-ise, — get  un-der  the 

I     rest  on  His  prom-ise,— I'm  un-der  the 
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blood. 

blood, 
blood, 
blood. 
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Xet  <pour  Xtobt  Sbine. 


Amanda  R.  Meusch. 


Edwin  Moore. 
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1 .  Let  your  light,  so  clear  and  cheering,  Shine  across  the  wave ;  For  some 

2.  Ma  -  ny  a  cheer-f  ill,  hopeful  sail  -  or  Tho't  the  journey  o'er,    But  he 

3.  Therefore,  brother,. do  not  tar-ry,    Has- ten    to  the  tow'r,  Trim  and 
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anxious  storm-toss'd  sailor  You  to-day  may  save;  Hasten  to  the  beacon, 
perished  in  the  darkness,  Near  the  friendly  shore,  All  because  no  light  was 
fill  your  lamp  and  light  it,  Now,  this  very  hour;  For  some  watching,struggling 
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broth-er,  Flash  the  light  a-cross  the  sea;  Guide  them  safely  to    the 
beaming  From  your  tow'r  across  the  wave,Which  would  guide  Him  to  the 
sea-man  Now  may  perish  near  the  shore,  Just  because  he  could  not 
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har-bor    Ere     too  late   it    be.     Let  your  light    beam     thro' the 

ha  -  ven,  From  destruction  save. 

see    your  Guid-ing  light  be-fore.  Let  your  light  beam 
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dark  -  ness,  Guide  the  struggling    souls  a-shore,  Let  your 

thro'  the  darkness,  Guide  the  struggling,  guide  the  struggling  souls  ashore. 


light       so  bright  and  bless  -  ed        Shine  for-ev  -  er,   ev  -  er-more. 
Let  your  light  so        bright  and  blessed 
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Mary  D.  James. 


Hll  for  3c0ue, 


Fannie  Birusall. 
rt r* 


-.    /All      for  Je-sus,  all      for  Je-sus !  All     my  being's  ransomed  pow'rs, 
"  \  All     my  Iko'ts  and  words  and  doings,  All     my  days  and  all  my  hours. 
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Z>.  C.    /    -willfol-lo-W  -where  He  lead-eth,  I  will  heed  His  ev-^ry 

Chorus.  ,. 
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All     for  Je  -  sus, all      for  Je-sus, glad -lv    I   sur-ren-der  all; 
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2.  Let  my  hands  perform  His  bidding,     3.  Since  my,  eyas  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 
Let  my  feet  run  in  His  ways ;  I've  lost  sight  of  nil  beside; 

Let  my  eyes  see  Jesus  only,  So  enchained  my  spirit's  vision, 

Let  my  lips  speak  forth  His  praise.  Looking  at  the  Crucified. 

4.  0,  what  wonder,  how  amazing! 
Jesus,  glorious  king  of  Kings, 
Deigns  to  call  me  His  beloved, 
Lets  me  rest  beneath  His  wings. 
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Sweetly  IReeting. 


Mary  D.  James. 


W.  Wakren  Bentley. 
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1.  In     the  rift  -  ed  Rock  I'm  rest  -  ing, 

2.  Long  pursued  by     sin  and    Sa  -  tan, 

3.  Peace,  which  passeth  un-der-stand-ing, 

4.  In     the  rift  -  ed  Rock  I'll  hide     me, 
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Safely  shel-tered  I  a -bide; 
Wea-ry,  sad,  1  longed  for  rest; 
Joy,  the  world  can  nev  -  er  give, 
Till  the  storms  of  life  are  past; 


There  no  foes  nor  storms  mol-est 
Then  I  found  this  heav'n-ly  shel 
Now  in  Si  -  sus  I  am  find 
All      se  -  care    i.i    this  blest  ref 
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cleft   I    hide. 
Savior's  breast, 
love    I    live, 
iierc  est  blast. 
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Je  -  sus,  bless  -  ed  Rock  of     A  -  ges, 
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I    will  hide   my  -  self    in  Thee. 
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230  precious  promise. 
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1  Precious  promise  God  hath  given 
To  the  weary  passer  by, 
On  the  way  from  earth  to  heaven, 
"I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 
Chorus. — 

I  will  guide  thee,  I  will  guide  thee, 
I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye; 


On  the  way  from  earth  to  heaven, 
I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye. 

2  Vv 'hen  temptations  almost  win  thee, 

And  thy  trusted  watchers  fly, 
Let  this  promise  ring  within  thee, 
"I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 

3  When  thy  secret  hopes  have  perished 

In  the  grave  of  years  gone  by, 
Let  this  promise  still  be  cherished, 
"I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 
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Calvary 


Rev.  B.  Carbadihb. 

Zfc 


Rey.  L.  L.  Pickett. 
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1.  There's  a  hill  lone  and  gray  In  a  land  far  a-way,  In    a   coun-try  beyond  the  blue  sea, 

2.  Ob,  so  faint  on  the  road,'Neath  the  world's  heavy  load,Comes  a  thorn-crowned  Man  on  the  way! 

3.  Hark,     I  hear  the  dull  blow  Of  the  hammer  swung  low,  They  are  nailing  my  Lord  to  the  tree! 
4.  How  they  mock  Him  in  death  To  His  last  lab'ring  breath,  While  His  friends  sadly  weep  o'er  the  way! 
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"Where  beneath  that  fair  sky,  Went  a  Man  forth  to  die,  For  the  world  and  for  you  and  for  me. 
With  a  cross  He  is  bowed,  But  still  on  thro'  the  crowd  He's  as-cending  that  hill  lone  and  gray. 
And  the  cross  they  upraise  While  the  multitude  gaze  On  the  blest  Lamb  of  dark  Cal-va-ry! 
But   tho'  lone-ly  and  faint  Still  no  word  of  complaint  Fell  from  Him  on  that  nil-lock  of  gray. 
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Chorus. 
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1-5.  Oh,  it  bo ws  down  my  heart,  And  the  tear-drops  will  start,  When  in  mem'ry  that  gray  hill  I  see ; 
6.  Shout  a-loud,  then  my  soul,  Let  the  glad  tidings  roll  From  the  land  to  the  ends  of  the  sea! 
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For  'twas  there  on  its  side  Je  -  sus  suffered  and  died,  To  re-deem  a  poor  sin-ner  like  me. 
Je-sus  conquered  the  grave,  And  has  ris-en    to  save  The  whole  world,  and  to  make  us  all  free. 
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5  Then  the  darkness  came  down, 
And  the  rocks  rent  around. 

And  a  cry  pierced  the  sad  laden  air! 
'Twas  the  voice  of  our  King, 
Who  received  death's  dark  sting, 

All  to  save  us  from  endless  despair. 


6  Let  the  sun  hide  its  face, 

Let  the  earth  reel  apace,  [slain! 

Over   men    who    their    Savior    have 
But,  behold,  from  the  sod 
Comes  the  bless'd  Lamb  of  God. 

Who  was  slain,  but  is  risen  again. 
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THOS.   H.  NELSON. 
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Flora  B.  Nelson. 
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1.  Tramping  on  thro' the  land    is      a  chain-gang  pro-ces-sion,  Whose 

2.  The  brewers,    dis  -  tillers,    the  ven-ders  and  vot-ers,     Are 

3.  Dis    -     eased  and  dis-hon-ored,  they  still  stagger  onward, Tho' the 

4.  On  they  tramp  t' ward  their  graves  in  the  field  of  the  pot-ter,  With  a 

5.  Ev  -'ry    man    in  that  ar  •  my,    so    ru  -  ined  and  blighted,    Was 
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hopes  and  whose  joys  are  all  dead;  Their  sad-faced  appearance  was 
gen-erals  who  al  -  ways  command;  This  rag-robed  proces-sion,  this 
hearts  of  their  loved  ones  may  bleed;  Their  af-fections  are  drowned  in  the 
halt  at  the  poor  house  or  jail;  Be-ing  robbed  of  their  reason  by 
some  mothers  bright,  hap-py  boy;    And  hundreds  and  thousands  may 
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born      in    the  wine  cup,  As  was    al  -  so  their  stag-ger-ing    tread, 
unnumbered    ar-my,  That  sweeps  thro' the  towns  of  the    land. 
depths  of    the  wine  cup,  They  are  pi  -  ti  -  ful    ob-jects  in  -  deed, 
death    in  the  wine  cup,  They,  at  death.hell  or  judgment  ne'er  quail, 
tread    in  their  foot  steps,  Un  -    less    we  this  drink  curse  de  -  stroy. 
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CHORUS. 
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O,  heav'n,  display  thy    pow-er,     On  earth  for    ona    short    hour, 


Zbc  Brunftarfcs  procession— Gonclubefc. 


And  wipe  from  out    the 


land.     This  dread-fiil curse    of    rum. 
the  land. 
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Seeue  (Tails  tbc  Cbilfcren.i 


Fannie  Birdsall. 


Fannie  Birdsall. 


1,  Jesus  loves  the  children, "Let  them  come,"  said  lie  ;"Do  not  now  forbid  them, 

2,  Jesus  calls  the  children, Calls  them  to  His  fold,Lest  their  feet  should  wander 

3.  Jesus  saves  the  children,  Saves  from  ev'ry  sin;  When  they  come  repenting. 

4.  Jesus  folds  the  children,     In  His  arms   of   love;    He  will  safely  lead  them 


Blesscd  shall  they  be." 
O'er  sin's  mountain  cold. 
Je  -  sus  takes  them  in. 
To  His  homo  a  -  bove. 


Chorus. 
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Hear  Him  calling,  calling 


Children  come  to-day; 
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Come  and  with  the    Sa-viorwalk 
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We'll  Some  Ba$  IRnow. 


T.  H.  Nelson. 


Flora  B.  Nelson. 
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1.  Be     qui  -  et,  coul,  nor  question  thou,  Why  God  permits  another  cross; 

2.  Trust!  God, is  still  too  wise  to  err,  Too  kind  to  send  a  needless  woe; 

3.  We'll  some  day  know  the  reason  why  The  cross  was  sent,  the  stripes  were  giv'n, 

4.  Haste,  glorious  day,  when  we  shall  see  Why  our  most  cherished  plans  were  crushed; 
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Be  sure  his  love  and  wisdom  now,  Conspire  in  this  to  purge  thy  dross; 
If   cross-es  come,  they're  needed  sure,  God's  nature  proves  this  must  be  so; 
And  kiss  the  hand  that  cast  the  die  Wherein  our  souls  were  formed  for  heaven. 
Why  sorrows  came,  why  hopes  did  flee,  Why  loft-iest  notes  of  praise  were  hushed; 
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Thro'  darkest  woes  that  yet  may  come,  O  trust  him  where  you  cannot  trace, 
An    ac  -  ci  -  dent  can  ne'er-befall  The  man  of  God,  'twas  ordered  thus, 
We'll  read  the  reas-on  of  our  tears,  And  know  why  dis-a.ppoint-ments  came; 
Make  plain  the  facts,  for  faith  believes;  Then  sweetest  notes  to  God  shall  swell, 
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Till  he  has  made  his  dealings  plain  When  we  have  seen  him  face  to  face. 
And  he  who  sees  the  sparrow's  fall  Makes  all  things  work  for  good  to  ua. 
And  for  our  sufferings  through  those  years,  Our  own  unworthiness  we'll  Manie. 
As     eve-ry  soul  that  heav'n  receives  Shall  see  that  Christ  did  all  things  well. 
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Coming  to  flDount  Calvary, 


Vivian  A.  Dakh. 


Fannie  BraDSALi* 
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1.  ■  I  am  coming  to  Mount  Calv'ry,  Where  the  Savior    died  for    me; 

2.  I  have  left  the  world  behind  me,  Counting  all      its  gains  but  dross; 
8.  Oh!  the  vileness  and  the  darkness,  In    this  sin  -  ful  heart  of  mine, 

4.  Oh!  the  pangs  of  death  within  me,  Ohl  the    striv-ing    to    be    free; 

5.  H&l-le-lu-jahl    it     is  finished,  Cm  -  ei  -  fied  with  Christ  I     am; 
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Stricken,  burdened,  I  am  coming,  Cru-ci  -  fy  me,  Lord,  with  thee. 
And  myself  I  now  am  bringing,  To  the  al  -  tar  of  thy  cross. 
With  the  light  up  -  on  me  shining,  Savior,  aiake  my  heart  like  thine. 
But  the  strong  man  stronger  dy-ing,  Rends  my  heart  op-pos-ing  thee. 
Now  I'm  cleansed  from  all  defilement,  Thro'  the  all  -  a  -  ton  ing  Lamb. 
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I  am    thirst-ing,    I    am    dying    as      I    to  Mount  Calv'ry  go; 
9A.  C&e.  I  am  filled,  oh      hal  -  le  -  lu-jahl  As    I  from  Mount  Calv'ry  go; 
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For  the  full  -  ness    I    am  cry-ing,Wash  me  whiter  than  the  snow. 
And  my  heart  the  blood  now  cleanses,  Whiter  than  the  driven  snow. 
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£be  jproMaal  ffatber. 


T.  H.  Nelson. 


Flora  Bikdsall  Nelson. 
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1.  Come  home  with  me,    fa  -  ther,  this  fav  -  or     we   ask,     That 

2.  Our    home  was  once  hap  -  py      ere  you  went  in    sin,     But  its 

3.  Come  home  with  me   now,  moth  -  er  weeps  as    she  waits,  And  I 

4.  If    you  would  seek  Je  -  sus     to    save  you  from  sin,     And 
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you    will  re-store     us  the  joys  of    the  past ;  Come,  leave  these  sur- 
joy  has  been  drowned  in  a    gob  -  let    of    gin  ;    But  God  can      a- 
know  by  her  sighs  that  her  heart  almost  breaks  ;  O,  leave  these  corn- 
help  you    a    life     full    of  joy     to     be  -  gin  ;  Our  home  might  a-  • 
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roundings  so  wretched,  de-filed,  To  God,  home and-mother,  come 
gain  make  you  gen  -  tie  and  mild,  (J,  come  to  Him,  fa-ther,  come 
pan  -  ions,  so  reck-less  and  wild,  For  my  sake  and  mother's,  come 
gain   be     as  when  fortune  smiled,  Then  father,  in  God's  name,  come 
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back  with  thy  child 
now  with  thy  child. 

home  with  thy  child. 

home  with  thy  child, 
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O,  turn  from  thy  fol-ly,  no  long-er  thus  roam, 


7=c-r — 9—. k — « * 1 — n~ra~-r-m a » — iH- — » — r* * * • —  1 

fry  i    b   u   i»— tM^=#  L/   u — u — u — LU___j« — j« — t^zzj 


Copyright,  1896,  by  T.  H.  Nelson. 


profcigal  jfatber— Conclufceb, 


1 


~N- 


But     come     to 
-0 0- 


^-^-¥— a — » -a 


y 


g=fr£ 


_^_ ^ 


» — - 


thy     Sav  -  ior,       to       moth  -  er     and  home. 


I 


237 


peace  at  tbe  Cross. 


"  Having  made  peace  through  the  blood  of  his  cross."— Col.  1 :  20. 
Roger  H.  Lyon.  Robert  Lowry. 
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1    I     lost  my  bur-den  at  the  cross,  Where  Jesus  died  for    me;    My 

2.  I  found  sweet  pardon  at  the  cross,  In  an-swer  to  my  pray'r;  Thro' 

3.  I    rest,  be-liev-ing,  at  the  cross,  In  Him,  the  cru  -  ci  -  tied,  For 
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heart  leaps  up  with  ho-ly  joy,  For  He  hath  made  me  free — At  the 
Je  -  sus,  my  Redeemer  Lord,  My  sins  lie  bur-ied  there — At  the 
in   His  life  my  life  is  found,  His  Spir-it     is    my  guide — At  the 
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cross,  at 
cross,  at 
cross.       at 

at  the  cross, 

0-^—0 0 

t 1 p~ 5T 

1  r  **. 


the  cross, 
the,  cross, 
the  cross- 


Where  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 
In  an  -  swer   to  my  pray'r. 
In  Him,  the  cru-  ci  -  fled. 
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Gob's  %o\>e. 


Victor  Strange. 


Arranged. 
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1.  God's  love  is  as  high  as  the  heaven,      God's  love  is  as  deep  as  the 
God's  love  has  my  sin  all  for-giv-en, 

2.  My    joy     is   as  deep  as  the  o  -  cean,     My  cares  are  as  light  as  its 

A     sub-ject  of  heaven's  de-vo-  tion, 
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Chorus. 
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sea;      God's  love  is  suf-fi-cient  for  me.        God's  love,  God's  love,  God's 
foam.;  God's  with  me  wherever    I    roam. 
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love  is    sufficient   for  me,    for  me ;  love  is  sufficient    for 
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3  As  rivers  in  majesty  flowing,  4  I'll  sing  of  His  Majesty  ever, 

God's  goodness  and  mercy  I  see ;  His  boundless  and  fathomless  love; 

Like  zephyrs  from  Eden  bow  blowing,  And  some  day,  beyond  the  cold  river, 

God's  love  is  extended  to  me.  I'll  join  in  the  anthems  above. 
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I've  left  the  land  of  death  and  sin; 
The  road  so  many  travel  in; 
And  if  you  ask  the  reason  why, 
I'm  going  to  seek  a  home  on  high, 


Where  angels  bright,  wear  crowns  of  light, 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. 

I  oftimes  weep  to  see  the  sin 

And  wretchedness  that  men  are  in; 

But  my  cares  all  flee,  and  my  tears  are  dry, 

When  I  look  by  faith  to  my  home  on  high. 

There  are  many  who  would  my  progress  stay. 
And  beg  me  not  to  weep  and  pray; 
Bnt  I  dare  not  listen  to  their  cry, 
For  I  seek  a  glorious  home  on  high. 


Chorus.  Say,  s'nner,  will  you  come  with  me, 

And  seek  this  land  of  liberty? 
My  beautiful  home,  my  beautiful  home,  Oh,  do  not  stay,  but  tell  me  why 

In  the  land  where  the  glorified  ever  shall  roam;  You  will  not  seek  a  home  on  high. 


'  Beholdj  1  will  send  you  corn,  and  win 

Arcturus  Newman 


Jb^lUHb  Mild. 


and  oil,  and  ye  shall  be  satisfied  therewith."— Joel  11:  19. 

Grace  Neal. 


1.  There  is  a    land     where  nature  sings         The  praises  of  ~~  her 

2.  A  land  where  praise    employs  each  tongue,      Where  harps  to  heav'n  -  ly 

3.  A  land  where  milk         and  honey  flow,         And  all  the  fruits  of 
There  is  a  land              where  nature  sings               The  praises  of 


lo-rious  King  ;         Where  trees  in  glad      -     ness  clap  their  hands, 

notes  are  strung  ;      Where  love-lit  fires  by  ser-aphs  fanned, 

Ca-naan  grow;         Where  vines  of  Es        -      chol shade  the  strand, 

her  glorious  King ;  Where  trees  in  gladness         clap  their  hands, 


On  sun-lit  slopes  of  Beu-lah  land.    My  soul  en-rap 

Inspire  the  hearts  in  Beu-lah  land. 

Of  nec-tar  streams  in  Beu-lah  land.  My  soul  enraptured 


tared  sits  and 
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sings,         Beneath  the  shad      -      ow  of  His  wings  ;  And  heaven's 

sits  and  sings,  Beneath  the  shadow,    shadow  of  His  wings  ; 
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joy  my  heart  ex-pands,  In  blissful  bow'rs  of  Beulah  land. 

And  heaven's  joy  my  heart  expands, 
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4  No  alien  eats  her  oil  or  corn, 
Her  children  all  are  native-born  ; 
The  stirrings  of  the  carnal  man, 
Are  never  felt  in  Beulah  land. 

5  Then  why  not  emigrate  to-day, 
From  Egypt's  swamps  of  miry  clay  ? 
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Nor  tarry  in  the  desert  sand, 
But  cross  the  lines  to  Beulah  land. 
6  Repent,  believe,  be  born  again, 
Then  let  the  carnal  mind  be  slain  ; 
Then  clean  before  the  King  you'll  stand, 
A  native  child  of  Beulah  land. 
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1.  Tho'  flocks  and  herds  may  perish, 

2.  Tho'  per  -  se  -  cu  -  tion  cometh, 
8.  Tho'  fee  -  ble,  faint  and  suff 'ring, 
4  For  God  himself  commandeth, 
6.  Then  on  thro'  ev  -  'ry  conflict, 
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And  fields  may  yield  no  store; 
A  fierce  and  vengeful  roar; 
"With  burdens  la  -  den  sore; 
I  wait  to  hear  no  more; 
Till  gleams  the  heav'nly  shore; 
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Tho'  friends  should  all  for-sake  me, 

Of  hate,       re-proach  and  scorning, 

I'll  shout    till  breaks  the  dawning,  }•  I  will  rejoice      ev-er-more. 

But  run       to       do  his  bid-ding, 

And  an  -  gels   joiB  the    chorus, 
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I  will  re  -  joice,  1  will  re  -  joice,  Tho* 

I  will  rejoice,  I  will  rejoice, 
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men   and  dev  -  ils     roar, 
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will  re- 
I  wffl  rejoice; 
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joice,  I 

I     will    re-joice, 


will      re-joice      ev  -  er  -  more. 
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Fannie  Birdsall. 
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Se  -  cure  is  that  soul  in  the  midst  of  aftlic  -  tion,  Who  sees  in  each  sorrow  the 
Each  blossom  of  hope  in  our  lives  may  be  blight-eel.  Swept  by  ad-ver  -  si  -  ty's 
The  seed  that  with  weeping  we  sowed  for  the  Master  Unquickened  may  lie  where  it 
These  light  af-flic  -  tions   which  but  for  a  mo-ment.  The  Father  hath  sent  us  His 
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hand  of  his  God,  And  knowing  that  all  things  for  good  work  to-geth-er,  Un-ques-tioning 
pit-  1-  less  blast;    Clouds  of  mis-for-tune  o'ershadow  our  path -way,    Friends  of  a 

fell  by  the  way;  Prayers  that  were  wrung  from  our  hearts'  deepest  anguish,  Unanswered  re- 
promise  to  seal,    Are  naught  to  the  weight  of  the  glor  -  y  e-ter-nal,  And  far  more  ex- 


bows  'neath  each  stroke  of  the  rod.  0,  blest  is  that  heart,  that,  when  tossed  by  the  tempest  Can 
life-time  prove  false  at  the  last.  The  heart  may  be  sad,  and  the  way  may  be  lone-ly,  And 
main,  tho'  we  cease  not  to  pray;  The  Father  may  hide  for  a    mo-ment  his  presence,  The 
cecding  which  God  shall  reveal.  Some  day  we  shallknow  why  the  crosses  were  given,  For 
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cling    to   this   hope  as       a       bird    to     its    nest,    And   say,  with     a   faith   by  each 
rough  be    the  path    by    the    weary  feet  pressed,    Yet  faith    plead-eth   ev  -  er,    O, 
soul   by    its  doubts  and  its     fears  be  distressed;    But  faith  whis-pers  low:  "Tho' He 
an -gels  will  sum-mon    us  home     to    our  rest,  Where  faith  lost  in  sight,  and  with 
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tri  -  al  made  stronger, 
fail  not  to  trust  Him, 
slay  thee,  yet  trust  Him," 
vis    -   ion  grown  clear-er, 


"The  dear  Fa -ther  knows — it  is 

'The  dear  Fa  -  ther  knows — it  is 

'The  dear  Fa -ther  knows— it  is 

"The  dear  Fa  -  ther  knows— it  is 


'all  for  the  best." 

'all  for  the  best." 

•all  for  the  best." 

"all  for  the  best." 
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1.  0,  come     to  the  Sav-ior,  thou  sin-burdened  one,  No      long-er      in 

2.  You  live   in     a  country  where  death  is    abroad,  The  tombs  of  your 

3.  The  dawn  of    to-mor-row  you  nev  -  er  may  see,    In     a  world  where  you 

4.  The  an  -gel    ofmer-cy   has  troubled  the  pool,  God      of  -  fers  you 

5.  Your  sun  is  fast  set  -  ting,  0,  turn  while  you  may,  The  voice  of  your 
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darkness  re-main; 
fa  -  thers  in  sight; 
can  be  for-giv'n; 
par  -  don  to-night; 
God  whispers  "  come; 


O,  turn  to  Him  ere  you're  forev-er    undone,  Stay 
You  know  you  are  treading  the  way  they  have  trod,  Then 
Ere  the  sun  doth  arise,  cold  in  death  you  may  be,   0, 
O,  yield  to  Him,  sinner,  He  died  for  your  soul,  He'll 
The  pitfalls  of  sin   ly  -  ing  thick  in  your  way,  Only 
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CHORUS. 


not    on  the  doomed-threatened  plain.  Come  to  -  day,      Don't  de  -  lay, 

why  not  get  ready    to-night. 

will  it    be  hell  or    beheav'n? 

save  you  from  sin's  awful  blight. 

Je  -  sus  can  help  you  to  shun.  Come  to-day, 


Don't  delay, 
P  ■  P 
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O,   repent,  seek  the  Lord  while  you  may, 


God  calls,  0  haste  a  -  way 
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Zbe  price  of  a  Soul, 
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1.  "I'm,  lost 

2.  The  Spir 

3.  E  -  ter  - 

4.  I        feel 

5.  The  dark-ness  iucreas 
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0,  I'm  lost!"  Was  her  wail  of  despair,  Her  cheek  growing' 
it    re-sist-ed  has  left,  me  at  last,  My     fro-zen  heart 
ni-ty's  breath  I  can  feel     on  my  brow,  My  day    of  pro- 
I    am  near-ing  the  lake     of  the  lost,  Where  surges  of 
es — I'm  growing  so  cold,  E  -  ter  -  nal  re  - 
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pal  -  id    in  death, 

feels  like  a  stone; 

ba-tionis  done; 

wrath  ev-er  roll; 

al  -  i  -  ties  dawn 


"I've  bartered  my  soul  for  earth's  fol-lies  so  fair, 
The  sum-mer  is  end  -ed,  the  liar- vest  is  past, 
The  pleasures  of  ti  me  speed  away  from  me  now, 
E'en  now  on  its  bil  -  low-y  bosom  I'm  tossed, 
By    laws  of  damnation  I'm  being  controlled. 


And  now  to  mine  i-dols  I'm  left.".... 

Like    E-phra-im  I'm  left  a  -  lone 

Like  mists  from  the  bright,  morning  snn }  For  I  made  earthly  pleasures  the 

While  darkness  envelops  my  soul j 

She  shrieked!  and  her  spirit  was  gone.  J 
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price     of  my  soul,  Now  I'm  lost  while  the  years  of  e-ter  -  ni  -  ty  roll. 


P 


m 


r~t^ 


S — —It 

Copyright,  1899,  by  T0  H.  Nelson. 


HHIi 


re 


245 


V.  A.  D. 


Mbere  Hm  H  drifting? 

May  be  sung  as  a  solo. 


V.  A.  Dake. 
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Dark,  dark  are  the  wa-ters     a -round     me,     No     star    sheds  a 
The   high-lands  of  heav-en  I've  sight  -   ed,     Far  from     them  I 
No     trace  can    I    see"  of  earth's  shore-lines,  No  sound      of    her 
The    spell     of     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty   holds     me,     E   -   ter   -    ni  -  ty's 
Back,  back  fly  the  cur-tains  of   dark  -  ness,  Ke  -  veal   -  ing     e  - 
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beam  on  my   night;    Has  dark-ness 
mean-ing-less  roam;    Its    glo-ries 
joys     or  her   cares;      A -lone     on 
se   -  crets  are  near;    'Tis  sin's  grav 
ni  -  ty's  death; 


ter  -  nal  -  ly  bound  me?  I'm 
ter  -  nal  I've  sight  -  ed  ;  I'm 
ter  -  ni  -ty's  con  -fines,  I'm 
ta  -  tion  con-trols  me,  I'm 
of  black -ness, 


drift-ing,  I'm  drift-ing  from  light. 

drift-ing,  I'm  drift-ing  from  home. 

drift-ing,  I'm  drift-ing,  oh !  where?  (  Oh !  where  am   I  drift-ing?  Oh ! 

drift-ing  for  -  ev  -  er,     I      fear. 

lone  and  for  -  ev  -  er      I     drift. 


m 


where  am  I  drift-ing,  0 !  who  can  fore-tell  me  mv  doom  ? 


O!  where  am  I 
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drift  -  ing?  Oh !  where  am  I  drift-ing?  Out  in  -  to   e  -  ter-ni-ty 's  gloom ! 
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1.  God 

2.  God 

3.  God 

4.  God 
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be  with  you  till  we  meet 
be  with  you  till  we  meet 
be  with  you  till  we  meet 
be  with  you  till  we  meet 


a -gain,     By    His  counsels  guide. up- 
a-gain.'Npath  Flis  wings  protecting, 
a  -  gain.  When  life's  perils  thick  con- 
a  -  gain,  Keep  love's  banner  floating 
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hold  you,  With  His  sheep  se-cure-ly    fold  you, 

hide  you,      Dai  -  ly  man-na  •?( ill  pro-vide  you, 

found  you,      Put  His  arms  un  fail-ing  round  you, 

o'er  you,  Smite  death's  threat* ning  wave  before  you, 
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God  be  with  you 
God  be  with  you 
God  be  with  you 
God  be  with  you 
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till     we  meet    a-gain.  Till  we  meet till  we  meet, 

Till  we  meet, till  we  meet, till  we  meet, 
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till    we     meet,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain, 

till  we  meet,till  we  meet, God  b    with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain. 
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V.  A.  Dake. 
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Grace  and  mere}',  peace  and  love,  From  the  Triune  God  a-bove,    Be  up-on  us 
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while  we  part,  Join  us  each  to  each  in  heart;  Save  (he  wand' ring  and  the  lost,  Ere  they 
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pay  the  fearful  cost;  Shed  upon  us  each  this  hour,  Saving,  cleansing,  keeping  pow'r. 
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Thomas  Ken 


Tunc,  Old  Hundred.    L.  M. 
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Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flew;  Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
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Praise  Him  a  -  bove,  ye  heav'nly  host;  Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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Bethany.     6s,  4s. 


Lowell  Masjh, 


249    Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee. 


Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee! 

Nearer  to  thee, 
E'en  I  hough  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 
Still  all  my  song  s  hall  be 
Nearer,  my  Go<t,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee! 

Though  like  the  wanderer, 

Daylight  all  gone, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God .  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee! 

Then,  with  my  waking-  thoughts. 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I'll  raise; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  theel 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  skv, 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly  ; 
Stilfall  my  sons  shall  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  theel 


250  Fade,  Fade,  each  Earthly  Joy 

Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Break,  every  tender  tie! 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Dark  is  the  wilderness; 
Earth  has  no  resting-place; 
Jesus  alone  can  bless — 

Jesus  is  mine, 


Tempt  not  my  soul  away, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Perishing  things  of  clay, 
Born  but  tor  one  brief  day, 
Pass  from  my  heart  away,— 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Farewell,  mortality; 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Welcome,  eternity; 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest, 
Welcome,  my  Saviour's  breast; 

Jesus  is  mine!         Mrs.  Bonar. 


251  More  Love  to  Thee. 


More  love  to  the",  O  Christ! 

More  love  to  thee; 
Hear  thou  the  prayer  I  make 

On  bended  knee. 
This  is  my  earnest  plea, — 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee' 

More  love  to  thee. 


Once  earthly  joy  I  craved, 
Sought  peace  and  rest; 

Now  thee  alone  1  seek, 
Give  what  is  best. 

This  all  my  prayer  shall  be. — 

More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee! 
More  love  to  theel 


Then  shall  my  latest  breath 

Whisper  thy  praise, 
This  be  the  parting  cry 

My  heart  snail  raise,— 
This  still  my  i  rayer  shall  be,— 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee, 

More  love  to  thee. 

E.  P.  Prentice. 


Denn&    S.  M. 


Arr.  from  H.  G.  Nagell. 
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252  The  Second  Death. 

O  where  shall  rest  be  found, — 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul? 
'Twere  vain  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound. 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh; 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live. 

Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 

There  is  a  life  above. 
Unmeasured  bv  the  flight  of  years; 

And  all  that  life  is  love. 

There  is  a  death,  whose  pan? 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath: 
O  what  eternal  horrors  hang 

Around  the  second  death! 

Thou  God  of  truth  and  grace! 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun; 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  lace, 

Forevermore  undone.     J.  Montgomery. 

253  The  Redeemer's  Tears. 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinner's  weep, 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 

Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The  wondering  angels  see; 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul! 

He  shed  those  tears  for  thse. 

He  wept  that  we  might  weep; 

Each  sin  demands  atear: 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 

And  there's  no  weeping  there. 

B.  Bbddome. 

254  A  Charge  to  Keep  I  Have. 

A  charge  to  keep  I  have; 

A  God  to  glorify: 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save: 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 


To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil1, 
O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage. 

To  do  my  Master's  will. 

Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  thv  sight  to  live; 
And  oh,  thy  servant.  Lord,  prepare, 

A  strict  account  to  give. 

Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely; 
Assured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  forever  die. 


255    And  Can  I  Yet  Delay? 

And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  little  all  to  give? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away, 

For  Jesus  to  receive? 


Nay,  but  I  vield,  I  yield! 
1  can  hold  out  no  more; 
I  sink,  by  dving  love  compell'd, 
And  own  Thee  conqueror!. 

Though  late,  I  all  forsake, — 
My  friends,  my  all  resign: 

Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  oh  take! 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 


Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 

With  all  thy  weight  of  love. 

My  one  desire  be  this, 

Thy  only  love  to  know  ; 
To  seek  and  taste  no  other  bliss, 

No  other  good  below. 

My  life,  my  portion  thou, 

Thou  all-sufficient  art ; 
My  hope,  my  heavenly  treasure,  now 

Enter  and  keep  my  heart. 


Duke  Street.    L.  M. 


John  Hatton. 


256     The  Christian's  Prayer.        258 


Holy  Flame* 


Saviour  of  men,  tliy  searching  eye 
Doth  all  mv  inmost  thoughts  descry: 
Doth  aught  on  earth  my  wishes  raise. 
Or  the  world's  pleasures,  or  its  praise? 

The  love  of  Christ  doth  me  constrain 
To  seek  the  wandering  souls  of  men; 
XV i  h  cries,  entreaties,  tears  to  save. 
To  snatch  them  from  the  gaping  grave. 

My  life,  my  blood,  I  here  present, 
II  for  thv  truth  they  may  he  spent; 
Fulfill  thv  sovereign  counsel,  Lord; 
Thy  will  be  done,  thy  name  adored. 

Giv  ■  me  thy  strength,  O  God  of  power, 
Then  let  winds  blow,  or  thunders  roar, 
Thy  faithful  witness  will  I  be. 
'Tis  fixed;    1  can  do  all  through  thee. 

J.  J.  Winkler. 


257  Thirsting  for  the  Fulness. 

I  thirst,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  thv  cleansing  blood; 
To  dwell  within  thy  wounds;    then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  thee: 
Seal  thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  sheltered  in  thy  bleed  ng  side! 
Who  thence  their  life  and  strength  derive, 
And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 

Henceour  hearts  melt,  our  eyes  o'erfiow, 
Our  words  are  lost,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside,— 
My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified. 

N.  J.  ZlNZKNDORF. 


Where  is  the  flame  of  love  divine, 

That  burned  so  bright  in  by-gone  days; 
That  made  the  martyrs'  faces  shine, 

And  filled  their  dying  lips  with  praise? 
That  flame  that  in  t'he.r  bosoms  bu>»  jd, 

Like  fagot  fires  in  which  they  stood, 
That  love  that  o'er  their  murd'rs  yearned, 

And  made  them  pray  "  Forgive  them, 
Lord  ? ' ' 

That  made  our  fathers  count  but  dross, 

The  fleeting  things  of  time  and  sense  ; 
And  richer  by  their  earthly  loss, 

The  kingdom  took  by  violence ; 
We  seek  the  ancient  land  marks  Lord. 

Where  once  thy  tabernacle  stood. 
We'll  take  the  way  the  ancients  trod, 

Though  strewn'  with  martyrs'  stakes  and 
blood. 

Tnos.  II.  Nelson. 


259  Condemned,  but  Pleading. 

Show  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive; 
Let  a  repenting  r  bel  live" 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee? 

My  crimes  are  great,  hv.t  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace; 
threat  God.  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

O  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 
And  make  mv  guilty  conscience  clean: 
Here  on  mv  heait  the  burden  lies, 
Anu  past  offenses  pain  my  eyes. 

Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord, 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round   thy  Word, 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there, 
Sonie  sure  suppoit  against  despair. 

laAAC  Watts 


Vafi 
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Hhinrich  Rink,  1770. 
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260     A  Vie*  of  Heave:  . 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand. 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Caanan's  fai  r  'nd  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

0'«*r  all  those  wide,  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day: 
There  God,  the  Son,  forever  reigns, 

And  scatters  night  away, 

No  chilling  winds  or  poisonous  breath 
Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 

Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  arid  death, 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

Filled  with  delight  my  raptured  soul 
Would  here  no  longer  stay; 

Tho'  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 
Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 

Rev.  S.Stennett 


261   The  Wanderer  Recalled. 

Return,  O  wanderer,  return, 
And  set  k  thy  F  atner's  face, 

Those  iilw  desires  winch  in  thee  burrij 
Were  kindled  by  His  grace. 

Return,  O  wanderer,  return; 

He  hears  thy  humble  s-igh; 
He  sees  thy  suften-d  spir  t  mourn, 

When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 

Return,  O  wanderer,  return, 
And  wipe  ihe  falling  tear;  J 

Thy  Father  ca  Is Linger  mourn; 

'Tis  love  invites  thee  near. 

Return,  O  wanderer,  return; 

Begin  thy  long-s.jugl  t  rest; 
The  Savior's  Melting  mercies  yearn 
To  clasp  thee  to  Hi.  breast. 

— W.  B.  Collyer. 


262  Power  of  Cther  Days. 

Wh^re  is  tin  power  of  other  days, 

<  mr  fath  rs  used  to  feel ; 
The  flaming  fire  whose  sacred  blaze 

Did  their  devotion  seal  ? 
Where  is  the  confidence  in  God 

That  did  tin  i r  souls  inspire, 
Anl  made  them  s.ngof  cleansing  blood, 

While  Hood  and  flame  rose  higher? 

Thine  own  in-dwelling  presence.  Lord, 

Which  thus  our  fathers  blest; 
Alone  can  fill  tho  mighty  void 

Within  their  children's  breast ; 
Then  spread  thy  wings,  O  heav'nly  Dove, 

Again  to  earth  come  down, 
And  with  the  diadem  of  love, 

Our  soulless  duties  crown. 

The  garland  of  thy  grace  impart, 

l!id  us  no  longer  roam; 
But  stamp  thino  image  on  our  hearts 

And  seal  us  thus  thine  own  ; 
In  this  thine  own  appo  nted  hour 

Thy  fullness  we  would  prove; 
Lbsphiy  anew  thy  glorious  power, 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  love. 

Victok  Strange. 

263  Heavenly  Canaan. 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 
Where  saints  immortal  reign; 

Eternal  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea.  divides 

That  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  Hood, 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

A  nd  view  the  landscape  o'tr, 
Not  Jordan's  stream  ror  death's  cold  Hood, 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

1.  Watts. 
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264  Light  Shining:  Out  of  Dark- 

ness* 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take, 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense. 

But  trust  him  for  his  gia  e; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 

He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

265  The  Name  of  Jesus. 

Jesus,  the  name  high  over  all, 

In  hell,  or  earth,  or  sky; 
Angels  and  men  before  it  fall, 

And  devils  fear  and  fly. 

Jesus,  the  name  to  sinners  dear, 

The  name  to  sinners  given. 
It  scatters  all  their  guilty  fear; 

It  turns  their  hell  to  heaven. 

Jesusthe  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 

And  bruises  Satan's  head; 
Power  into  strengthless  souls  he  speakfc. 

And  life  into  the  dead. 

O  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 

The  riches  of  his  grace; 
The  arms  of  love  that  compass  me, 

Would  all  mankind  embrace. 

266  Praise  the  Redeemer. 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  his  graca. 


Jesus!    the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cea^e;        * 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears. 
'Tis  life,  and  health  and  peace. 

He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free: 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean; 

His  blood  availed  for  me. 

Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  his  praise,  ye  dumb, 
^  our  loosened  tongues  employ; 

Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  comes; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 


267      Victorious  Faith. 

O,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Though  pressed  by  every  foe; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 

Of  any  earthly  woe. 

That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beiiealh  the  chastening  rod, 
But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 

Will  lean  upon  its  God. 

A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempests  rage  without; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear. 

In  darkness  feels  no  doubt. 

That  bears, unmoved.the  world's  dread  frown. 

Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile; 
That  seas  of  trouble  cannot  drown, 

Or  Satan's  arts  beguile. 

A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 

Till  life's  last  hour  is  fled, 
And  with  a  pure  a  d  heavenly  ray 

Illumes  tha  dying  bed. 

Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this. 

And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 
We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 

Of  an  eternal  home.  W.  11.  Bathurs* 


Thomas  Hastings. 
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268  The  Defence  of  Zion. 

Zion  stands  with  hills  surrounded, 

Zion,  kept  by  power  divine: 
All  her  foes  shall  be  confounded, 

Though  the  world  in  arms  combine: 
Happy  Zion, 

What  a  favored  lot  is  thine! 

Every  human  tie  may  perish; 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove; 
Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish: 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove; 
But  no  changes 

Can  attend  Jehovah's  love. 

In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee: 
Thou  art  precious  in  His  sight, 

God  is  with  thee, 
God,  thine  everlasting  light. 

Thos.  Kelley 

269  I  Will  Praise  Thee. 

0  thou  God  <  f  my  salvation, 
My  Redeemer  from  all  sin; 

Moved  by  thy  divine  compassion, 
Who  hast  died  my  heart  to  win, 

1  will  praise  thee: 
Where  shall  I  thy  praise  begin? 

Though  unseen,  I  love  the  Saviour; 

He  hath  brought  salvation  near; 
Manifests  his  pardoning  favor; 

And  when  Jesus  doth  appear, 
Soul  and  body 

Shall  his  glorious  image  bear. 

While  the  angel  choirs  are  crying, 
"Glory  to  the  great  I  AM," 

1  with  them  will  still  be  vying: 
Glory!    Glory  to  the  Lamb! 

^       O  how  precious 

"'Is  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name! 


Angels  now  are  hovering  round  us, 
Unperceived  amid  the  throng; 

Wondering  at  the  love  that  crowned  us: 
Glad  to  join  the  holy  song: 

Hallelujah! 
Love  and  praise  to  Christ  belong! 


270 


Guide  Me. 


Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land 
I  am  weak— but  thou  art  mighty; 

Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand: 
Bread  of  heaven, 

Feed  me  till  1  want  no  more- 
Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

VVhence  the  healing  waters  flow: 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar, 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through: 
Strong  Deliv'rer, 

Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield! 

When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears -subside: 

Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 


271       Good  News  for  Zion. 

On  the  mountain  top  appearing, 
Lol  the  sacred  herald  stands. 

Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion,  long  in  hostile  hands. 

Mourning  captive! 
God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands 

Peace  and  joy  shall  now  attend  thee 
AM  thy  warfare  now  is  past; 

God  thy  Savior  will  d  fend  thee. 
Victory  is  thine  at  last: 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 


Arlington.     C.  M. 


Dr.  Arne. 
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272      Soldier  of  the  Cross. 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb; 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 

Or  blush  to  speak  his  name? 

Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease; 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 

And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign; 

Increase  my  courage.  Lord; 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 

Supported  by  thy  Word. 

Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 

They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
By  faith  they  bring  it  nigh. 

When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 
And  all  thine  armies  shine. 

In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

Isaac  Watts. 


273*       A  Perfect  Heart. 

O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 

So  Ireely  spilt  forme. 

A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 
My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine; 
Perfect  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 

A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 

Thv  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart; 

Come  quickly  (rom  above; 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 

Thy  n-<5w'  best  nam?  ^  llJVe;- 


274  Sin  Kills  Beyond  the  Tomb. 

Vain  man,  thy  fond  pursuits  forbear; 

Repent,  thine  end  is  nigh; 
Death,  at  the  farthest,  can't  be  far: 

O  think  before  thou  die. 

Reflect,  thou  hast  a  soul  to  save; 

Thy  sins,  how  high  they  mount! 
What  are  thy  hopes  beyond  the  grave? 

How  stands  that  dark  account? 

Death  enters, and  there's  no  defence; 

His  time  there's  none  can  tell; 
He'll  in  a  moment  call  thee  hence, 

To  heaven,  or  down  to  hell. 

Thy  flesh  (perhaps  thy  greatest  care) 

Shall  into  dust  consume; 
But,  ah!  destruction  stops  not  there; 

Sin  kills  beyond  the  tomb. 

J.  Hart. 


275  The  Dreadful  Sentence. 


That  awful  day  will  surely  come; 

The  appointed  hour  makes  haste. 
When  I  must  stand  before, my  Judge, 

And  pass  the  solemn  test. 

Jesus,  thou  source  of  all  my  joys, 

Thou  ruler  of  my  heart. 
How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 

Pronounce  the  word,  "Depart!" 

The  thunder  of  that  awful  word 
Would  so  torment  my  ear, 

'T  .vould  tear  my  soul  asunder,  Lord; 
With  mc'it  tormenting  fear. 

0  wretched  state  of  deep  despair, 
To  see  my  God  remove,  jk± 

And  fix  my  dolefi  I  station  wh^K 
1  niust  not  taste  I  is  loye         VV 


Rathbun.    8,  7. 


4 


Ithamar  Conkey. 
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276  Resurrection  Song. 

Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glory,— 
Sing  the  Resurrection  song; 

Death  and  sorrow,  earth's  dark  story, 
To  the  former  days  belong. 

Life  eternal!  Heaven  rejoices; 

Jesus  lives,  who  once  was  dead; 
Join,  oh  man,  the  deathless  voices, 

Child  of  God,  lift  up  thy  head. 

Life  eternall  O  what  wonders 
Crown  our  faith;  what  joy  unknown, 

When  amid  earth's  closing  thunders, 
Saints  shall  stand  before  the  throne. 

O  to  enter  that  bright  portal, 
See  that  glowing  firmament, 

Know,  with  thee,  O  God  immortal, 
"Jesus  Christ  whom  thou  hast  sent." 
Wm.  J.  Irons 

277  The  Lord  Our  Helper. 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 

Cartl  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet. 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above: 
Praise  the  mount — I'm  fixed  upon  it, 

Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love. 

Here  I'll  raise  mine  Ebenezer; 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come: 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
O  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  thy  goodness, like  a  feitir, 

Bind  my  grateful  heart  to  thee. 


orth  -.ill  mv  me  I  give  niee, 
lushed  by  sucji  jyondrou-  love 

R.  RulHPSQN,  alt, 


278 


The  Cross. 


In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glorv, 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime; 

When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  nie; 
Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beami  g 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way. 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  luster  to  the  day. 

Bane  and  blessing,  rain  and  pleasure, 

by  the  cross  arc  sanctified; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

Sir  John  Bowring. 

279    The  New  Creation. 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 
Joy  of  heaven  to  earth  come  down, 

Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling; 
All  thy  faithlul  mercies  crown. 

Breathe.  O  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast; 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inheiit; 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 

Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be; 
End  of  faith  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

Finish  then  thy  new  creation, 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be. 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation, 

Perfectly  restored  in  thee. 

Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 
'I  ill  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 

Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 
4jO§t  \n,  \vonder,  love  and  piaise. 

UtAKLts  WSSUBYi 


Hendon.     1. 


Moderate. 
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280  Children  of  The  King. 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us  sing; 
Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  fattiers  trod: 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

Fear  not,  brethren,  jovful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  our  land: 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Fathe  's  Son, 
Bids^is  undismayed  go  on. 

Lord,  obediently  we'll  go, 
Gladlv  leaving  all  below; 
Only  Thou  our  Leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 


281    The  Danger  of  Delay. 

Hasten,  s'nner,  to  be  wise! 

Stav  not  for  the  morrow's  sun: 
Wisdom  it  vou  still  despise, 

Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

Hasten,  mercy  to  implore! 

Stav  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er 

Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  run. 

Hasten,  sinner,  to  return! 

Stav  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  limp  should  fail  to  burn 

Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

Hasten,  sinner,  to  he  b'est! 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Le-'t  perdition  thee  arrest 

Ere  the  morrow  is  b^eun. 


282    Submission  to  God. 


Prince  of  peace  control  mv  will; 
Bid  this  struggling  heart  be  still; 
Bid  my  fears  and  doubtings  cease. 
Hush  my  spirit  into  peace. 

Thou  hast  bought  me  with  thy  blood, 
Opened  wide  the  gate  to  G  'd. 
Peace  I  ask — but  peace  must  be, 
Lord,  in  being  one  with  Thee. 

May  thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done; 
May  thv  will  and  mine  be  one: 
Chase  thc-e  doubtings  from  my  heart; 
Now  thy  perfect  peace  impart. 

Savior  at  thy  feet  I  fall; 
Thou  my  life,  my  God,  my  all! 
Let  thy  happy  servant  be 
One  for  evermore  with  thee. 

Maky  a  S.  Barber. 


283  Encouragement  to  Pray. 


Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare; 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  praver; 
He  himself  invites  thee  near. 
Bids  thee  ask  him,  waits  to  hear. 

While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 

Let  thy  love  my  spirit  ch  -er; 

As  mv  gui  le,  my  guard,  mv  friend, 

Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

Show  me  whnt  I  have  to  do; 
Kverv  hour  ill v  strength  renew;     »^.v 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith,  >*•»• 

Let  me  die  thy  people's  death. 

I.  Newton. 


284  Joy  of  thz  Justified.  286     Come,  Almighty  King. 
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O  how  happy  arc  they. 

Who  the  Saviour  obey, 
And  have  laid  up  their  treasures  a.bov3. 

Tongue  can  never  express 

The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 
Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love. 

That  sweet  comf  f-t  was  mine. 

When  the  favor  cvine 
I  received  through  the  blood  of  the  '.amb: 

When  my  heart  hist  believed 

What  a  joy  I  received. 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus'  namel 

'Twas  a  heaven  below 

My  Redeemer  to  know, 
And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more, 

Than  to  fall  at  his  feet, 

And  the  story  repeat, 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

0  the  rapturous  height 
Of  the  holy  delight 

Which  I  felt  in  the  life-giving  bloodl 
Of  my  Saviour  possessed, 

1  was  perle  lly  blest, 

As  if  filled  with  the  fulness  of  God. 

Chas.  Wesley. 


285  The  Cry  of  the  Heathen. 
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Come,  thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise: 
Father!  a'l  glorious, 
O'er  all  victoi  ious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days! 

Come  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thv  mighty  sword; 

( >ur  prayer  attend. 
Come,  and  thy  pec  pie  bless 
And  gi'  e  thv  word  succesr* 
Spirit  of  holiness ! 

On  us  descend. 

Come,  holv  Comforter! 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour: 
Thou,  w  ho  almighty  art. 
Now  rule  in  every  heart. 
And  ne'i-r  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power! 

To  the  Great  one  in  thren 
The  highest  prM«es  be, 

Hence  evermore! 
His  suvreign  majesty 
M  iv  we  in  glory  see; 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


There  is  a  Spot. 


From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  Cora]  strand; 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand: 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile? 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone, 

Shall  we  whose  souls  are  lighted 

W  ith  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation!--0  s-ilvaticn! 

The  jovful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

Waft,  waft,  ye  winds  his  ciory, 

And  yon,  ye  waters  roll, 
Till  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole: 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  lor  sinners  slain. 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

Irjfbliss  returns  to  reign. 

R.  Hebbr. 


There  is  a  spot  to  me  more  dear 

Than  native  vale  and  mountain; 
A  spot  for  wnich  affection's  tear 

Springs  grateful  from  its  fountain. 
'Tis  not  where  kindred  souls  abonnd 

Though  that  is  a  most  heaven; 
But  where  1  first  mv  Savior  found, 

And  felt  my  sins  foigiven. 

Hard  vas  my  toil  to  reach  the  shore, 

Long  tossed  upon  lhe  ocean; 
Above  me  was  the  thunder's  roar, 

Beneath,  the  wave's  commotion; 
Darkly  the  pall  of  night  was  thijwn 

Around  me,  faint  \\  ith  terror: 
In  that  dark  hour  how  did  my  groan 

Ascend  for  years  of  error! 

Sinking  and  panti"g  as  for  breath, 

I  knew  not  help  was  nc.riue; 
And  cried,  "O I  save  me  Lord  from  death, 

Immortal  Jesus,  hear  me." 
Then  quick  as  thought  1  felt  him  mine. 

My  Savior  stood  before  me; 
I  saw  his  brightness  round  me  shine, 

And  shouted,  "Glory  1  Glory  1" 

O  sacred  h   ur!  O  hallo -ed  spot! 

Where  lo\ e  divine  first  found  me; 
Wherever  falls  ni y  distant  lot, 

M  y  heart  shall  lincer  round  thee; 
And  when  from  earth  I  rise  to  soar 

l'p  to  my  home  in  heaven. 
Down  will  1  c^st  my  eves  once  more, 

Where  I  was  first  forgiven. 

W   Hunter 
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288        Prodigal's  Retuwi. 


Oh!    I  have  spent  my  all  in  sin, 

My  fears  begin  to  rise, 
All  wretchedness  and  dark  within, 

I  dare  not  lift  my  eyes. 

0  my  injured  Jesus, 
Lamb  for  sinner's  slain. 

Though  I  nave  wandered  from  my  home, 
1  would  come  back  again. 

These  wretched  husks  I  cannot  bear. 
While  Father's  house  is  full; 

1  see  my  distant  home  afar, 
Hut  ohl  my  spirit  fails. 

Oh!  my  injured  Jesus, etc. 

These  tattered  robes,  how  bad  they  look, 

Wh.it  will  my  Father  say? 
Oh!  can  he  take  his  lost  one  '  ?ck? 

Oh!  will  hehi-ar  me  pray'i 
O  tisy  injured  Jesus! 

Saviour  crucified! 
All  foul  and  guilty  as  I  am, 

I  am  coming  to  thy  side. 

Yes  I  will  take  my  journey  back, 

Untonn  Father's  home; 
I'll  say  I've  sinned  in  thy  sight, 

And  lo  I  I  am  undone. 
O  my  injured  Je^us, 

Lamb  lor  sinners  slain' 
I'm  on  my  way  to  Father's  home, 

1  am  coming  back  again. 

If  I  could  see  my  Father's  face. 

And  pledge  my  humble  vows, 
I'd  only  ask  a  servant's  place 

Within  my  Father's  house. 
O  Hallelujah! 

My  Savior's  reconciled. 
He  sees  me  coming  from  afar, 

And  runs  to  meet  his  child. 

My  Father  clasps  me  to  his  breast, 

He  owns  n.e  in  my  rags; 
He  kills  for  me  the  fatted  calf. 

And  clothes  me  with  his  robe. 
O  Hallelujah! 

My  Father's  reconciled ! 
For  me  the  house  will  now  rejoice, 

My  Father  owns  his  child. 


O  Bear  me  Away. 


Shall  Jesus  come  to  our  earth  in  vain. 
And  bear  such  sorrow,  guilt  and  pain! 
Shall  w  e  sit  content  and  fold  our  hand9, 
Nor  tell  of  his  love  in  heat. .en  lands? 

The  earth  is  his  with  its  fullness  too, 
If  he  sends  you  out  he  will  care  for  you ; 
May  the  language  then  of  each  heart  be. 
O  what  can  I  do?    O  Lord,  send  me. 


290    A  Great  Day  Coming. 


0  bear  me  away  o'er  the  ocean's  tide. 
Till  I  catch  the  gleam  on  the  farther  side; 
Where  the  heathen  wait  of  God  to  hear, 
To  learn  of  his  love  his  rod  to  fear. 

Chorus. 

My  heart  has  gone,  I  must  haste  awav, 
To  rescue  souls  who  have  gone  astray; 
In  heathen  lands  they  watch  and  wait, 

1  Lug  to  go  ere  it  be  too  late. 

The  harvest  is  great,  the  laborers  few, 
My  comrades  brave,  may  he  send  you  ? 
Alas  how  few  who  with  willing  heart,  [part 
From  their  native  land  and  friends  will 
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There's  a  great  day  coming,  a  great  day  com 
ing, 

There's  a  great  day  coming  by  and  by, 

When  the  saints  and  the  sinner  shall  be  part- 
ed right  and  left, 

Are  you  ready  for  that  day  to  come? 

Chorus. 

Are  you  ready?    Are  you  ready? 
Are  you  ready  for  the  judgment  dayf 
Are  you  ready?    are  you  ready? 
For  the  judgment  day  ? 

There's  a  bright  day  coming,  a  bright  day 

comiug. 
There's  a  bright  day  coming  by  and  by, 
But  its  brightness  shall  only  come  to  them 

that  lov  ■  the  Lord, 
Are  you  ready  for  that  day  to  come? 

Xhere's  a  sad  day  coming,  a  sad  day  coming, 
There's  a  sad  day  coming  by  and  by. 
When  *lie  sinner  shall  hear  his  doom,  "De- 
part, I  know  ye  not," 
Are  you  ready  for  that  day  to  come? 

Copyright  by  Will  Thompson.     By  ft; 

291         O  Day  of  Rest! 


O  day  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness. 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright: 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly, 

Through  ages  joined  in  tune, 
Sing  "Hblv,  holv,  holy," 

To  the  great  God  Triune. 

Today  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls, 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beamst 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest; 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father,  and  to  Son; 
The  church  her  voice  upraises 

To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 


292     The  Ninety  and  Nine, 


There  were  n\*  ety  nnd  nine  that  safely  lay, 

In  the  shelter  ol  the  fold, 
But  one  was  out  on  the  hills  away, 

Far  off  from  the  gates  of  gohi — 
Away  on  the  it  ountains  wild  and  bare, 

|| : Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care, 

"Lord  thou  hast  here  thy  ninety  and  nine; 

Are  they  not  enough  for  thee?" 
But  the  Shepherd  made  answer:  "This  of 
mine 

Has  wandered  away  from  me, 
And  although  che  road  be  rough  and  steep, 
II :  I  go  to  the  desert  to  find  my  sheep."  :|| 

But  none  of  the  ransomed  ever  knew. 
How  deep  were  the  waters  crossed; 

Nor  how  dark  was  the  night  that  the  Lord 
passed  thro', 
Ere  he  found  the  sheep  that  was  lost; 

Out  in  the  desert  he  heard  its  cry — 
||: Sick  and  helpless  and  ready  to  die.  ;|| 

"Lord  whence  are  those  blood  drops  all  the 
way 
That  mark  out  the  mountain's  track?" 
"They  were  shed  for  one  who  had  gone  astray 

Ere  the  Shepherd  could  bring  him  back." 
"Lord  whence  are  thy  hands  so  rent  and 
torn?" 
II;  "They  are  pierced  tonight  by  many  a 
thorn.":|| 

But  all  through  the  mountains  thunder  riven 

And  up  from  the  rocky  ste<  p, 
There  arobe  a  glad  cry  to  the  gate  of  heav'n, 

"Rejoice  I  have  found  my  sheep!" 
And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne, 

||:"Rejoice  for  the  Lord  brings  back  His 
own.":|| 


The  Father  hears  Him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One: 
He  cannot   turn  away 

The  presence  of  His  Son: 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood. 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

My  God  is  reconciled; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear: 
He  owns  me  fior  His  child; 

I  can  no  longer  fear: 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And,   "Father,  Abba,   Father!"  cry. 

There  is  a  Fountain. 
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Arise  My  Soul. 


There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 

And     sinners,     plunged     beneath     that 
flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain   in   his  day; 
And  there  have  I,  though  vile  as  he. 

Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

Thou  dying'Lamb!  thy  precious  blood 

Shall   never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 

Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme. 
And  shall   be   till  I   die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,   sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save. 
When    this    poor,    lisping,    stammering 
tongue, 
Lies  silent   in   the  grave. 

— W.  Cowper. 

295      All  Victorious  Love. 
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Arise,  my  soul,  arise; 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears, 
The   bleeding   Sacrifice 

In  my  behalf  appears: 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  His  hands. 

He  ever  lives  above. 

For  me  to   intercede; 
His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood,  to  plead; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary: 
They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead   for  me; 
"Forgive  him,  oh.   forgive,"  they  cry, 
"Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die." 
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Jesus,  thine  all-victorious  love 

Shed  in  my  heart  abroad: 
Then  shall  my  feet  no  longer  rove, 

Rooted  ajid  fixed  in  God. 

O  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 
Might  now  begin  to  glow: 

Burn  up  the  dross  of  base  desire: 
And  make  the  mountains  flow. 

Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart; 

Illuminate  my  soul; 
Scatter  thy  life  through  every  part, 

And  sanctify  the  whole. 

My  steadfast  soul,  from  falli-ng  free, 
Shall   then  no  longer  move;- 

While  Christ  is  all  the  world  to  me. 
And  all  my  heart  is  love. 

— Charles  Weal«jy, 
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Forever  here  my  rest  shall   be, 

Close  to  thy  bleeding  side; 
This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea, 

For  me  the  Savior  died. 

My  dying  Savior,  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin. 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 

And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

Wash    me,    and   make   me   thus   thine 
own: 

Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art; 
Wash  me.  but  not  my  feet  alone, 

My  hands,  my  head,   my  heart. 

The  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply, 
Till  faith  to  sight  improve; 

Till  hope  in   full   fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 

— C.  Wesley. 


297        Come,  Ye  Sinners* 


There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads; 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet; 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

Ah!  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed? 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat, 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat? 

There,  there  on  eagles'  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and   sense  molest  no  more: 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to 

greet, 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 
— H.  Stowell. 


299      Heart  Made  Known. 


Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy. 

Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 

Full  of  pity,  love  and  power: 
He  is  able. 

He  is  willing:  doubt  no  more. 

Let  no  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream; 

All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him: 

This  he  gives  you, 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  glimmering  beam. 

f'nme,   ye   weary,   heavy-laden, 
Bruised  and  mangled  by   the  fall; 

If  you  tarry  till  you're  better 
You   will  never  come  at  all: 

Not  the   righteous. 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

/ennizirR  in  the  garden, 
Your  Redeemer  prostrate  lies; 

Cn  the  bloody  tree  behold  him! 
Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies, 

It  Is  finished! 
Sinne..-£,  will  not  this  suffice? 
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Retreat. 


From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows. 
From   every  swelling   tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat; 

Tis  £Qun<J  bsn.ea.Ui  ..if;  mercy-seat, 
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And  must  I  be  to'  judgment  brought, 

And  answer  in  tnat  day 
For  every  vain  and  idle  thought, 

And   every  word  I  say? 

Yes,  every  secret  of  my  heart 
Shall  shortly  be  made  known, 

And  I  receive  my  just  desert 
For  all  that  I  have  done. 

How  careful  then  ought  I  to  live; 

With  what  religious  fear; 
Who  such  a  strict  account  must  give 

For  my  behavior  here. 

If  now  thou  standest  at   the  door, 

0  let  me  feel  thee  near; 

And  make  my  peace  with  God,  before 

1  at  thy  bar  appear. 

— Charles  Wesley. 


300       Glorying  in  the  Cross. 


When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince,  of  glory  died. 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 

All    the    vain    things    that    charm    me 
most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His 
feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 

Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That   were  a   present  far  too  small; 

Love  so  amaziiig.   so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

-ims  W&Ua, 
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While  fighting-  for  my  Master  here, 

The  devil   tries  me  hard; 
He  uses  all  his  mighty  power 
My  progress  to  retard. 
He's   up   to  every   move, 
But  yet,  through  all  I  prove, 
That,  a  little  talk  with  Jesus  makes  it 
right. 

|| :  Dh,  a  little  talk  with   Jesus   makes 
it  right,  all  right  :|| 
Thro'  trials  of  every  kind; 
Bless  God  I  always  find, 
That  a  little  taiK  with  Jesus  makes  it 
right. 

Tho'    dark   the   night   and   clouds   look 
black, 
And  stormy  over  head, 
And   trials  almost  of  every  kind 
Across  my  path   are  spread; 
How  soon  I  conquer  all, 
As  tc  the  Lord  I  call, 
And  a  little  talk  with  Jesus  makes  it 
right. 

Whene'er  the  fight  seems  getting  dull, 

And  weariness  draws  nigh, 
And  Satan  in  his  craftiness 
Whispers,   "No  longer  try," 
I  fall  upon  my  knees, 
The  devil  quickly  flees. 
And  a  little  talk  with  Jesus  makes  it 
right. 

And  thus  by  frequent  little  talks 

I  gain   the  victory, 
And     march    right    on    with    cheerful 
song, 
Enjoying  liberty; 
With  Jesus  as  my  friend, 
I'll  prove  until  the  end, 
That  a   little  talk  with  Jesus  makes  it 
right. 

—Martin    Lock. 

302     The  Bondage  of  Love. 


O  sweet  will  of  God!  thou  hast  girded 
me  round, 
Like  the  deep  moving  currents   that 
girdle  the  sea; 
With  omnipotent  love  is  my  poor  na- 
ture bound. 
And    this    bondage   to   love    sets    me 
perfectly  free! 

CHORUS: 

Hallelujah!     hallelujah!     my     soul     is 

now  free! 
For  the  precious  blood  o-f  Jesus  cleans- 

Stta,  even  me., 


For  years  my  will  wrestled  with  vague 
discontent, 
That   like  a  sad  angel  o'ershadowed 
my  way; 
God's  light  in  my  soul  with  the  dark- 
ness was  blent, 
And  my  heart  ever  longed  for  an  un- 
clouded day. 

My  wild  will  was  captured;  yet  under 
the  yoke 
There  was  pain  and  not  peace  at  the 
press  oi   the  load, 
Till  the  glorious  burden   the  last  fiber 
broke, 
And  I  melted  like  wax  in  the  furnace 
of  God. 

And    now    I    have    flung    myself    reck- 
lessly  out. 
Like  a  chip  on  the  stream  of  the  In- 
finite Will; 
I   pass   the   rough   rocks  with   a   smile 
and  a  shout, 
And  I  just  let  my  God  his  dear  pur- 
pose fulfill. 

Roll     on,     checkered     seasons;     bring 
smiles  or  bring  tears, 
My  soul  sweetly  sails  on  an  infinite 
tide: 
I  shall  soon  touch  the  shores  of  eter- 
nity's years. 
And    near    the    white    throne    of    my 
Saviour   abide, 

— George  D.  Watson. 


303      Why  Not  To-Night  ? 
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O  do  not  let  the  Word  depart,        fight 
And    close    thine    eyes    against    the 

Poor  sinner,   harden  not   thy  heart; 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved— why  not  to- 
night? 

CHORUS: 

|| :  Whv  not  to-night?  Why  not  to- 
night? 

Thou  wouldst  be  saved— why  not  to- 
night? :||        ■ 

To-morrow's  sun  may  never  rise, 
To  bless  thy  long  deluded  sight; 

This  is  the  time!    O  then  be  wise! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved— why  not  to- 
night? 

The  world  has  nothing  left  to  give — 
It  has  no  new,   no  pure  delight; 

Oh,  try  the  life  which  Christians  live! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved— why  not  to- 
night? 

Our  blessed   Lord   refuses  none 
Who  would  to  Him  their  souls  unite; 

Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved— why  pot  t<j« 
flight? 


304    Shall  Life  be  Wasted? 


306        The  Mind  of  Christ. 
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Shall  this  life  of  mine  be  wasted? 

Shall  this  vineyard  lie  untilled? 
Shall  true  joys  pass  by  untasted, 

And   the  soul  remain   unfilled? 

CHORUS: 
No,    no!     No,    no! 

Ever   faithful   let  me   be; 
A.nd  each  precious  hour  redeeming, 

Wait  for  thee,  Eternity. 

Shall  theGod-given  hours  be  scattered, 
Like  the  leaves  upon  the  plain? 

•Shall  the  blossoms  die  unwatered, 
By  the  dews  of  heavenly  rain? 

Shall  I  see  each  fair  sun  waking. 
And  not  see  it  wake  for  me? 

Each  glad  morning  brightly  breaking, 
And  not  see  it  break  for  me? 

No,  T  was  not  born  to  trifle 
Life  away  in  dreams  of  sin; 

No,   I  must  not,   dare  not  stifle 
Longings  such  as  these  within. 

305       "Workers'  Warning. 

Tune— "Gipsy's  Warning." 
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Precious  worker,   danger  signals 

Float  around  thee;  take  thou  heed, 
Bide  tnee  in  thy  place  till  Jesus 

To  another  field  shall  lead; 
Siren  voices  most  enticing 

Would  allure  thee  from  thy  trust, 
Honeyed   words,    mere   Adam's   apples, 

'Neath  the  pressure  turn  to  dust. 

Friends  will  urge,  constrain,   persuade 
you, 

Point  a  better,  easier  way, 
Anything  beside,  the  tempter 

Will  suggest.    Oh,  haste  away! 
Seek  another  field  of  labor. 

Leave  your  burdens  and  y  ur  band, 
And  in  other  scenes  you'll  surety 

More  respect  and  love  command. 

Precious  jewels  thou  hast  gathered 

For  thy  crowning  by  and  by, 
When  thy  Lord  shall  call  his  faithful 

To  their  welcome  in  the  sky; 
Wilt  thou  run  the  risk  of  losing 

All  thy  trophies,  all  thy  gain. 
Trifle  with   the  souls  thy  Saviour 

Purchased  with  his  blood  and  pain? 

Thou   hast   felt   'twas   God   that  called 
thee, 

Has  thy  God  released  thee?    Hark! 
To  turn  from  His  will  and  pleasure 

Is  to  wander  in  the  dark; 
Bide  thee  in  thy  place,  dear  worker, 

Till  thy  Lord  shall  bring  release. 
Then  by  Death  or  Spirit's  whisper 

It  Will  come  on  wings  of  peace. 

-Yi.vian.  a.,  pake, 


Jesus,  plant  and  root  in  me 
All  the  mind  that  was  in  thee; 
Settled  peace  I  then  shall  find, 
Jesus'  is  a  quiet  mind. 

Anger  I  no  more  shall  feel, 
Always  even,  always  still; 
Meekly  on  my  God  reclined; 
Jesus'  is  a  gentle  mind. 

I  shall   suffer  and   fulfill 
All  my  Father's  gracious  will; 
Be  in  all  alike  resigned; 
Jesus'  is  a  patient  mind. 

I  shall  triumph  evermore; 
Gratefully  my  God  adore; 
God  so  good,  so  true,  so  kind; 
Jesus'  is  a  thankful  mind. 

Lowly,   loving,  meek,  and  pure, 
1  shall  to  the  end  endure; 
Be  no  more  to  sin  inclined; 
Jesus'   is  a  constant  mind. 

I  shall  fully  be  restored 
To  the  image  of  my  Lord, 
Witnessing  to  all   mankind, 
Jesus'  is  a  perfect  mind. 

—Charles  Wesley. 
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The  morning  light  is  breaking; 

The  darkness  disappears; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love. 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above; 
While  sinners,   now  confessing, 

The  Goapel  caii  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly, 

Triumphant   reach   their  home- 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,   "The  Lord  is  come!"' 

-Samuel  f.  Smith,. 


308       Eternity's  Beggar. 
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A  rich  man  was  he,  and  his  acres  were  broad, 
And  his  barns  he  tore  down  to  build  more: 

"  Bat  thy  soul  is  required,   thou  fool,"  said 
his  God, 
Then  to  whom  shall  thy  goods  be  restored? 


CHORUS. 

Eternity's  beggar !  the  call  ho  had  heard, 
But  the  warning,  he  turned  it  away  ; 

O,  sinner!  then  list  to  the  voice  of  thy  God, 
Ai\l  turn  to  the  Lord  while  you  may. 


He  looked   all  aghast  at  the  sound  of  that 
voice. 
And  gazed  on  his  rich,  earthly  store  : 
But  it  melted  away  ;    he    hud   made  a  sad 
choice, 
ne  was  poverty's  slave  ever  more. 


Out,  out    from    his  mansion   he   wandered 
awav. 

To  the  depths  of  eternity's  n'ght, 
To  beg  for  relief,  and  to  long  for  the  day, 

Which  shall  gladden,  no  never,  his  sight. 

—Vivian  A.  Dake. 


3C9  Sowing  the  Seed. 
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Sowing-  the  seed  by  the  daylight  fair. 
Sowing-  the  seed  by  the  noonday  glare 
Sowing  the  seed  by  the  fading  light. 
Sowing  tb>  seed  in  the  solemn  night; 

Oh,  what   sha.     the  harvest  be? 

Oh,   what  shall  the  harvest  be? 

'    CHORUS: 
Sown  in  the  darkness,  or  sown  in  the 

light, 
Sown  in  our  weakness,  or  sown  in  our 

might. 
Gathered  in  time  or  eternity. 
Sure,  ah,  sure,  will  the  harvest  be. 

Sowing  the  seed  by  the  wayside  high, 
Sowing  the  seed  on  the  rocks  to  die, 
Sowing  the  seed  where  the  thorns  will 

spoil. 
Sowing  the  seed  in   ine  fertile  soil; 

Oh,  what  Snail   the  harvest  be? 

Oh,  what  shall  the  harvest  be? 

Sowing  the  seed  of  a  lingering  pa'n. 
Sowing  the  seed  of  a  maddened  brain. 
Sowing  the  seed  of  a  tarnished  name. 
Sowing  the  sepfl  of  eternal  sham^; 

Oil,    what    shall    the   harvest    be? 

Oh,   what  shall    the   harvest    be? 

•Mr*.  Emily  §.  Qatoy, 
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There  is  a  time  we  know  not  when, 
A  point  we  know  not  where. 

That  marks  the  destiny  of  man, 
To  glory  or  despair. 

There  is  a  line  by  us  unseen, 

That  crosses  every  path; 
The   hidden   boundary   between 

God's  patience  and  his  wrath. 

Oh!  where  is  this  mysterious  bourne 
By  which  our  path  is  crossed, 

Beyond  which  G  )d  himse'f  hath  sworn 
That  he  who  goes  is  lost? 

How  far  may  we  go  on  in  sin? 

How  long  will  God  l'ui  uu,.  .' 
Where  does  hope  end?  and   where  be- 
gin 

The  confines  of  despair? 

An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent: 
"Ye  that   from   God   depart, 

While  it  is  called  to-day.  repent 
And  harden  not  your  heart. 

—Alexander. 

31 1     Give  Us  Such  a  Fait*;<, 


O,    for    the    vital,    mighty    faith, 

To  saints  of  old  once  given; 
The  substance  of  their  earthly  hope. 

The    evidence    of   heaven: 
That  never  feels  discouragement, 

And  never  knows  defeat. 
But  in  communion  with  its  God 

Finds  rest  and  peace  complete. 

That  quenches  as  in  days  of  old, 

"The   violence   of   fire," 
And  causes  the  devouring  flame 

Of  sin  to  quite  expire. 
That  stops  the  roaring  lion's  mouth. 

And  strength  to  weakness  gives: 
Escapes  the  flaming  sword  of  wrath, 

And  in  God's  presence  lives. 

That  brings  to  life  the  dead  in  sin, 

And   starts  the  sacred   fire, 
And  puts  to  flight  the  alien  hosts 

Of  every  base  desire. 
That  sees  in  the  reproach  of  Christ 

Its  greatest  wealth  assured. 
And  gives  the  soul  a  good  report 

In  every  test  endured. 

WTith  powers  of  darkness  we  contend, 

Till   Thou   this   faith   impart, 
That  stamns  the  image  of  his  Lord 

On   each   believer's   heari, 
O.  give  us  this  unbounded  faith, 

Thy    work    in    us   complete. 
Then    we    shall    cause    the    darkened 
hosts 

To  worship  at  thy  feet. 

»-T,  ti  Nelson. 
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Asleep  in  Jesus." 
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Asleep  in  Jesus!     Blessed  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep! 
A  calm  and  undisturbed   repose. 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

Asleep  in  Jesus!     O  how  sweet. 

To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 

With  holy  confidence  to  sing, 

lhat  death  has  lost  his  venomed  sting. 

/sleep  in  Jesus!    O  for  me, 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 
— Mrs.   M.   Mackay. 

3  1  3       Crooning  the  Savior. 


Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious. 
See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now; 

From   the   fight  returned   victorious. 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow: 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him; 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

CHORUS: 

)|:  Crown     Him,     crown     Him,     angels 

crown  Him; 
Crown  the  Savior,  King  of  Kings.  :|| 

Sinners  in  derision  crowned   Him. 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim; 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  Him, 

Own  His  title,  praise  His  name: 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him; 

Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

Hark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation! 

Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords! 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station: 
O  what  joy  the  sight  affords! 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him; 
King  of  Kings,  and  Lord  of  Lords. 
—Thomas   Kelly. 

314  Following  Jesus. 


I  will  tollow  thee,  my  Savior, 
Whereso'er  my  lot  may  be; 

Where  thou  goest,  I  will  follow, 
Yes,  my  Lord,  I'll  follow  thee. 

CHORUS: 
Where  He  leads  I  will  follow. 
Where  He  leads  1   will  follow, 
Whe.e  He  leads   r   will  follow; 
i  will  follow  all  the  way. 


Tho1  tire  road  be  rough  and  thorny, 
Trackless  as   the   foaming  sea 

Thou  hast  trod  th.s  way  befors  me, 
And  I  gladly  follow   thee. 

Tho'  'tis  lone,  and  dark,  and  dreary, 
Cheerless  inough  my  path  may  be, 

If  thy  voice  I   hear  before  me, 
Fearlessly  I'll  follow  thee. 

Tho'  to  Jordan's  rolling  billows, 
Cold  and  deep,  thou  lead'st  me; 

Thou  hast  coss'd  its  waves  before  me, 
And  1  still  will  follow   thee. 
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My  Happy  Home, 


Jerusalem!   my  happy   home! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me! 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

In  joy,  and  peace  in  thee? 

CHORUS: 
l| :  I   will  meet  you  in  the  city  of  the 

New  Jerusalem; 
I'm     washed     in     the     blood     of     the 

Lamb.  :|| 

O  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I   thy  courts  ascend, 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 

And  Sabbath  has  no  end? 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe? 

Or  feel,  at  death,  dismay? 
I've  Canaan's  goo^iy  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Jerusalem!  my  happy  home! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

—Unknown. 
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Try  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground 

Of  every  sinful  heart: 
Whate'er  of  sin  in  us  is  found, 

O  bid  it  all  depart. 

Help  us  to  help  each  other,  Lord, 
Each  other's  cross  to  bear; 

Let  each  his  friendly  aid  afford; 
And  feel  his  brother's  care. 

Up  into  thee,  our  living  Head, 

Let  us  in  all  things  grow, 
Till  thou  hast  made  us  free  indeed. 

And  spotless  here  below. 

Then,      when      the     mighty      work     is 
wrought, 
Receive  thy   ready   brtdt>: 
Give  us  in   heaven  h   happy  loc 
With  ali  the  sanctified 

—Chin  irs   Wesley, 
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I  have  a  Savior,  he's  pleading  in  glory, 
A   dear    loving     Savior,     tho'     earth- 
friends   be  few; 
And  now  he  is  watching  in  tenderness 
o'er  me, 
And   oh,    that   my   Savior  were  your 
Savior  too. 

CHORUS: 
For  you  I  am  praying, 

For  you  I  am  praying, 
For  you  I  am  praying, 

I  am  praying  for  you. 

I  have  a  peace:  it  is  calm  as  a  river — 
A   peace    that    the     friends     of     this 
world  never  knew; 
My    Savior    alone    is    its    Author    and 
Giver, 
And  oh,   could  I  know  it  was   given 
to  you. 

When  Jesus  has  found  you,  tell  others 
the  story, 
That  my  loving  Savior  is  your  Savior 
too; 
Then  pray  that  your  Savior  may  bring 
them  to  glory, 
And    the   prayer   will    be    answered — 
'twas   answered   for  you! 
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O  for  that  flame  of  living  Are, 
A'hich  shone  so  bright  in  saints  of  old; 
Which  bade  their  souls  to  heaven  as- 
pire, 
Calm  in  distress,  in  danger  bold. 

Where    is    that     Spirit,     Lord,     which 
dwelt 
In    Abram's   breast,    and   sealed   him 
thine? 
Which  made  Paul's  heart  with  sorrow 
melt, 
And  glow  with  energy  divine. 

That  Spirit,  which  from  age  to  age, 
Proclaimed  thy  love,  and  taught  thy 
ways? 
Brightened  Isaiah's  vidid  page, 
And   breathed     in     David's   hallowed 
lays? 

Is  not  thy  grace  as  might  now 
As  when   Elijah   felt  its  power; 

When  glory  beamed  from  Moses'  brow 
Or  Job  endured  the  trying  hour? 

Remember,  Lord,  the  ancient  days; 

Renew  thy  work;   thy  grace  restore; 
And  while  to  thee  our  hearts  we  raise, 

On  us  thy  Holy  Spirit  pour. 
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Oh!   the   bitter  pain  and   sorrow 
That  a  time  could  ever  be, 

When  I  proudly  said  to  Jesus, 
"All  of  self  and  none  of  thee;" 
AH  of  self  and  none  of  thee. 
All  of  self  and  none  of  thee; 

When  I  proudly  said  to  Jesus, 
"All  of  self  and  none  of  thee." 

Jesus  found  me;  I  beheld  Him 
Bleeding  on  th'  accursed  tree; 

And  my  wistful  heart  said  faintly. 
"Some  of  seii,  and  some  of  thee;" 
Some  of  self,  and  some  of  thee, 
Some  of  self,  and  some  of  luee; 

Ahd   my   broken   heart   said   faintly, 
"Some  of  self,  and  some  of  thee." 

Day  by  day  His  tender  mercy, 
Healing,   helping,   full  and  free, 

Bro't  me  lower,  while  I  whispered, 
"Less  of  self,  and  more  of  thee;" 
Less  of  self,  and  more  of  thee. 
Less  of  self,  and  more  of  thee; 

Bro't  me  lower,  while  I  whispered, 
"Less  of  self,  and  more  of  thee." 

Higher   than   the  highest  heavens, 
Deeper  than   the  deepest  sea, — 

Lord,   thy  love  at  last  has  conquered: 
"None  of  self,  and  all  of  thee;" 
None  of  self,  and  all  of  thee, 
None  of  self,  and  all  of  thee; 

Lord,   thy  love  at  last  has  conquered; 
"None  of  self,  ana  all  of  thee." 


320       The  Year  of  Jubilee. 


Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 

The  gladly  solemn  sound; 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come, 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  nome. 

Jesus,   our  great   High   Priest, 
Hath    full   atonement   made; 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 
Ye  mournful  souls  be  glad: 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 

Your  liberty  receive, 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home, 

Ye  who  have  sold  for  naught 

Your  heritage  above, 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 
Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 
—Charles  Wesley. 


Jewel  Gatherer's. 
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Jewel-gatherers   for   a   crown. 
Know   ye  not   that  many  a  gem, 

Now  in  darkness  trampled  down 
Might  becieck   a   diadem? 

CHORUS: 
Gathering  jewels,  precious  jewels. 

Blood-bought  souls  we  seek  to  bring. 
Gathering  jewels,  piecinus  jewels, 

For  the  crown  of  Christ  our  King. 

Souls  for  whom  the  Savior  died, 
Souls  enwrapped  in  sinful   night, 

Go  and  seek  them  tar  and  wide; 
They  will  gutter  in   His  sight. 

Gems  by  cruel  hands  defaced, 
Pearls  in  heathen  shadows  dim, 

Brilliants  scattered  in   the  waste, 
We  must  gather  up  for  Him. 

"With    His    blood    washed    bright    and 
pure, 

Graven  with  His  name  divine, 
There  our  jewe's  sha'l  endure, 

When  the  stars  shall  cease  to  shine. 

Then   our  work   sha'l  be  complete, 
Then  we'll  lay  our  jewels  down; 

Lay  them  gladly  at   His  feet — 
He  will  set  them  in  nis  crown. 

—Miss  P.   J.   Owens. 

i22       Glory  to  The  Lamb. 


While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day! 

How    sweet     the     Gospel's    charming 

sound! 
Come,  sinner,  haste,   O  haste  away. 

While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  foun  * 

Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  winr, 
Shall    death   command     you     to     the 
grave, 

Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring. 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair, 
No    Sabbath's    heavenly     light     shall 
rise. 

No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer. 
No  Savior  call  you  to  the  skies. 

Now  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day! 
How    sweet    the    Gospel's    charming 
sound ! 
Come,  sinner,  haste,  O  haste  away, 
While    yet    a    pardoning     God     is 
found. 

— T.  Dwight. 

324        The  Narrow  Way. 


1  know  my  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb, 

And  I  am  on  my  way  to  heaven, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

CHORUS: 

The    Lamb,    the    ^amb,    the    bleeding 
Lamb; 
I  love  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name, 
It  sets  my  spirit  all  aflame; 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

I  plunged   beneath   the  crimson   wave, 

etc., 
And    proved    my    Lord   was    strong    to 

save,  etc.        . 

The  Sp;rit  answers  to  the  blood,  etc., 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God,  etc. 

Oh,   wondrous  grace  so   free  and   full, 

etc., 
My   crimson   stains   are   now   as   wool, 

etc. 

I  love  the  Lord.  I   know  I  do,   etc.; 
The  best  of  all  He  loves  me  too.  etc. 

And   this  my  ceaseless   song  shall   be, 

etc.. 
That  Jesus  died  to  aet   me  free,  etc. 


I  storm  the  gate  of  strife, 

I  force  my  passage  through, 
And  an  intent  on  endless  life, 

The  narrow  way  pursue. 
I  leave  the  world  behind, 

After  my   Lord  to  go, 
Renouncing,  with  a  steadfast  mind, 

Its  pride,  and  pomp,  and  show. 

CHORUS: 

I  take  the  narrow  way, 
I   take  the  narrow  way; 
With   the  resolute  few,  who  dare    ga 
through, 
I  take  the  narrow  way. 

No  cumbrous  garb  T  wear. 

My  progress  to  impede; 
My  p:'lgrim  robe,  divinely  fair, 

Is  fashioned  all  for  speed. 
I  cannot  slack  my  pace 

For  earth's  fantastic  show, 
For  like  a  flint  I've  set  my  face 

That  I'll  to  Zion  go. 

I  seem   to  tread  in  air, 

I  seem  to  walk  with  wings, 
As  toward   my  heavenly   mansion  fair 

My   soul    exultant   springs. 
Right   through  this  wortd  of  sin, 

Its  frantic  cares  and  strife. 
Its  Baoel  roar,  and  dust  and  (Jin, 

I  rush  to  endless  life. 

—J.  McCreery. 


There's  a  highway  for  the  ransomed, 
where  the  c.udren  of  the  King, 

Upon  tneir  pilgrim  journey  triumph- 
antly may  sing, 

Of  a  Savior  who  redeemed  them,  and 
delivers  from  all  sin. 

His  blood  now  makes  me  clean. 

CHORUS: 
Glory,  glory,   hallelujah! 
Glory,  glory,   ha.lelujah! 
Glory,  glory,   hallelujah! 
His  blood  now  keeps  me  clean. 

I  was  pardoned  by  God's  mercy,  but 
at  heart  was  evil  still, 

A  carnal  mind  was  in  me,  which  re- 
solves  could    never   kill. 

But,  blessed  be  His  holy  name.  He 
manges  heart  and   will! 

His  blood  now  makes  me  clean. 

Now,  like  pebbles  in  the  running  brook 
that  'neath  the  ripples  lay, 

My  heart  is  sweetly  kept  from  sin 
each  moment,  night  and  day; 

And  as  faith  the  conquest  gave  me,  I 
bid  uoubts  to  go  their  way, 

His  blood  now  makes  me  clean! 

On  the  mountain  tops  of  Beulah,  or  in 

the  vale  below, 
Where  temptations'  w'ldest  hurricanes 

their  fiercest  tempests  blow, 
In   sorrow   or   in   conflict   his  grace   he 

doth  bestow, 
His  blood  now  makes  me  clean! 


When  T  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in   the  skies, 
I'll  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 

And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

CHORUS: 
||  We  will  stand  the  storm, 
We  will  anchor  by  and  by.  || 

Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

And  fiery  darts  be  hurl'd, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 
Let  storms  of  sorrow  fall,— 

So  I  but  safeiy  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

— Isaac  Watts. 
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And  can  it  be  that  I  should  gain 
An  int'rest  in  the  Savior's  blood? 

Died  He  for  me,  who  caused  His  pain? 
For  me,  who  Him  to  death  pursued? 

Amazing  love!  how  can  it  be, 

That  thou,  my  Lord,  shouldst  die  for 
me? 


326    The  World's  Charms  Lost. 


Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue; 

It  has   no  charms   for  me: 
Once  I  admired  its  trifles  too. 

But  grace  hath  set  me  free. 

CHORUS: 
At  the  cross!  at  the  cross! 
Where  1  first  saw  the  light, 
And   the   burden   of   my   heart   rolled 
away; 
It  was   there   bv   faith   I   received   my 
sight, 
And  now  I  am  happy  ail  the  day. 

Its  pleasures  can  no  longer  please, 

Nor  happiness  afford: 
Far  from  my  heart  be  joys  like  these, 

Now  I  have  seen  the  Lord. 

Au  by  the  light  of  opening  day 
The  stars  are  a  1  concealed. 

So  earthly  pleasures  fade  away, 
AVhen  Jesus  is  revealed. 

—J.  Newton. 


'Tis  mystery  ail,— th'  Immortal  dies! 

Who  can  explore  His  strange  design? 
In  vain  the  first  born  seraph  tne,s 

To  sound  the  deptns  of  love  divine; 
'Tis  mercy  all!  let  earth  adore: 
Let  angel  minds  enquire  no  more. 

He  left  His  Father's  throne  above; 

(So  *ree,   so  infinite   His  grace!)' 
Emptied   himself  of  all   but   love, 

And  bled  for  Adam's  helpless  race. 
'Tis  mercy  all.  immense  and  fre  \ 
For,  O  my  God,   it  found  out'  me! 

Long  my  imnrison'd  spirit  lay, 

Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature'snlght : 
Thine  eye  diffused  a  quick'ning  ray; 
I    woke;    the    dungeon     flamed     with 
light: 
My    chains    fell    otr,     my     heart     was 

free.— 
I  rose,  went  forth,  and  followed  thee. 

No  condemnation  now  I  dread.— 
Jesus,  with  all  in   Him,  is  mine; 
Alive  in   Him,   my  living  Head, 

And  clothed  in  righteousness  divine, 
Bold  I  approach  th'  eternal  throne. 
And  claim  the  crown,   through  Christ 
my  own. 

—Charles  Wesley, 
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0  God,  my  he^rt  doth  long  for  th§e; 

Let  me  die! 
Now  set  my  soul  at  liberty; 

Let  me  die! 
Die  to  the  trifling  things  of  earth, 
They're  now  to  me  of  little  worth; 
My  Savior  calls— I'm  going  forth; 

Let  me  die! — 

Thy  slaying  power  in  me  display; 
Let  me  die! 

1  must  be  dead  from  day  to  day! 

Let  me  die! 
Dead  to  the  world  and  its  applause, 
To  all  the  customs,  fashions,  laws. 
Of  those  who  hate  the  humbling  cross. 

Let  me  die! 

O,  I  must  die  to  scoffs  and  sneers; 

Let  me  die! 
I  must  be  freed  from  slavish  fears; 

Let  me  die! 
So  dead  that  no  desire  will  rise, 
To  appear  good,  or  great,  or  wise, 
In  any  but  my  Savior's  eyes; 

Let  me  die! 

If  Christ  would  live  and  reign  in  me, 

I   must  die; 
Like  Him  I   crucified   must  be; 

I  must  die. 
Lord,    drive    the    nails,    nor    heed    the 

groans, 
My    flesh    may    writhe    and    make    its 

moans. 
But  this  the  way,  and  this  alone — 
I  must  die. 
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I  love  to   tell   the  story 
Of   unseen   things   above, 

Of  Jesus  and  His  glory, 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love; 

[  love  to  tell  the  story. 
Because  I  know  it's  true, 

It   satisfies  my   longings 

As  nothing  else  would  do. 

CHORUS: 

I  love  to  tell  the  story, 
'Twill  be  my  theme  in  glory 
To   tell   the  old.    old   story, 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

More   wonderful    it    seems 
Than  all   the  golden   fancies 

Of  all  our  golden  dreams, 
I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

It  did  so  much  for  me! 
And  that  is  just  the  reason 

I  tell  U  n9w  to  '.ivse, 


conflict 

past, 
I'm    resting   in 

last; 
The    billows    that 

with   alarm, 
Are    hush'd    at    his  word  into  stillness 

and  calm. 


over,    the    tempest    is 
Jesus,    I'm    resting   at 
flll'd   my    poor    soul 


CHORUS: 

Rest,  rest,  sweet,  sweet  rest; 
I'm    resting    in    Jesus,    I'm    resting   at 
last. 

There's  peace  in  believing,  sweet  peace 

to   the   soul, 
To  know  that  he  maketh  me  perfectly 

whole. 
There's     joy     everlasting    to    feel    his 

blood  flow, 
'Tis  life  from  the  dead  my  Redeemer 

to  know. 

0  hinder  me  not  while  His  love  I  pro- 

proclaim, 
My  soul  makes  her  boast  of  His  won- 
derful name. 

1  stand   with   my   foot  on   the  neck  of 

my   foe, 
Then  bounding  with  gladness  triumph- 
ant I  go. 

332  Glorious  Hope. 


0  glorious  hope  of  perfect  love, 
It  lifts  me  up  to  things  above; 

It  bears  on  eagle's  wings; 
It  gives  my  ravished  soul  a  taste. 
And  makes  me  for  some  moments  feast 

With  Jesus'  priests  and  kings. 

Rejoicing  now  in  earnest   hope, 

1  stand,  and  from  the  mountain  top 
See  all  the  land  below. 

Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rise, 
And  all  the  fruits  of  paradise 
In  endless  plenty  grow. 

A  land  of  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil. 
Favored  with  God's  peculiar  smile, 

With  every  blessing  blest; 
There  dwells  the   Lord   our  righteous- 
ness. 
And  keep^  his  own  in  perfect  peace. 

And  everlasting  rest. 

Now.  O  my  Joshua,  bring  me  in! 
Cast  out  thy  foes;  the  inbred  sin. 

The  carnal  mind  remove; 
The  purchase  of  thy  death  divide! 
And  O!  with  all  the  sanctified 

CUV§  m,e  a  lot  of  love. 

■"-Charlss  Wesley, 


333        Amen  to  the  Troth. 
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Amen  to  the  truth,  even  so  let  it  be, 
Amen  and  amen,  for  the  truth  maketh 

free; 
Amen    and    amen,  from  the  pulpit  and 

pen; 
|| :  God's    truth,    let    us   have    it   again 

and  again.  :|| 

Amen  to  the  "Word  that  convinceth  of 
sin, 

And  tells  me  I'm  vile  and  polluted 
within, 

And  makes  me  feel  wretched,  forsaken 
and  lost, 

|| :  And  groan  for  redemption  at  what- 
ever cost.   :|| 

Amen!  let  me  die  and  be  buried  beside 

The  victim  of  Calv'ry,  the  One  cruci- 
fied, 

Then  seal  fast  the  stone,  where  nature 
doth   lay, 

|| ;  So  none  but  an  angel  can  roll  it 
away.  :|| 

Amen!  let  me  never  arise  from  this 
death, 

Till  God  breathe  within  me  the  life- 
giving  breath; 

Till  touched  by  the  virtue  that  only 
can  save, 

|j:  I  leave  all  corruption  and  rise  from 
the  grave.  :|| 

Amen!     hallelujah!     my    soul    is    now 

free, 
The    world,    sin    and    Satan,     have     no 

place  in  me; 
I'm  dead  to  the  world,  but  alive  unto 

him, 
|| :  Whose  blood  now   redeems  me  and 
keeps  me  from  sin.   :|| 

— W.  W.  Dixon. 


334       The  Last  Appeal. 
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Listen,   sinner,  will  you   listen, 

While  I  make  one  more  appeal? 
Would,    with    tears,    your    eyes    might 
glisten, 

Would  to  God,  your  heart  might  feel. 
You  will  too,  ere  long.  Vie  dying; 

Soon  we'll  miss  you  from  the  earth; 
And  your  cold   form   will   be  lying, 

'Neath  the  greensward  and  the  turf. 

But  the  grave  is  not  the  ending; 

Sin  will  kill  beyond  the  tomb. 
Oh!    what    awful    horrors    pending. 

In  those  words,  "The  sinner's  doom." 
God   has  traced  it  with   His  finger! 

Jesus  said   it  should  be  so: 
He  who  lives  and  dies  a  sinner, 

Must,  ensure,  eternal  w<?s, 


Tou  have  had  the  Bible  warning, 

You  have  had   the  Spirit,   toe, 
Ever  since  life's  early   morning, 

It  has  striv'n  and  plead  with  you: 
Many  times  the  teardrop  glistened; 

Many  times  your  heart  did  melt; 
To  the  story  you  have  listened, — 

Of  the  pangs  your  Savior  felt. 

But  the  Bible  you  have  slighted, 

And   the  Spirit  turned   away. 
And  refused,  though  oft  invited, 

To  improve  the  gracious  day; 
Oh,  how  hard  your  heart  is  getting! 

Oh,  how  sad  your  state  to-day! 
Friend,  your  star  of  hope  is  setting; 

Haste  to  Christ  without  delay. 

—Rev.   J.   E.   Gould. 


335         The  Eden  Above. 
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We're  bound  for  the  land  of  the  pure 
and  the  holy, 
The  home  of  the  happy,  the  kingdom 
of  love, 
Ye  wanderers  from  God,  in  the  broad 
road  of  folly, 
O    say,    will    you    go    to    the    Eden 
above? 

CHORUS. 
|| :  Will  you  go,  will  you  go,  :|| 
O  say,  will  you  go  to  the  Eden  above? 

No    poverty    there — no,    the  saints   are 
all  wealthy, 
The  heirs  of  His  glory  whose  nature 
is  love; 
No    sickness    can     reach     them,     that 
country  is  healthy, 
O    say,    will    you    go    to    the    Eden 
above? 


Each   saint    has   a   mansion     prepared 
and  all  furnished, 
Ere  from  this  clay  house  he  is  sum- 
moned to  move; 
Its  gates  and  its  towers  with  glory  are 
burnished, 
O    say,    will    you    go    to    the    Eden 
above? 

March    on    happy    pilgrims,    that    land 
is  before  you, 
And    soon    its   ten    thousand    delights 
we  shall  prove; 
Yes,   soon  we  shall  walk  o'er  the  hills 
of  bright  glory, 
And  drink  the  pure  joys  of  the  Eden 
above. 

And   yet.    guilty  sinner,   we  would  not 
forsake  thee. 
We  halt  yet  a  moment  as  onward  we 
move; 
O  come   to   thy   Lord,   in  his  arms   He 
will  take  thee. 
And    bear    thee    along    to    the    Ederj 


336    My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee*         338  The  Great  judgment  Mom- 
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My  Jesus  I  love  Thee,  I  know  thou  art 

mine; 
For  Thee  all  the  follies  of  sin  I  resign; 
My  blessed   Redeemer  and   Savior  art 

thou; 
If  ever   I    loved   Thee,    my   Jesus,    'tis 

now. 

I  have  loved  Thee  because  Thou  hast 
first   loved   me, 

And  purchased  my  pardon  on  Cal- 
vary's tree. 

I  love  Thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on 
Thy  brow, 

If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis 
now. 

It  have  loved  Thee  in  life,   I  will   1  jve 

Thee  in  death, 
And  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  lend- 

est  me  breath, 
And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold 

on  my  urow, 
If  ever   I   loved   Thee,    my    Jesus,    'tis 

now. 

In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  de- 
light, 

I'll  ever  adore  Thee  in  heaven  so 
bright; 

I'll  sing,  with  the  glittering  crown  on 
my  brow. 

If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesue,  Lis 
now. 

337  "Who'll  Stand  op  for  Jesus* 
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O  who'll  stand  up  for  JesuS. 

The  lowly  Nazarene? 
And  raise  the  blood-stained  banner 

Amid  the  hosts  of  sin? 

CHORUS. 
The  cross  for  Christ  I'll  cheriish, 

Its  crucifixion  bear; 
All  hail!  reproach  and  sorrow. 

If  Jesus  leads  me  there. 

O  who  will  follow  Jesus. 

Amid  reproach  and  shame? 
Where  others  shrink  and  falter, 

Who'll  glory  in  His  name? 

Though  fierce  may  rage  the  battle, 
And  wild  the  storms  may  blow, 

Though  friends  may  go  forever, 
I  will  with  Jesus  go. 

My  all  to  Christ  I've  given, 
My  talents,  time,  and  voice; 

Myself,  my  reputation, 
The  lone  way  is  my  choice. 

O  Je?"is,  Jesus,  Jesus, 

My  all-sufficient  friend! 
Come,  f«ld  me  to  Thy  bosom, 

E'en  to  the  journey's  end. 

— L..  Hartsougri 


I    dreamed    tnat    the    great    judgment 
morning 
Had   dawned,    and    the   trumpet   had 
blown; 
I  dreamed  that  the  nations  had  gath- 
ered 
To      judgment      before      the      white 
throne. 
From  the  throne  came  a  bright  shin- 
ing angel 
And  stood  on  the  land  and  the  sea, 
And    swore    with    his    hand    raised    to 
heaven, 
That  time  was  no  longer  to  be. 


CHORUS. 

And  oh,  what  a  weeping  and  wailing, 

As  the  lost  were  told  of  their  fate; 
They    cried    for    the    rocks    and    the 
mountains 
They   prayed,    but   their   prayer  was 
too  late. 


The    rich     man    was     there,     but    his 
money 
Had  melted  and  vanished  away; 
A  pauper  he  stood  in  the  judgment, 
His  debts  were  too  heavy  to  pay. 
The    great    man    was    there,    but    his 
greatness 
When   death   came   was   left   far  be- 
hind; 
The  angel  that  opened  the  records, 
Not   a    trace   of   his   greatness   could 
find. 


The  widow  was  there  and  the  orphans 
3-od     heard    and    remembered    their 
cries; 
!N  i  sorrow  in  heaven  forever, 
•jod   wiped   all    the   tears   from   their 
eyes. 
The     gambler      was      there     and     the 
drunkard, 
•And  the  man  who  had  sold  them  the 
drink, 
W.th    the    people    who    gave    him    the 
license — 
Together  in  hell  they  did  sink. 


The  moral  man  came  to  the  judgment, 
But    his    self-righteous    rags    would 
not  do; 
Th=>  men  who  had  crucified  Jesus 

Had  passed  off  as  moral  men  too. 
The  souls  that  had  put  off  salvation — 
"I^ot  to-night;  I'll  get  saved  by-and- 
bye; 
Nc  time  now  to  think  of  religion!" 
At  last  they  found  time  to  aie. 

—War  Cry. 


339       All  Taken  Away* 


Did  you  hear  what  Jesus  said  to  me? 

They're  all  taken  away,  away, 
Your   sins  are   pardoned   and   you   are 
free, 

They're  all  taken  away. 

CHORUS. 

They're  all  taken  away,  away, 
j.ney're  all  taken  away,  away, 
My  sins  are  ail  taken  away. 

I  now  believe  in  Jesus'  name, 

They're  all   taken   away; 
And  now  His  mighty  love  I  claim, 

They're  all   taken  away; 

The  spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 

They're  all   taken   away; 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God, 

They're  all  taken  away; 

With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 

They're  all   taken  away; 
And  father,   Abba,   father,  cry, 

They're  all  taken  away; 

The  blood  of  Christ  avails  for  me, 

They're  all  taken  away; 
And  sets  my  soul  at  liberty, 

They're  all  taken  away; 

I'll    praise     Him   while   He   lends   me 
breath, 

They're  all  taken  away; 
And  sing-  triumphant  over  death 

They're  all  taken  away. 


Lord  Jesus,   for  this  1  most  humbly 

entreat, 
I  wait,   blessed  Lord,  at  Thy  crucified 

feet. 
By  faith,  for  my  cleansing,  I  see  Thy 

.  blood  flow, 
Now   wash   me  and   I  shall   be    whiter 

than  snow. 

Lord    Jesus,    Thou    seest    I    patie  ltly 

waii, 
Come  now,  and  within  me  a  new  heart 

create; 
To  those  who  have  sought  Thee,  Thou 

never  saldst  "No," 
Now   wash   me   and   I   shall   be   whiter 

Uian  -now. 
— Used    by    permission    of   Win.    G. 
Fischer,   owner  of  copyright. 


341     The  Lord  Will  Provide. 


340      Lord  Jesus,  I  Long. 


^M^mm 


Lord    Jesus,    I    long    to    be    perfectly 

whole; 
I    want    Thee    forever    to    live    In   my 

soul; 
Break  down  ev'ry  idol,   cast  out  ev'ry 

foe; 
Now   wash   me  and   I   shall   be   whiter 

than  snow. 

CHORUS. 

Whiter   than   snow,   yes,    whiter   than 

snow; 
Now   wash  me  and   I   shall   be  whiter 

snow. 

Lord  Jesus,  look  down  from  Thy 
throne  in  the  skies, 

And  help  me  to  make  a  complete  sac- 
rifice; 

I  give  up  myself,  and  whatever  I 
know, 

Now  wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whiter 
snow. 


Though    troubles    assail,    and    dangers 

affright, 
Though    friends    should    all    fail,    and 

foes   all   unite. 
Yet    one    thing    secures    us,    whatever 

betide, 
The    promise    assures    us,    "The    Lord 

will  provide." 

The  birds,  without  barn  or  storehouse, 

are  fed; 
From   them    let   us   learn    to   trust    for 

our  bred; 
His  saints  what  Is   fitting  shall   ne'er 

be  denied, 
So  long  as  'tis  written,  "The  Lord  w!ll 

provide." 

When  Satan  appears  to  stop  up  our 

path, 
And  fills  us  with  fears,  we  triumph  by 

faith; 
He  can  not  take  from   us   (though  oft 

he  has  tried) 
The      heart-cheering      promise,      "The 

Lord  will  provide." 

No  strength  of  our  own,  nor  goodness 

we  claim: 
Our    trust    is    all     thrown    on    Jesus' 

name; 
In  this  our  strong  tower  for  safety  we 

hide; 
The  Lord  is  our  power,  "The  Lord  will 

provide." 

When  life  sinks  apace,  and  death  is  In 

view, 
The   word   of   his   grace   shall    comfort 

us  through: 
Not   fearing   or   doubting,    with   Christ 

on  our  side, 
We  hope   to   die   shouting,    "The   Lord 

will  provide." 


342  He's  Just  the  Same  To-Day. 
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When  Moses  and  the  Israelites 

From  Egypt's  land  did  flee, 

Behind  them  was  old  Pharo's  host- 
In  front  of  mem  the  sea. 
God  raised  uie  waters  like  a  wall. 

And  opened  up  their  way; 
|j:  And   the   God    that   lived   in   Moses* 
time 

Is  just  the  same  to-day.  :|| 

When  David  and  Goliath  met— 

The  wrong  against  the  right— 
The  giant  armed  with  human  power, 

And  David  with  God's  might. 
God's    power    with    David's    sling    and 
stone 

The  giant  low  did  lay. 
\[:  And   the  God   that  lived  in   David's 
time 

Is  just  the  same  to-day.  :|| 

"When  Daniel   faithful  to  his  God 

Would  not  bow  down  to  men. 
And  by  God's  enemies  was  hurled 

Into  the  lion's  den, 
God  shut  the  lion's  mouth,  we  read, 

And  robbed  them  of  their  prey: 
||:  And  the  God  that  lived  in    Daniel's 
time 

Is  just  the  same  to-day.   :|| 

When  Jesus  sat  upon  the  Mount 

And  taught  the  gospel  plan, 
He    blessed    the    meek,     the    pure    in 
heart, 
The  persecuted  man. 
The  eager  people  pressed  to  hear. 
As  He  taught  them  how  to  pray; 
||:  And  the  God  that  blessed  the  people 
then, 
Is  just  the  same  to-day.  :|| 

iVi  n  Pentecost  was  fully  come, 

And  lire  from  heaven  did  fall, 
As  a  mighty  wind,  the  Holy  Ghost, 

baptized  them  one  and  all 
Three  thousand  were  converted,  and 

Were  Christians  right  away; 
II:  And  the  God  that  lived  at  Pentecost 

Is  just  the  same  to-day.  :|| 

—Composed  and  revised  by 
A.  C.  MarshrU. 


343        Immanuel's  Land. 


2  The  King  there  in  his  beauty, 

Without  a  veil  is  seen  ; 
It  were  a  well  spent  journey, 

Tho'  sev'n  deaths  lay  between. 
The  Lamb  with  lus  la  r  army, 

Doth  on  Mount  Z.on  stand. 
And  glory,  glory  dwelleth, 

In  Imuianuels  land. 

3  Oh  !  Christ  he  is  the  fountain, 

The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love ; 
The  streams  on  earth  I've  tasted, 

More  deep  I'll  drink  above  ; 
There  to  an  ocean  fullness 

His  mercy  doth  expand, 
And  glory,  glory  dwelleth, 

In  Immanuel's  land. 

4  Oh  !  I  am  my  Beloved's, 

And  my  Beloved's  mine  ; 
II  ■  brings  a  poor,  vile  smnei, 

Into  his  house  of  wine. 
I  stand  upon  his  merit, 

I  know  no  safer  stand  ; 
Not  e'en  where  glory  dwelleth, 

In  Immanuel's  land. 

5  I've  wrestled  on  toward  heaven, 

'Gainst  storm  and  wind  and  tid« 
Now  like  a  weary  traveler. 

That  leaneth  on  his  guide, 
Amid  the  shades  of  evening 

While  sinks  life's  lingering  sand, 
I  hail  the  glory  dawning 

In  Immanuel's  land. 

6  Deep  waters  crossed  life's  pathway, 

The  hedge  of  thorns  was  sharp, 
Now  these  lie  all  behind  mi. 

Oh,  for  a  well  tuned  harp  ! 
Oh.  to  join  the  halleluj  ih  ! 

With  yon  triumphant  band. 
Who  sing  where  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuel's  land. 

— Annie  R  Cousin. 


344     Go,  Thou  Messenger. 


1  The  sands  of  time  are  sinking, 

The  dawn  of  heaven  breaks  : 
The  summer  morn  I've  sighed  for, 

The  fair  sweet  morn  awakes. 
Dark,  dark  hath  been  the  midnight, 

But  day-spring  is  at  hand, 
And  glory,  gloiy  dwelleth, 

In  Immanuel's  land- 


1  Go,  thou  messenger  of  heaven. 

Bound  for  Afrie's  burning  shore; 
Tell  of  sins  by  blood  forgiven. 

Take  the  heav'n-sent  message  o'er; 
Some  will  listen,  some  will  listen, 

Tell  the  tidings  o'er  and  o'er; 
Tell  of  sins  by  blood  forrdven, 

Tell  the  tidings  o'er  and  o'er. 


2  Do  a  mother's  arms  enfold  thee, 

Do  thoy  clasp  thee  to  her  heart; 
Let  not  fond  affection  bold  thee, 

Louder  duty  calls,  deport  : 
Duty  calls  thee,  duty  calls  thee, 

Herald  of  the  cross  dep"rt : 
Let  not  fond  affection  hold  thee, 

Herald  of  the  cross  depart. 


3  Dost  thou  fear  the  w'th'r'nc  power, 
Of  the  trop'c's  s'ck'n'ns  ray; 
Dost  thou  dread  the  m  dniglit  torror 
Deserts  lone  and  beasts  of  prey  ? 


Trembling  stranger,  trembling  stranger, 
Trust,  'tis  Jesus  guides  thy  way  ; 

Dost  thou  dread  tile  midnight  horror, 
Trust,  'tis  Jesus  guides  thy  way. 

4  Israel's  cloudy  vail  will  shade  thee 

From  the  noonday's  dazzling  light; 
Israel's  burning  pillar  lead  thee, 

Thro'  the  desei  t's  darkest  night ; 
Trust  the  promise,  trust  the  promise, 

God,  thy  God,  will  be  thy  light ; 
Israel's  burning  pillar  lead  thee, 

God,  thy  God,  will  be  thy  light. 

5  Go  in  faith,  thou  silent  weeper, 

Sow  the  precious  gospel  seed  ; 
Thou  shalt  come  a  joyful  reaper, 

Souls  thy  harvest,  lieav'n  thy  mead, 
Faithful  laborer,  faithful  laborer, 

Go  and  sow  the  gospel  seed  ; 
Thou  shalt  come  a  joyful  reaper, 

Go  and  sow  the  gospel  seed. 

—Anon. 


All  for  Precious  Souls, 


1  Earthly  friendships  all  are  riv'n, 

All  for  precious  souls  ; 
Hopes,  ambitions,  joys  are  giv'n, 

All  for  precious  souls. 
Precious  Jesus  all  in  all, 
Conquered  at  thy  feet  I  fall; 
Longing  for  thy  faintest  call, 

All  for  precious  souls. 
All  for  sells;  all  for  souls; 
Longing  f',r  thy  faintest  call, 

All  for  precious  souls. 

2  Home,  sweet  home,  no  longer  mine, 

All  for  precious  souls; 
Murmur  not  my  soul  nor  pine  ; 

All  for  precious  souls. 
Enrth's  fair  scenes  allure  me  not, 
All  thy  pleasures  I've  forgot, 
Turn  1  from  thy  fairest  spot, 

All  for  precious  souls. 
All  for  souls  ;  all  for  souls ; 
Turn  I  from  thy  fairest  spot, 

All  for  precious  souls. 

S  Welcome  now  reproach  and  scorn, 

All  for  precious  souls  ; 
Joyful  tread  the  path  of  thorn ; 

All  for  precious  souls. 
Dearest  friends  may  pass  me  by, 
Taunts  and  threats' my  courage  try, 
Welcome  all  as  swift  I  fly, 

All  for  precious  souls. 
All  for  souls  :  all  for  souls  ; 
Welcome  all,  as  swift  I  fly, 

All  for  precious  souls. 

4  Suffer  on.  my  soul,  'till  death, 

All  for  precious  souls  ; 
Pleading  with  thy  latest  breath, 

All  for  precious  souls. 
Earth  recedes,  thy  work  is  done ; 
Toil  is  past,  triumph  begun  ; 
Brighter  shine  than  noon-day  sun, 

With  thy  precious  souls. 
With  thy  souls;  with  thy  souls. 
Brighter  shine  than  noon-day  sun, 

With  thy  precious  souls. 

1,1  — Vivian  A.  Daks 


346  Cleansing  In  the  Blocd. 


1  God's  light  has  now  revealed, 
The  carnal  mind  concealed, 

With  evil  bents  and  fire  of  sin  aflame; 

Mixed  in  my  holiest  joys, 

It  all  my  gold  alloys, 
And  causes  me  confusion,  grief  and  pain. 

CHORUS. 
His  blood  has  cleansed  my  soul 

From  every  stain  of  sin, 
And  in  my  life  I  crown  my  Christ, 

As  Prophet,  Priest  and  King. 

2  This  carnal  man  within, 
This  principle  of  sin, 

Like  blasted  ears  and  kine  of  Pharoah's 
dream, 

That  ate  the  fat  ones  up, 

Pollutes  my  nectar  cup, 
And  still  in  native  ugliness  is  seen. 

3  I've  prayed  and  tried  in  vain 
This  Jshmael  to  tame; 

This  Agar  child  of  sin  must  now  expire; 

My  Isaac  must  be  freed 

From  Agar's  cursed  seed, 
His  death  shall  bring  the  Holy  Ghost  and 
fire. 

4  This  crucifixion  sting 

Does  love's  perfection  bring  ; 
Death  is  the  mildest  cure  there  does  re- 
main ; 
And  while  he  groans  and  dies, 
I  from  the  dust  arise. 
And  cleansing,  through  Christ's  precious 
blood,  I  claim.     — T.  H.  Nelson. 

347         Mighty  Tiump. 

1  He  cometh  !  he  cometh  ! 

The  Judge  on  his  throne, 
With  ten  thousand  thousand 
Redeemed  for  his  own. 
CHORUS. 
When  the  mighty,  mighty,  mighty  trump 

Sounds  "Come,  come  away," 
Oh,  may  we  be  ready 
To  hail  that  glad  day. 

2  The  dead  are  arising, 

From  graves  opened  wide  ; 
No  time  for  excuses, 
No  coverts  to  hide. 

3  The  sun  plunged  in  darkness; 

The  moon  dipped  in  blood; 
All  nations  are  wailing 
At  sight  of  their  God. 

4  'Mid  hoarse  mutt'ring  thunders, 

And  loud  roaring  sens. 
With  earthquakes,  confounded. 
The  sinner  will  be. 

5  To  saints  and  to  angels, 

His  welcome  is  smiled, 
"Come,  blessed  of  my  father. 
Through  blood  reconciled." 

6  When  soundeth  the  trumpet, 

And  breaks  judgment  light, 
Oh,  I  shall  be  ready, 
yV'ith  garments  washed  whit  ', 

— Arr.  bv  Vivian  A.  Duke. 
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ANNOUNCEMENT 

THE  STEADILY  INCREASING  DEMAND 
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WHICH  SHALL  BE  SUFFICIENTLY  LARGE 
TO  PERMIT  THE  COVERING  OF  A  WIDE 
RANGE  OF  SUBJECTS,  YET  SMALL 
ENOUGH  TO  PUT  THE  PRICE  WITHIN 
REACH  OF  ALL,  HAS  RESULTED  IN 
THE  PREPARATION  OF  THE  PRESENT 
VOLUME  OF  "SONGS  OF  CHRISTIAN  SER- 
VICE." 

THE  MANY  HYMNS  HAVE  BEEN  SE- 
LECTED WITH  GREAT  CARE  IN  ORDER 
THAT  THE  VARIED  REQUIREMENTS  OF 
THE  CHURCH,  SUNDAY-SCHOOL,  YOUNG 
PEOPLE'S  MEETING,  ETC.,  SHALL  BE 
MET. 

IT  IS  HOPED  THAT  THIS  BOOK  WILL 
MEET  WITH  THE  SAME  CORDIAL  WEL- 
COME ACCORDED  TO  THE  MANY  PRE- 
VIOUS COMPILATIONS  ARRANGED  BY  US. 

WM.  J.  KIRKPATRICK 
DR.  II.  L.  GILMOUR 


Songs  of  Christian  Service* 


HOLY,  HOLY. 


L.  E.  J. 
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L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly,  ho-  ly,  we  would  tell  thy  love,  God  e  -  ter-  nal  in  the  heav'ns  above; 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-  ly,  none  art  good  but  thou,  At  thy  feet  to  worship  we  would  bow; 

3.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,    hat-er  of  all  sin,    Yet  the  erring  thou  dost  seek  to  win ; 
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With  the  saints  thy  name  we  would  adore,  Giving  praise  to  thee  for-  ev-  er  more. 
Un-  to  thee  shall  endless  songs  a-rise,  Thou  almight-  y  ml  -  er  of  the  skies, 
Sending  Je  -  sus  on  the  cross  to  die,    Bringing  to  the  lost  sal-vation  nigh. 
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Ho  -   ly,       ho    -      -      ly        Fa    -    ther,  mer    -    ci  -  ful    and    mighty; 

Ho-  ly,  ho  -  ly,  hallow'd  be  thy  name,  Father,  mer-  ci-  ful  and  mighty,  hallow'd  be  thy  name  ; 


m 


- — i — 0- 

-L   0  i  ■ 


M    0    P    g   g- 


rr1   'fee 


-*-*-*_*_ 


tttt 


■V  y  u- 


1#  !•  k  k  frzfcuzli 


"trtr 


££ 


"•--#--«>- 


v 


I 


JM- 


1 


,:F=5!: 


:«=2 


^3 


S 


I 
Ho    -      ly,  ho      -       -       ly, 

Ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly,  hallow'd   be   thy  name, 
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Hallow'd  be  thy  name. 

hallow'd  be  thy  name. 
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OYER  THE  WORLD. 


Jno.  R.  Bryant. 
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1.  Tell    the   love  of  Christ  abroad, O  -  ver  the  world! 

2.  Tell  how    Je-sus  saves  to-day,    O  -  ver  the  world ! 

3.  Tell  that  Christ  our  Lord  shall  reign.O  -  ver  the  world! 


Tell  them 
Now  his 
He  will 


O  -ver  the  world  ! 


fc 


of     a    ris  -  en  Lord,  Over  the  world!  Je-  sus  died  that  we  might 

wondrous  love  display,  Over  the  world!  'Tis  the  cou  -  se-cra  -  ted 

come  from  heav'n  again,    Over  the  world !  From  the  Father's  home  on 

Over  the  world !  -0-  * 


3  B.S. — Send  abroad  the  gos-pel 
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live,  He  his  life  did  free  -  ly  give,  Ev  -  'ry  soul  he  died  to  save, 
ones,  Who  re  -  joice  to  be  God's  sons,Serve  him  and  his  good-  ness  own, 
high,    He  will  come, yes,  by    and  by,    And   will  reign   e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly, 
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light,  Scat-  ter  sin    and  sorrow's  night,   Tell    of   heaven's  morning  bright, 
,  Fine.  Chorus.  I 
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O  -ver  the  world!  O-  ver  the  world! 

O-ver  the  world  !  O  -  ver  the  world  I 

IN    IS    IS    I  3 
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O  -  ver  the  world ! 
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world!  Ev-  er  sal  -  va-tion's  sto-  ry  tell,  O  -  ver  the  world! 

O-ver  the  world  !  O-ver  the  world  ! 
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No.  5.     HE  TOUCHED  ME  AND  MADE  ME  WHOLE. 

T.  S.  Thomas  Sullivan. 
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To  the  feet  of  my  Sav  -  iour,  in  trembling  and  fear,  A  pen  -  i  -  tent 
I      knew  not  the    ten  -  der  com-  pas-  sion  and  love  That  Je-  sus,  my 

"My  grace  is  suf  -  fi  -  cient,"  I  heard  his  dear  voice,  "O  come  and  find 
O  Je  -  sus,  dear  Je  -  sus,  Thy  name  I  a  -  dore,  For  sav-  ing  and 
O     come,  my  dear  broth-  er,  he's  wait-ing  for    you,    Your  sin-burden'd 
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ner,     I     came;     He  saw,  and  in  mer  -  cy  he  bade  me  draw  near;   All 
Sav-iour,  had  shown;  Tho'  burden'  d  with  grief,  his  dear  hand  brought  relief ;  He 
rest  for  your  soul;   From  siu  you  to  save,  my  life  free-  ly      I     gave;     I 
keeping    my    soul;     Thy  prais-es  I'll  sing,  my  Redeem- er   and  King,  Thy 
heart  to   con  -  sole;     Your  wea-ry  head  rest  on  his  dear,  lov-ing  breast;  He 
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Chorus. 
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glo  -  ry  and  praise  to  his  name.\ 
heal'd  me  and  call'd  me  his  own.  J 

died  that  you  might  be  made  whole. ' '  >  He  touch'd  me  and  thus  made  me  whole, 

dear,  loving  hand  made  me  whole.] 

Suffered  and  died  for  your  soul.  /         He  touch'd  me.he  touch'd  me  and  thus  made  me  whole 
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Bringing  comfort  and  rest  to    my     soul; O  glad  hap- py  day,  all  my 

bring  -  ing    rest    to    my  soul ; 
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sins  roll'd  a-  way!   For  he  touch'd  me  and  thus  made  me  whole,  (made  me  whole. 
-       *.    A.     A.     -m.      m       m      +.    A.     -J>       h     J^ 


$  ,  Copyright,  MDCCCXCV,  by  Geo.  D.  ElderUn. 


No.  6. 

C.  A.  M. 


CRUCIFIED  I 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  They  nailed  my  Lord  up-  on    the    tree  And  left  him,  dy-  ing,     there: 

2.  Up   -   on    his  head   a  crown  of  thorns,  Up- on  his  heart  my    shame; 

3.  "Forgive     him,  O     forgive!"  he  cried,  Then  bowed  his  sacred     head; 

4.  His   voice     I     hear,  his  love     I   know;  I     worship    at     his        feet; 
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Thro'  love  he  suffered  there  for  me; 'Twas  love  beyond  com  -  pare. 
For  me  he  prayed,  for  me  he  died,  And,  dying,  spoke  my  name. 
"O  Lamb  of  God!  My  sac-  ri- fice!"  For  me  thy  blood  was  shed. 
And   kneeling   there,  at   Calv'  ry'  s  cross,  Redemption     is    com  -  plete. 
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Cru  -  ci  -  fied!     Cru  -   ci  -  fied!   And  nailed   up  -  on       the        tree! 
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With  pierced  hands  and  feet  and  side!  For  you! For    me! 

For  you !  For  me  I 
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No.  7.  DO  YOU  WANT  TO  GO  THERE? 

J.  E.  Lewis.  L.  E.  Jokes. 


1.  Just  beyond  the  border  land, behold  acit-y  bright,  Do  you  want  to  go  there? 

2.  Thro'  itsgatesofshihingpearlcancomenotaintofsin,Doyou  want  to  go  there? 
4.  Blessed  home  in  love  prepar'd  for  all  the  Saviour's  own,  Do  you  want  to  go  there? 


***f i4 


Do  you  want  to  go  there?  Shadows  never  dim  the  skies,  for  Je- sua  is  the  light, 
Do  yoa  want  to  go  there  ?  Pain  or  death  or  falling  tear  can  have  no  place  within, 
Do  you  want  to  go  there  ?  There  the  friends  of  earth  shall  meet  and  sing  before  the  throne, 
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Do  you  want  to  go  there  ?  Do  you  want  to  go  there  ?     Land  of  perfect  peace, 


bright  and  fadeless  day, 
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Do  you  want  to  go  there  ?   Do  you  want  to  go  there  ? 


Jesus  is  the  light,  Jesus  is  the  way,  Do  you  want  to  go  there  ?  Do  you  want  to  go  there  ? 
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No.  8.   TRUST  IN  THE  SAVIOUR  AND  OBEY  HIM. 


L.  E.  J. 
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L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  Would  you  live  for  Je-sus,  would  you  hare  his  love,  Would  you  feel  his  presence 

2.  Would  you  know  the  fullness    of    his  love  and  grace,  Would  you  see  the  beauty 

3.  Would  you  feel  the  cleansing  of  the  Word  applied,  Would  you  tr«d  the  foot-pri  nts 
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and  his  mer-cies  prove?  Come  in  faith  believ  -  ing,     fix  your  eyes  a-  bove, 
of    his  smil-ing    face,  Would  you  in  the  kingdom    find  with  him  a  place  ? 
of   the    cru  -  ci  -  fied,  Would  you  ev'ry  mo-  ment      in   his  love    a-  bide  ? 
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Trust    in    the  Saviour  and  o  -  bey     him.   Trust    in    the  Saviour  and  o  - 
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bey    him,  Trust  in  the  Saviour  and  o-bey  him ;  He  will  give  you  peace,  from 
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ev-  'ry  care  re-lease,    K  you  trust    in  the  Saviour  and  o  -  bey     him. 
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No.  9. 

John  Bell. 

Slowly  and  smoothly. 


SWEET  SPIRIT. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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Flow  gen-tly,  sweet  Spir-it,  flow  in  -to    my  soul,  And  cleanse  me  from 
Thy  nature,  sweet  Spir-it,  now  give  un  -  to    me,    And    I    shall  the 
I   long,bless-  ed    Spir-it,  thy   im  -  age    to  bear,  Thy  wis-dom  and 
O  come  and  trans-fig-  ure  my  soul  with  thy  light,  And  earth  with  its 
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all,  and  I  shall  be  made  whole;  Be-fore  my  Bedeemer  a-dor-ing  I'll  bend, 
beau-ty  of  ho  -  li-ness  see;  My  doubting  and  fearing  I  cannot  endure, 
pow- er  and  ho  -  li-ness  share;  To  move  in  the  cir-cle  of  in-fin-ite  love, 
turmoil  shall  fadefrom  my  sight;  Then  sorrow, privation,  what-ever  betide, 
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Chorus. 
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And  talk  face  to  face  as  a  friend  with  his  friend. 

I  long  to    be  like  thee,  I  long  to  be  pure. 

Be  pure  in  God's  sight  as  the  blessed  a-  bove. 

"With  thee  for  companion,  my  soul  shall  out-ride. 
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Flow  gently,  sweet  Spirit,  flow 
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into  my  soul,  Let  waves  of  thy  glory  now  over  me  roll ;  When  filled  with  thy 
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fulness,  made  perfect  in  love.  I'll  hail  the  glad  summons  that  callsmeahove. 
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No.  10. 

Edgar  Lewis. 


HE  IS  ABLE  TO  DELIVER. 


L.  E.  Jones. 


1.  Swell  with  heart  and  voice  the  song,  Let      the    cho  -  rus   roll       a  -  long, 

2.  Tell       it      o  -    ver  hill    and  plain,  From  the  strength  of  e  -   vil's  chain 

3.  He      can  take    the  sin  -  ful  -  est,  Bring  them  per  -  feet  peace  and  rest, 
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Christ 
Christ 
Christ 
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ble  to 
ble  to 
ble   to 
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de  -  liv  -  er;  Tell  his  wondrous  pow'r  to  save, 
de  -  liv  -  er;  Hal  -  le  -  In  jah!  grace  is  free, 
de  -  liv  -    er;    Un-  derneath  the  fountain's  flow 


Je-sus  Christ  is 
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Shout  his  vie  -  fry  o'er  the  grave,He 
In  the  Lord  is  lib  -  er  -  ty,  He 
Ev  -  'ry  heart  may  be   like  snow, He 
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a  -   ble  to      de  -  liv  -  er. 
a  -  ble   to      de  -  liv  -  er. 
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is       a  -   ble  to      de  -  liv  -  er, 

He    is  sure-ly 
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de-liv     -     -    er,  Shout  the  sto- ry  o'er  the 

ble  to   de-liv  -  er. 
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mountains  and  the  wave,  Ring  it'    out    a  -  far  and  near,    It    will 

shout    the      sto-ry  o'er  the  wave. 
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HE  IS  ABLE  TO  DELIVER -Concluded. 
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scat-ter  ev-  'ry  fear,  He    is 


ble  to    de-  liv  -  er  and   to    save' 
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No.  11. 

L.  E.  J. 


JESUS  TENDERLY  CALLS. 
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1.  "Why  do  you  wander  in  darkness  away  ?     Je  -  sus  tender-  ly  calls  you; 

2.  Come,  from  the  fetters  of  e- vil  be  free,       Je  -  sus  tender- ly  calls  you; 

3.  Come,  and  for  pardon  and  cleansing  believe,  Je  -  sus  tender- ly  calls  you; 

4.  Come,  and  receive  of  his  riches  un-told,      Je  -  sus  tender- ly  calls  you; 
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Mer-cy  he  of-fers,  why  longer  de-lay?  Je 
Come,  for  the  Mas-ter    is  seeking  for  thee,      Je 

Give  him  the  serv-ice  he  waits  to  receive,  Je 
Come,  for  his  love  is  more  precious  than  gold,  Je 


-#- 

sus  tender-  ly  calls, 
sus  tender-  ly  Galls, 
sus  tender-  ly  calls, 
sus  tender-  ly      calls. 
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Chorus.    Isa.  55:  6 
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Seek  ye    the      Lord, While  he  may  be      found; 

Seek    ye     the   Lord,  seek    ye     the   Lord,     While  he  may      be  found; 
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Call  ye      up- on  him,     While  he      is     near 

Call  ye    up  -  on     him,   call    ye     up -on     him,  Seek  him  while  he     is,  while  he  is  naar. 
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No.  12.        THERE'S  A  STORY  SWEET  AND  TRUE. 

Mrs.  W.  T.  Moreis.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  There's  a     sto  -  ry  sweet  and  true,  Tho'  'tis  old,  'tis  ev  -  er  new;    'Tis  the 

2.  Yes,  I'll    tell    it  o'er  and  o'er,   Tell  it  now  and  ev-  er  more,    For  the 

3.  When  my   life   is  end  •  ed  here,    As     I   reach  the  por-tals  there,  And  the 
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sto  -ry  of  my  Saviour  and  his  love;  How  he  hung  up-on  the  tree,    Ev  -en 
story  of  my  Saviour  ne'er  grows  old;  How  he  cleansed  me  from  all  sin,  Made  me 
loved  ones  who  have  gone  before  I  greet;   I  shall  tell  them  of  his  love,   How  he 
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died   for  you   and  me,  To    pre  -  pare  us   for   his  glorious  realms  a-bove. 

white  and  pure  with-in  ;  'Tis    the    dear-est,  sweet-est  sto  ry  ev  -  er    told, 

brought  me   safe    a  -  bove,  To    his    glo  -  ry  will   I   tell  the   sto  -  ry  sweet. 
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O   re  -  peat  it  o'er  and  o'er,  Some  have  nev-er  heard  be-fore  How  that 
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Jesus  for  us  suffered,  bled  and  died  ;  'Tis  a  theme  that  ne'er  grows  old,  Sweetest 
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THERE'S  A  STORY  SWEET  AND  TRUE.-Concluded. 


sto  -  ry    ev  -  er  told,  'Tis  the    sto  -  ry  of   our  Sav-iour  era  -  ci  -  fied. 


No.  13. 


Lizzie  DeAkmond. 


SAVED  BY  GRACE  ALONE. 

Eph.  2 :  8. 


H.  L.  GlLMOUE. 


b-3 — h-r-f * 1 '— r^ * J— rip P 1 n—i i 1 


1.  No  tears  can  wash   my  sins  a  -  way,    I'm  saved  by  grace  a  -  lone; 

2.  I   looked  to  him    in   sor- row's  night,  I'm  saved   by  gTace  a  -  lone; 

3.  When  life  is  o'er    I'll  joy  -  ful   sing,  I'm  saved   by  grace  a  -  lone; 

IS 
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No  deeds  of  love   my  debt   can  pay,    I'm   saved      by  grace  a  -  lone. 

He    led    me     to    the    per  -  feet  light,  I'm   saved      by  grace  a  -  lone. 

"While  songs  of   rap-ture  round  me  ring,  I'm   saved      by  grace  a  -  lone. 
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Out   from  the  depths  of  sin    I   cried   Un  -  to   the  Lord  once  era  -  ci  -  fied, 

O  long  from  him  my  footsteps  stray'd,  His  ho-ly  will     I     dis  -  o  -  beyed, 
Enthroned  in  glo  -  ry     I  shall  see    The   bless-ed  Lord  who  died  for  me, 
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He  gen -tly  drew   me     to    his  side,    I'm   saved   by  grace  a  -  lone. 

Bnt  now   on   him    my  guilt  I've  laid,   I'm  saved   by  grace  a  -  lone. 

And  know  thro'  all     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,     I'm   saved  by  grace  a  -  lone. 
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No.  14.  DOES  JESUS  CARE? 

Rev.  Frank  E.  Gbaeff.  J.  Lihoolm  HaxX., 


i& 


g^  m  i  ^'i^HOT 


1.  Does  Jesus  care  when  my  heart  is  pained  Too   deeply  for  mirth  or  song; 

2.  Does  Jesus  care  when  my  way  is  dark  With  a  name-  less  dread  and  fear  ? 

3.  Does  Jesus  care  when  I'  ve  tried  and  failed  To  resist  some  temptation  strong; 

4.  Does  Jesus  care  when  I've  said  "good-bye"  To  the  dearest  on  earth  to  me, 


N5gPHH#4^Pfij£ag] 
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As  the  burdens  press,  And  the  cares  distress,  And  the  way  grows  weary  and  long  ? 
As  the  daylight  fades  Into  deep  night  shades,  Does  he  care  enough  to  be  near? 
When  in  my  deep  grief  I  find  no  relief, Though  my  tears  flow  all  the  night  long? 
And  my  sad  heart  aches  'Till  it  nearly  breaks — Is  this  aught  to  him  ?  does  he  see? 
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Chorus 
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O     yes,  he  cares;  I  know  he  cares,  His  heart  is  touched  with  my  grief; 


0  ,#   T  £  ? 


^^^^m^B 


B H« m ,m 


W      F7^» — W- 


u 


\ 


4--V      V   -V 


P=C 


■brMfJ 


to^^^^^B 


^£=3 


When  the  days  are  weary,  The  long  nights  dreary,  I  know  my  Saviour  cares. 

be  cores. 
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No.  15.      I  AM  RESTING  IN  THE  SAVIOUR'S  LOVE. 


"  We  which  have  believed  do  enter  into  rest." — Heb.  4 :  3. 


Key.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


3=jt=3=«— -*=:: 


D.  E.  Doetch. 

1         I         N    )       h     N 

-« — -m — 0- — W—  F« — 1 — k— P- 

— 1 H — — h 1 — l-H — « 1 — a — 

• — 0 — 0 — * — \-0 — 0 — 0 — -0- 


T 

1.  O   my  heart  is  thrilled  with  wondrous  joy  to-day,    I  am  resting  in  the 

2.  At  the   fountain    opened  for  the  soul    unclean,     I  am  resting  in  the 

3.  All  my  doubts  are  vanished,  all  my  fears  are  gone,  T  am  resting  in  the 

4.  O     the  bliss  and  rapture!  O  the  wondrous  peace!  I  am  resting  in  the 

5.  So     I     live    re  -  joicing    in   his   love  each  day,    I  am  resting  in  the 
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Saviour's  love;  Christ,  the  Lord,  has  taken     all  my   sins    a  -  way,    I  am 

Saviour's  love;     Trusting    in     his  grace  I    ventured  free  -  ly      in,     I  am 

Saviour's  love;  When  I    trust  -  ed     Je- sus,  lo!  the  work  was  done,  I  am 

Saviour's  love;       I    have  nev  -  er  known  so  pure  a     joy     as    this,    I  am 

Saviour's  love;       I     am    walking  with  him  in  the      narrow  way,    I  am 
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Chorus. 
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resting  in  the  Saviour's  love. 
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|:    I      am  resting,  sweet      -      ly  resting, 

sweetly,  sweetly 
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I     am     resting      in    the    Saviour's  love; 


in    the   Saviour's  love. 
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No.  16. 


Ella  M.  Pabks. 


WHEN  I  BEHOLD  HIM. 

ait  effective:  solo. 


H.  Li.  GlLMOUB. 
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1.  Af  -  ter  the  earthly   shadows  have  lilt  -  ed,    And  o'er  the  hill  -  tops 

2.  Helpless  he  found  me,  lift  -  ed  me  to     him ;  "Whisper'd  of  par  -  don  a  - 

3.  Now  in  his  presence,     dai  -  ly  I'm  liv  -  ing,  Walking  by  faith  where  mine 
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morning  T      see,        Sweetest  of  prospects,  I  shall  behold  him,  Je-  sua,  the 
bundantand  free;  Breath'd  he  his  peace  o'er  my  sin -stricken  spirit ;  Pointed  my 
eyes  cannot  see;        For  he   is  guid-ing  home  to  that  cit  -  y,  Built  for  his 
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Ritard. 
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Chorus. 
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Saviour   of  sinners  like  me. 

vis  -  ion  to  Cal-  va-ry's  tree.  \  When  I  behold  him, Christ,  in  his  beauty, 
lov'd  ones — sav'd  sinners  like  me. 
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When  with  the  ransom 'd  his  face   I   shall   see,  O  how  my  heart    in 
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rapture  will  praise  him, Praise  him  for  sav  -  ing    a    sinner  like    me. 
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No.  17. 


THOU  ART  MY  LIGHT, 


Minnie  B.  Johnson, 


J  no.  R.  Bryant. 
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1.  Thou  art    my  T  iglit,  my    blessed   Redeem  -  er,  Thou  art    my  Hope,  my 

2.  Thou  art    my  Light  when  sin   is     en  -  snaring,  Thou  art   my  Trust  when 

3.  Thou  art    my  Light  in      ev- 'ry  temp- ta-  tion,  Thou  art   the   One      in 
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Saviour  and  Friend;  Thou  art  unchanging,  cheering  and  guiding,  Ever  on 
tri  -  als  are  near;  Thou  art  my  Light,  my  Help  and  Protector;  Guided  by 
whom  I  con  -  fide:  Thou  art  the  Light  and  Source  of  my  comfort;   I  am  se- 
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Chorus. 
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thee  I  sure  -  ly  de  -  pend. 
thee,  I  nev  -  er  will  fear, 
cure  with  thee   by     my       side. 


Thou  art   my  Light,  my  bless-  ed    Re- 
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deemer,  Thou  art  my  Way,  ray  Help  all  a  -  long;    Thou  art  my   rest  when 
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wearied  with    journey,    Thou  ar(    my  soul's    de 
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light  and       song, 
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No.  18. 


FACE  TO  FACE. 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Bbeck. 
Moderate 


Grant  Colfax  TrnxAa. 


tfe 


i 


j/4  i     (CjF-ririF 


±=i 


=i 


^=**=^ 


1.  Face    to  face  with  Christ  niySav-iour,    Face    to  face — what  will  it    be? 

2.  On  -  ly  faint- ly  now,  I      see    him,     With  the  darkling  veil  be-tween, 

3.  What  re-jo.c-ing  in    his    pres-  ence,   When  are  banished  grief  and  pain  <• 

4.  Face    to  face !  0 !  blissful     mo-mentl  Face    to  face — to  see  and  know; 
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When  with  rapture    I     be  -  hold    him,    Je- sus  Christ  who  died  for    me. 

But       a  bless-ed  day   is     com  -  ing,  When  his  glo  -  ry   shall     be    seen. 
When   the  crooked  ways  are  straightened,  And  the  dark  things  shall  be  plain. 

Face     to  face  with  my  Be- deem  -  er,     Je- sus  Christ  who  loves  me     so. 
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Chorus. 
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Face    to  face  shall  I     be  -  hold  him,     Far    beyond  the  starry      sky  ; 
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Face     to    face    in     all    his    glo  -  ry,      I  shall  see  him   by    and  by  I 
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No.  19.         EVERY  GRIEF  SHALL  PASS  AWAY. 


Ida  L.  Reed. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
-4- 


1.  What  if  here  my  path  is    shad -owed,  And  the  skies  are  dark  and  gray  ? 

2.  What  tho'  here  a- lone  I     wan  -  der,  Oft-  en  homeless,  oft-  en    sad? 

3.  What  tho' here  each  day  may  bring  me,  Bit-ter  tri-als    to     en- dure? 

4.  Safe    at    last,  what  will  it  mat  -  ter  If    the  way  was  long  and  drear? 
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In   the  light  of  heaven's  glo  -   ry,     Ev-'ry  grief  shall  pass  a  -   way. 

O  -  ver  there  are  joys  e  -  ter  -  nal,  Ev  -  er  more  to  make  me  glad. 
There  no  more  they'll  be  remembered,  By  life's  crys  -  tal  wa  -  ters  pure. 
There   e  -  ter-  nal  joys  shall  greet  us,    And    e  -  ter  -  nal  light  and  cheer. 
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Chorus. 
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There  shall  be    no  sigh  -  ing  there, 


In     the  realm  of  end  -  less  day  ; 
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In  the  light  of  heaven's  glo  -  ry,     Ev  -  'ry  grief  shall  pass  a  -  way. 
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No.  20.  THE  GREATEST  THING  IS  LOVE. 

Mrs.  C.  H.  M.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 

-IV- 


1.  Oh,  matchless  love,  how  could  it  be?  He  took  my  place  and  died  for  me; 

2.  In     ev  -  'ry  land  be-  neaththesun,  It   makes  us  brothers'  ev  -  'ry  one, 

3.  It  makes  all  things  with  joy  replete,  Makes  strong  the  heart,  life's  cares  tn  meet 

4.  It      sti- rles  ev  - 'ry     sighaudmoan.lt   melt-eth  hardest  hearts  of  stone, 


*  *  *  -s^y 

I      from  the  bro  -  ken     law    go  free,  Thro'  love,  wonder-  ful  love. 

Thro'  Christ  the  "  well  be  -  lov  -  ed  Son,"  This  love,  wonder-  ful  love. 

Turns    sor-row's  bit  -  ter       in  -   to  sweet,  This  love,  wonder-  ful  love. 

It    breaketh    ev  -  'rv      bar  -  rier  down,  This  love,  wonder- ful  love. 


Chorus 


he    great-est  thing  in  earth     be  -  low   is       love, 


The    great-est  thing  in  earth     be  -  low   is 


won-der-  ful        love, 


The  great-est   thing  the   an-  gels  know  is      love, 
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The  great -est    grace  in   God's  own  heart  is 
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love, 


m 


won-  der  -  ful       love, 
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THE  GREATEST  THING  IS  LOVE.-Concluded. 


In  earth  and  sky 


all  things  a-  hove,    is  love,    won-der-  fill     love. 


ffi 


II 


it: 


v-H— 


1      1      1     te* 


f 


t=t= 


5  The  stripes  that  should  on  me  been  laid, 
He  bore,  and  suffered  iu  my  stead, 
Like  as  the  lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
Through  love,  wonderful  love. 


6  Where  souls  in  sin  and  sadness  droop, 
We  go  with  him,  and  gladly  stoop 
To  lift  a  fallen  brother  up, 
Through  love,  wonderful  love. 


No 


21. 

Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


YES,  DEAR  LORD.' 


Mrs. 


C.  H.  Morris. 


r^tt—**0^ — t — i- — d 


Long  my  willful  heart  said  "no"  To  Jesus'  tender  pleading;  Now  I  long  his 

Bringing  all   I  am  and  have  In  humble  conse-cra-  tion,  Trusting  in  the 

Giving  o'er  my  doubts  and  fears  And  all  my  useless  trying,  Trusting  not  my 

Yes,  dear  Lord,  in  life  or  death  With  thee  all  good  possessing,  Not  by  feeling, 


:!fr-ft-*-*-k 


:|= 


■I — v-jr 


ns^ 


±z 


1/ 
Chorus. 


-J-jl4-e£z 


love  to  know,  My  stubborn  will  is  yielding, 
blood  I  claim  This  ut  -  termost  sal- vation. 
pray  'rs  or  tears,  But  on  thy  word  relying, 
but  by  faith  I  take  the  promis'd  blessing. 


m 


i — v-t 


m 


Ifczi 


Yes, dear  Lord,yes,dear  Lord, Here  I 


I-d FH— l •— •-r'f— Z— 
=Mz=tiiz£=D=t£EE=:U=: 


R=ti 


^^m 


\r 


:»: 


give  my  all  to  thee;      I    believe,    I  believe  The  blood  avails  for  me. 


I] 


IJEZ^C 


r—gzg:z=rr"r-r±Fr^r-r~r 
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SOMEONE  IS  WAITING. 


Alice  Jean  Cleator. 


H.  P.  Danes. 


\fj 


ife^fJ  J  J-Pj  ,  j  J  i  J  J    i  pq=a]=^a 

"      °:.4  J     j-aJ-  H   \,J     1  Fjzr^JZF^Rj— 1—»g 

W  -0-  *         9         9  -&-  -0-      -0-      -0- 

1.  Some-one    is    wait  -  ing  for   -words  you  may   say,  Speak  them  be  - 

2.  Someone    in    dark-nessis   watch- ing  your  light,  O      let     it 

3.  Some-one    is    long  -  ing  for     help  you    can    lend,  Hast  -  en,  to  - 

-0 0 — i 

:Lz=tzzd 


— -— 0 — 0 — 0 — r-  0 — 0 — 0 — , 0 — r- 


fore  too  late:, 
ne'er  grow  dim!, 
day,     be    true!. 


Some-one  is   look-ing   to   lind  the  true  way. 
Shine  for  the  Mas-ter  with  ra-di-ance  bright, 
Tell  of  the  Sav-iour,  the  tru-est   of  friends, 


m 


f 


m 


tz 


0 — r^s — »  i  S  »-a~r* * • 


b=a=±|t=jc=fr=±*==ti 


f 


■  ■rrtej 

i 1 — 6 — l      m  d 


-d-z —  Tg-*-f 


ClIOKUS. 
=1=1= 


Lead  - ing    to  heav 
Souls  will    be  led 
Tell   what  he  did 


en's  gate., 
to  him., 
for      3Tou ! . 


SI 


.  ,p 

1,1 — I 


i 


Some-one  is     wait- ing,    yes, 


feli^lSl^ 


J3: 


O  Christian!  no     long  er     de   -  lay, 
a =—^5 — p — 0— T 


I  I  I  I  I  I 


Some-one  is  waiting  for  words  you  can  say :  Speak  them  before  too  late 

too   late. 
&-- r0 — 0 — 0- 


^rnJi:ffif-fffgg^ 
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JESUS  UNDERSTANDS 


Birdie  Bell. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Bow'd  beneath  your  bur-den,  is  there  none  to  share?  Wea-ry  with   the 

2.  Ev  -  'ry  heav  -  y  bur-den  be  will    glad  -  ]y    share,     Are  you   sad  and 

3.  Tho'  temp-ta-tion  meet  you,  Je-sus   can   sus  -  tain,     Life  has   vex-ing 

4.  Wea-ry  heart,  he  calls  you,  "  Come  to  me  and  rest,"  Does  the  path  grow 


-i — 
-I — 


-?-      JL 


jour-ney,  is  there  none  to  care?  Courage,  way  worn  trav'ler,  heed  yonr  Lord's  commands, 

weary  ?  Jesus  has  a  care;  Well  he  knows  the  pathway  o'er  life's  burning  sands, 

problems  which  he  can  explain ;  Serve  him  where  he  sends  you,  tho'  in  distant  lands; 

rugged  ?  yet  his  way  is  best;  Leave  the  unknown  future  in  the  Master's  hands, 


a.  *_  _p_  jl 

\-xX- 


]f  1/  U  1/  I      I 


-0 — 0 0 — 0- 


jfL.      JL    .0-    -*-    -0-    -&- 

-0 0 — I 1 

■v— v— i- — I 


-v— v- 


D.  S. — Leave  the  unknown  future  in  the  Master's  band, 


N    N  ^    |  Fine.     Chorus. 


There's  a  thought  to  cheer  you,  Jesus  understands. 

Courage,  fainting  pilgrim,  Jesus  understands. 

Do  not  doubt  or  question,  Jesus  understands. 

Whether  sad  or  joy-ful,    Jesus  understands. 


Yes, 


he  understands, 


O    yes, 

m.  .0-  j0.  jl 


_. ic^ n __■    p    p_| u_t^-v_t/_v_v_t,_|_ 


Whether  sad  or  joy-ful,    Je-sus  understands. 


D.  & 


All  his  ways  are  best.  Hear,  he  calls  to  you, 

O  hear, 

-ft-      -r*-      ■#■       -(Si  -^-    -f-     ^.    .0.     Ipl 

¥k    I  - 


Come  to  me  and  rest. ' ' 


-»-   •#•  •#-  -fc-  -F-  -#■ 

1/     1/ 
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MEET  ME  IN  THE  CITY. 


Delia  T.  White. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


~N — £*— K — t \i — k^A — r & — — i 1 \ — & — h 

-p — f\— p — N— k — Kh#-«---#-T-^- — < — — I 1- — h — I- 


1.  Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  in  the  city  of  onr  King,  "Wash'd  in  the  blood 

2.  Behold  a  mighty  army  marching  onward  to  the  throne,  Wash'd  in  the  blood 

3.  When  fears  and  doubts  beset  us,  let  us  ring  it  out  again,  Wash'd  in  the  blood 

4.  So  shall  our  lives  be  given  to  the  blessed  Master's  praise,  Wash'd  in  the  blood 

JL.  JLf  A'X.  JL'JLJSL        JL      -0.--0-.0- 

ye&rrt-ittFk .  IT.  tr^P^^^^*^ 

v.  --%  -t  0 #_j.^tf_w.jL_#_w_^_H#_^_!_#_L#_#.j._p: — c_ — 

■    — b1— i f— i ^— F — bHr&—\ V — &— I — 


=P-" 


m 


b-t — -j M — I P ^h^-r-^— »-t-# — ^~r — N — I3 — *-hH" 


m 


of  the  Lamb;  As  they  gaze  up-on  his  beauty,  ev-  erlasting  love  they  sing, 
of  the  Lamb;  Sweetly  trusting  their  Redeemer,  they  aresav'dbygraeealone, 
of  the  Lamb;  Soonarray  dinspotlessgarments,inhiskingdom  we  shall  reign, 
of  the  Lamb;  "Tisthe  sweetest  note  of  triumph  that  his  ransom' d  people  raise, 
JL.  jl  .»-•  j».    p.-  .  JL-  .0-  jz. 


br=£=Ed 


•---#— p — i/ — i — I 


Chorus. 


—•—J «-f— #— C^ ■— U L 


-£— fv 


-# f\ — i  .  i 

g 0 0-!—0 


^H 


-£ 


Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.      O 

jl    jl-     ft  -a- 


;-r 0 »— — # — 0 g-. — a — i 1 


I    c  0 


meet  me  in  the  cit-  y     of   the 

JL-  JL    JL«  JL    JL     »  • 


J — ^_. 


^w-^-K^r — 0---*—J-. — k — — — d hr- 0~0 0—. — &  — i h? 


r-N- 


^^^=tt: 


new  Je-  ru-  salem,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb;     Meet  me  in  the 
JLJL«  .0.      -0- +.  -0.  |        A.      JL.  JL   JL.  JL 

jfcf-P — #---#— #-—»—e> — 1 1 i 1 \ 1 \—<S> -, — y 
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BEHOLD.  I  STAND  AND  KNOCK. 


L.  E.  Jones. 


1.  At  the  door  of  your  heart  that  is  closed  to  his  love,  There's  a  friend  that  is 

2.  At  the  door  of  your  heart   he  has  waited  so  long,  With  his   of-  fer     of 

3.  At  the  door  of  your  heart  stands  the  Saviour  of  men,  Will  you  not  o  -  pen 


•5s-4-g— E~ 

-J- — k  J V4 


0—P- *—»—r-0 J— g — 0 0— -p— rj f fi 

i — i 1 — h — H ^ — y — F — f- — i 1 r — is 


knock-ing  to  -  day,     He  de- sires  to  come  in,  all   his  mer-cies  to  prove,  O 
par-don  and  peace,   He  is  ready  to  save  you  and  keep  you  from  wrong,  To 
now   at  his  word,   Give  him  room  to  a-hide,  for  he  plead-eth   a-gain,   Re 

£«* — | 0- — 0- — U 1 1 U# » — 0—0- 


if 


T" 


-v—\ 


-h h 0 0— 


t—  [~ 


CnoKUS.   Rev.  3:  20.  3 


:&, 


Be  -  hold, 


why  will  you  tun.  him  a  -  way? 
give  from  each  bur-den  re-lease, 
ceive  him,  your  Saviour  and  Lord.  )     Be  -  hold  I  stand  at  the  door, 
.0.    .0-  fi    JL  -fi-.fi 


I  stand  at  the  door  and 


:t: 


q« 


=M 


t- 


b   1/ 


fe£ 


— i — i — [+ — i — i — i — i— — i— 
— "— I — H/— v— v-v-v— \- 


%L 


knock:  If 

stand  and  knock  : 

=r=r=fe 


-0 1 0 #■ 


-fi.    -fi.     fi.  -fit. 

R/  U     1/    b 


door,  I  will  come  in   to  him,  And  will  sup  with  him,  and  he     with     me 

3      ^    -fi-      jfiL      Jfi-      .0-    -fi.  fi-      -fi-       .0-      -(SL  LJ 


1 y— b1— y-Lt- 
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HIS  LOVE  IS  SWEEPING  IN. 


L.  E.  J. 


L.  E.  Jones. 


a 


fr 


4: 


:=]" 


^=± 


±=£3 


HI 


1.  I've  been   to    Je  -  sus  for    the      pow'r,      My  heart   is    free  from  sin; 

2.  T     know    in  whom  I  have  be  -   lieved,     And  trust  him  ev-'ry   hour; 

3.  I      glad  -  ly   tell   his  wondrous   love,        The  love  of  Christ,  my  King; 


-v — v— 


-»— p 


:t=t 


?±- 


fe± 


3BS= 


-J— 3" 


-*-*- 


=± 


•^ 


-si— rf- 


zfe*r= 


To  -  day,  like  billows  of    the  sea,     His  love    is  sweeping    in. 
I      would  not  for     a  moment  stray    Beyond    his  love  and  pow'r. 
Each  moment,  while  he  blesses  me,      I  would  his  praises     sing. 

i.  is  sweeping  in. 


$ 


(— -t-r-j — -ta-r  »_rt *~ r*   — tz* — r 

z— ^—^-^— v-Fr — F±bzz=tz=r~f 


Chorus. 


T 


at 


■n — •— F-+- 


^-*- 


H — J— d— •— S— ai" 

rV       * 

Like   ocean  billows,    ocean  billows,  Waves  of  glory  o'er  me  roll; 


-P    -P-  J       h    Is 

*— h — I 0-1-0— 0-0-! 


o'er  me   roll ; 


-\ — fv 


^-*r 


^^1 


-Pt-A- 


? 


-m—0- 


mm. 


O    hal  -  le- lu- jah!    Halle-  lujahl  Jesus' blood  hath  made  me  wholel 


hath  made  me  whole  ! 


■4t — F-TT*-; — * 1 P"5-  "*- 
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SPEEDING  ONWARD. 


Chas.  E.  Ferguson. 


WM.  J.  KlRKKnuilCK. 


speeding,  speeding  onward  to  the  great  triumphant  day,  When  we'll 
speeding,  speeding  on  ward,  we  the  vie-  to-ry  shall  win,  And   in 
speeding,  speeding  onward  to  the  bless-ed  home  a-bove,     O     the 
N     'x     f\       fc  fc  --1  ^.. 


Ltf— — 9 — 9- — 9 — 9— — » — #-i 


\-A — \— A — k- 


H\— ftr — V— J hr — I- 


lay  our  burdens  down  at  Jesus'  feet;  With  the  mighty  host  unnumbered  we  shall 

triumph  we  shall  safely  reach  the  goal;  Tho'  thecloudsmay  gather  o'er  us  we'll  not 

joys  that  willattend  us  o-  ver  there!  Then  we'll  shout  and  singthe  praises  of  the 

-U-i-9—9— 9-      ' 


stand  in  white  array — In  the  grand-en  r  so  a-maz-ing  lost  complete, 
lose  the  sight  of  him,  'lis  his  pies- ence  that  il  -  lu  -  mi-nates  the  soul. 
Saviour's  wondrous  love,  As  we  en  -  ter  in   -   to  mansions  bright  and  fair. 

-9-     m           -P-'      m                                              m  .  -p-  '    ■#- 

-U  —  5    rP—^—m t-;— r #— — » — +- 
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Chorus 

IN 


r 


j. 


T  r  tr  * 

ceding   on     -     ward,  home  to  glo- ry,  W 

Speed-ing  on   -    ward,       home    to  glo  -  ry. 


^^*Nf^ 


-ZSH- 


-NJ- 


5±^=zz=l 


Speeding   on     -     ward,  home  to  glo-  ry,  Wherethesaved     with  Jesus  dwell, 

Speed-ing  on   -    ward,       home    to  glo  -  ry.         Where  the  saved     with  Jesus  dwell, 

■•     — I 1  L     L-t^i 


-i r 

-k-fV 


:£=J. 


N     fe 


— 0       9-^-9 


=J^ 


Soon  we' 11  join      that  happy  cho  -  rus,  Ever  -more       hispraises   swell. 

Soon  we'll  join      that  hap-py  cho- rus,  Ev  -  er-more       his  praises  swell. 
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BRING  YE  ALL  THE  TITHES." 


Helen  E.  Rasmussen. 


Mai.  3 :  10. 


H.  L.  Gilmour. 


1 .  Hear  the  words  of  scripture  from  the   a  -  ges    past,      "Bring  ye  all   the 

2.  Do  you  seek  to  know  the  Ho- ly      Spir-it's    power?  "Bring  ye  all   the 
8.  Is  thereaught  that  stands  between  youanci  your  Lord?  "Bring  ye  all  the 

4.  Liftyour  heart  this  moment :  claim  him  Lord  and  King,    As  ye  bring  the 

5.  Let  the  anthems  roll  in  grandeur  thro' the  skies,  Having  brought  the 


tithes  into  the  storehouse,"  Make    a  con  -  se-cra-tion  that  will  ev  -  er  last, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse."  Live  in  sweet  communion  with  him  hour  by  hour, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse.  "Bring  them  on  cou-ditions  promised  in  his  word, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse.  Trust  the  blessed  promise,  and  your  praise  shall  ring, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse;     Joy  -  ous  hal  -  le-lu-jah's  from  our  hearts  a-rise 


fcJK^fe 


=£: 


V— f- 


-5—th 


Chorus. 


rn 


-N— N- 


'''■*•$- 


BE 


2— <tL—±L 


*~V 
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Trusting  for  the  promised  bless -ing.       ^      w 

"While  he  gives  the  promised  bless -ing.  "Bring  ye    all  the  tithes  in-to    the 

And  he'll  pour  you  out  a  bless-ing. 

From  the  heart  he  is    pos  -  sess  -  ing. 

For  we  have  the  promised  bless-ing. 


out     a    bless  -  ing,  There  shall  not  be  room  enough  to     re  -  ceive     it." 
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Minnie  B.  Johnson. 


^ViUE-  * 


WILL  IT  BE  YOU? 


& — !\ — I— 


Jno.  E.  Bryant. 


b  u 

1    Someone  shall  knock  at  the    beau-  ti-ful    gate,  Will  it 

2.  Someone  shall  hear  the  glad,   tri  -  umphant  song,  Will  it 

3.  Someone  shall  weep  when  the  Lord  says,  "depart,"  Will  it 

4.  Someone  shall   lin-gerwith  tears    in  their  eyes,  Will  it 


be  you  ? 
be  you  ? 
be  you  ? 
be   you  ? 


vb-fi-  i* — p 
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Will 
Will 
Will 
Will 

N 

it 
it 
it 
it 

— 9— 

be 
be 
be 
be 

U  -0 a g € — S0 0 — L_^_i 

b    b 

you?        On  -  ly      to    find  that  he's  knock 
you?        Longing     to    join  in    the   praise 
you?      Turn  from  his   presence  with     sor  - 
you?      When  the  redeem' d  ones  as  -  cend 

|               m       m       a       m                           m   « 

— # — J — J — J 

-  ing   too   late, 
with  that  throng, 
row-  fill  heart, 
to    the  skies, 

/»V  h       ! 

m       m       m 
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Chorus. 
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O    tell    me,        will     it      be      you  ? 
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•— rs P — 
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Someone    re  -  ject  -  ed   shall 

-#- 
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turn   from  the  gate,  0     the  sad  thought  of  thus    be  -  ing    too  late! 


£=i 


P P — =1- 


s 


-' — i h 


b  b 

You  must  have  Jesus  to   car  -  ry  you  thro' ,  Lest,  brother,  it  may  be  you. 


_M — 0 — 0. # — #__ _—    «-X  _ _._  0        m  0—r-B P —  0 P — »— p^-— g |-i 

:p— p— p— k— p— p-pE^=P=pi— p — In.  4— -I — q-i-"1     I"   :p:^-P^14 

:bz=^^b^b=b^^g=bzzt:=^gEgz==r---r-r-Fr^r-JJ, 


b    "    ' 

Copyright,  MCMIII.  by  nail-Mack  Co. 


V        V        V 


No.  30. 


A  LIGHT  ALONG  THE  WAY. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


J.  LINCOLN  ~H.A1.Tj. 

4- 


=]= 


►3: 


~-=\- 


1.  The  Lord  hath  made  this  world  of  ours  Most  beauti-  ful    and      bright,   The 

2.  So       ma  -  ny  need    a      helping  hand,    A      kindly  word  of       cheer,     To 

3.  Some  lives  shine  out  like  beacons  grand,  Some  seem  but  candles  small,    But 


h 


J9 


IzfcM 


v*— f 


-F— i-f 


-F- 


£=t=Fq 


~g~~r 


-A— i- 


golden  sun  to  rule  by  day,  The  moon  and  stars  by  night;  But  souls  are  wand'ring 
tell  them  of  the  mighty  Friend  Whose  grace  is  always  near.  0  make  me  prompt  to 
if      we  truly  shine  for  him,  The  Lord  hath  need  of  all.      O  may  his   Spirit 
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far  from  him,  In  darkened  paths  astray;  So  make  me,  Saviour,  more  and  more,  A 
hear  thy  voice,  And  ready  to  o  -  bey,  That  I  may  be,  to  saddened  hearts,  A 
fill  my  soul  And  lead  me,  day  by     day,     That,  tho'  unworthy,   I  shall  be     A 
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Chorus. 
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light  along  the    way. 
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A  light  along  the  way, Make  me, dear  Lord,  I  pray;  Love's 
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happy  rays  Show  forth  thy  praise,  A  light  along  the  way.  :||  light  along  the    way. 
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No.  31. 


WAITING  FOR  ME  AT  HOME. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


H.  P.  Danes. 
4— I- 


1.  How  ma-ny  dear  friends  have  pass'd  on  from  my  sight,  To  man-sions  far 

2.  My  fa-ther  and  moth-er  have  reach'dthat  blest  shore,  That  coun-try    a  - 

3.  The   broth -er  and    sis  -  ter  that  loved  me  so   well,     No    long-er    be 

4.  Those  dear  lit  -  tie    rose-buds,  the  light  of   my  eyes,    Heard  Je  -  sus  say, 

5.  So   heav  -  en  grows  rich  as  the  earth-land  grows  poor,    My  treas-ures  are 
• 9 sr_ r« C ?—rg _ P—rPl •—  rm a »— 
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o  -  ver  the   foam; Safe  now  in  that  cit  -  y   of  love  and   of  light, 

bove  yon-der  dome, Their  love  isthesame,  for  tho'  gone  on  be  -  fore, 

side   me  here  roam, They've  reached  that  fair  land  with  their  Saviour  to  dwell, 

"Suf-fer  them  come;  " They're  safe  in  hisbo-som  a  -bove  the  blue  skies, 

o  -  ver  the   foam; They're  watching  to  see  if  by  grace   I    en  -  dure, 


"Wait  -  ing  for    me, 
J        I        I 


Watching  for  me,     No  mat-ter  how  far  I    may    roam, Those  loved  ones  in 
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glo  -  ry    ex-pect  me  to  come,  They're  waiting  for  me 


at  home 

at  home. 


»M    TJ1ZE1    i     j=Ep=zMl     1     r  EpP^EE Efi=H 


Copyright,  MCMIII,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


No.  32.  I  SHALL  BE  LIKE  HIM. 

W.  A.  S.  Rev.  W.  A.  Spbnoeb,  D.  St. 
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1.  When  I  shall  reach  the  more  ex  -  eel-  lent    gio  -  ry,      And  all    my 

2.  We  shall  not  wait  till  the     glo  -  ri  -  ous     dawning    Breaks  on    the 

3.  More  and  more  like  him,  re  -  peat    the  blest  sto  -  ry,        O  -  ver  and 
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tri-  als  are  passed,  I  Bhall  be-  hold  him,  O  won-  der-ful  eto  -  ry  ! 
vis-  ion  so  fair,  Now  we  may  welcome  the  heav-  en-  ly  morning, 
o  •  ver    a    -   gain,    Changed  by  his  spir  -  it  from  glo  -  ry  to  glo-  ry, 
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I  shall  be  like  him  at  last 
Now  we  his  im-  age  may  bear. 
I     shall  be    sat  -  is  -  fied      then. 
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I  shall  be  like  him,     I  shall  bo 
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like  him,   And    in    his  beau-  ty    shall    shine ;        I    shall  be  like  him, 
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won-  drous-  ly    like  him,     Je  -  sns,   my    Sav  -  four    di    •    vine. 
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No.  33. 

C.  A.  M. 


LET  HIM  IN. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  Who  is  this  that's  waiting,  waiting,  Just  outside  the   door?     Who  is  he  that's 

2.  Don't  you  hear  him  saying,  saying,  "Come,  O  come  to  me;  'Twas  for  you  that, 

3.  Still  his  voice  is  calling,    calling,  Sweet  the  tones  and  low;      Bid  him  enter 

4.  Sometime  you'll  be  waiting,  waiting,  Just  outside  the   gate;    Sometime  you' 11  be 


knocking, knocking,  Has  he  knocked  before  ?  Rise  and  bid  him  enter  in!  Peace  and 
dy  -  ing,  dying,  Hung  I  on  the  tree.  Come  and  see  my  hands, my  side;  Look  on 
quickly,  quickly,  Ere  he  turns  to  go!  Must  his  pleading  be  in  vain?  Must  he, 
pleading,  pleading,  Then  'twill  be  too  late!  Now  accept  your  heav'nly  guest !  He'll  for- 
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hope  he'll  bring;  'Tis  thy  Saviour  knocking,  knocking,  'Tis  thy  Lord  and  King, 
me      and      live;     Tho' your  sins  be  many,     many,     Pardon    I    can     give." 
then,  de  -   part       All  because  his  pleading,  pleading,  Reaches  not  your  heart? 
give  your      sin!    While  he  still  is  waiting,  waiting,  Rise  and  let  him     in! 
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Let     him     in!      Let    him     in!     lie     waits    out 
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Let     him    in       ere     he       de  -  parts    To     re  -  turn 
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No.  34. 

C.  H.  G. 


KEEP  YOUR  HEART  SINGING. 

Chas.  H.  Gaekiel. 
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1.  We  may  light-en  toil  and  care,  Or    a    heav  -  y    bur-den  share,  With  a 

2.  If   his  love    is    in    the  soul,  And  we  yield  to    hia    con- trol,  Sweetest 

3.  How  a   word   of  love  will  cheer,Kiudle  hope,and  ban- ish  fear,  Soothe  a 
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word,  a  kind-ly  deed,  or  sun  -  ny  smile;   We  may  gird  -  le  day  and  night, 
mu-  sic  will  the  lone-ly  hours  be  -  guile;   We  may  drive  the  clouds  a  way, 
pain,  or  take  a- way  the  sting  of    guile;    Oh,  how  much  we  all  may  do, 


With  a    ha  -  lo    of    de-light,  If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 

Cheer  and  bless  the  darkest  day,  If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 

In  the  world  we  travel  thro',  If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 
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-If  we  keep  our  hearts  singing  all  the  while. 
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Keep  your  heart  singing  all  the  while, Make  the  world  brighter  with  a 

sing  -  ing,  sing-ing  all  the  while;  bright -er, 
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smile, 

brighter  with   a  smile, 


Keep  the  song  ringing!  lone-ly  hours  we  may  be-guile, 
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No.  35. 


HE'LL  NEVER  FORSAKE. 


Frank  EL  Mashaw. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  "I    will  fail  thee  never;"  blessed  words  of  cheer,  Like  a  blaze  of  glo-ry, 

2.  "I    will  fail  thee  never;"  tho'  the  night  be  long;  Soon  the  morning  eonieth 

3.  "I    will  fail  thee  never;"  brightest  flow'rs  will  fade,  But  my  trust  in  Je*.us 

4.  "I    will  fail  thee  never;"  fails  the  earth  and  sky,   But  his  bow  of  promise 
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shining   far  and  near;  Tho'  the  storm  and  tempest  all    around  may  shake, 
witli  its  light  and  song;  Precious  words  of  comfort    to    my  heart  I      take; 
ne'er  shall  be  betrayed;  Midnight  all  around    me,  soon  his  light  will  break, 
shineth    still  on    high;     Earthly  sunbeams  vanish,  and  my  heart  may  quake, 
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Je  -  sus,   my    Saviour,  has    promised       that  he  will    never     for  -    sake. 
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No,  he'll  never  for-  sake, No,  he'll  never  for- sake; Dangers  a- 

Never  forsake,  Never  forsake  : 


rr-jV-A    ft    N    k    fSr-J 1- 


-H — i — \ — \ — \ — V — 1> — i-n    JO  ' — ri — rVHV-fV- i\— V- Ai — I 1 — ■-■ 

-I — — P — P — p — P— -\ — aH-flp-«l— f|— a — i — i — I — i-— I  FalO*  .li 

gzjff*  ~  »—»—0—0'  - 1  dt#^~  •  r*~*~J*z:*r»-»~Lj_^ J^ 3 J 

esus  will  never  for-  sake.  :||  Jesus  will  never  forsake. 
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No.  36. 


TREASURES  IN  HEAVEN. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Matt.  6  :   19,  20. 
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1.  Have  we  laid  up  our  treasures  in  heaven  ?  The  land  where  no  moth  shall  consume, 

2.  Have  we  laid  up  our  treasures  by  caring  For  those  who  are  lonely  and  sad  ? 

3.  Have  we  laid  up  our  treasures  by  trusting  The  Father,  whose  help  is  so  nigh? 

4.  Have  we  laid  up  our  treasures  in  heaven,  Eich  treasures  of  faith,  hope  and  love? 
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No  beau-ti-ful  links  shall  be  riven,  No  frost  blight  the  lily'sfair  bloom. 
Each  gift  and  each  happiness  sharing,  To  make  others  grateful  and  glad. 
Our  lives  to  his  counsel  adjusting,    And  serving  the  Master  on  high? 
If  so,  what  bright  stars  shall  be  given,  What  blessings  await  us    a  -  hove  ! 
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Won     -     derful  treasures,    heav     -     en- ly  pleasures,  Nev  -  er     to 

Wonderful,  wonderful  treas-  ures,    heavenly,  heaven-  ly  pleas  -  ures,  Never  to,  never  to 
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per  -  ish,  nor  fade  a     -     way; Won       -       derful  treasures, 

per  -    ish,     nor      nev-er    to  fade,   to  fade     a-way ;     Wonderful,  wonder  -  fill    treasures, 
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heav     -     euly  pleasures,    Are we  lay  -    ing  up  treasures  to-day? 

heavenly,  heavenly  pleasures,  Are  we  now  laying  up  treasures  in  heaven, our  treasures  to-day? 
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C.  A.  M. 


BOUGHT  WITH  A  PRICE. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  'Twas  the  life 

2.  O       the  cross, 

3.  Such    a     ran  - 

4.  Can     a      sin  - 


of  Christ,  ray  Lord, 
up  -  lift  -  ed     high, 
som  ne'er  was  known, 
ner  know  the     cost? 


Paid  my    ran  -  som.  set    me    free; 
So   that    all    the  world  might  see, 
Such     a    love,     to     die    for     me! 
Was     it  worth     a    soul   like  mine 


He  redeemed  me  by  his  blood  Shed  on  the  cross  of  Cal-  va  -  ry. 
Bears  the  Lamb  of  Cod,  to  die  There  on  the  cross  of  Cal-  va  -  ry. 
Wondrous  love,  to  leave  a  throne,  Choosing  a  cross  on  Cal- va  -  ry. 
That     a    King,    to   save   the    lost,    Pays  the  great  price  with  life  divine? 
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Bought  with    a     price,  not      of       sil  -  ver      or      gold;    Bought  with     a 
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a        val  -  ue      yet     un  -  told;  'Twas  the  blood  of     Je  -   sus, 
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shed  on    Cal  -  va  -  ry,    Purchased  my     re-  demption   and     set     me     free. 
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WHEN  GOD  HELD  OUT  HIS  HAND. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


H.  P.  Danks. 
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1.  A  prod-  i-  gal,  lone,  sick,  and  poor,  So  weak  that  I  could  hardly  stand, 

2.  My  life     was  like  a  ves-sel  toss'd    Up  -  on   some  lonely    o-cean  strand, 

3.  I  read   that  on  Mount  Calvary,    For    me  the  blessed  Saviour  planned; 

4.  If  I      but  to  the  end  en-dure,  Some  day  before  the  throne  I' 11  stand, 
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I  heard    a  knocking  at  the  door,  And  God  held  out  to  me  his  hand. 

My  strength  was  gone, and  hope  was  lost,  When  God  held  out  to  me  his  hand. 

'Twas  thro'  that  death  upon  the  tree,  That  God  held  out  to  me  his  hand. 

For    I  received  the  promise  sure,  When  God  held  out  to  me  his  hand. 

his  hand. 
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Chorus. 
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Yes,    God's    own    hand,  his  bless-  ed 
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hand, 

his    bless  -  ed    hand, 
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out      to  help      a   sin-ner       stand; I 

help      a     sin  -  ner  stand  ;       I 
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start        -        ed 

start  -  ed    for    that 
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for  that  bet- ter      land, When  God   held  out  to    me    his  hand. 

land,  that  bet  -  ter        land, 
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No.  39.        OUR  MISSION  CRY  IS, 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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ONWARD!" 

Carl  F.  Price. 
-I 1- 


1.  Onr   mis-sion  cry  is,     on- ward!  No  time  to  fold  our  hands, The  work  for 

2.  A-mong  thepoorand  low  -  ly   The  roy-al  standard  bear,  Some  precious 

3.  The    reap  er's  cry  is,     on- ward,  Be-hold  the  gold-en  sheaves,  And  shall  our 
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souls  is  earn  -  est,  And  all  our  zeal  de-mands.  The  gos-  pel  cry  is, 
bud  of  prom  -  ise  May  bloom  for  Je  -  sus  there.  Go  out  a  mong  the 
gift    to      Je   -  sus  Be      on  -  ly  with-er'd  leaves?  The  church  of  God  cries 
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on-  ward,  The  summer  days  are  bright,  The  har-vest  fruits  are  wav  -  ing 
hedg- es,  And  dark    a- bodes  of      sin,      Proclaim  the  Saviour's  nies- sage, 
on- ward,  Then  let    us    all     re  -   ply,  "With  his    di- vine   as-sist-ance 
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Be  neath  the    ro  -    sy   light. 
And  bring  the  wand'rers  in. 
We'll   la-bor  till    we      die. 


R — M     1 


Our  mis-sion  cry  is,  on-  ward,  TheMas-ter 


1 1 1" 


^=53^ 
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calls  a  -  way,     Our  va-cant  place  is  wait-ing,    It  must  be  filled  to  -  day. 
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No.  40. 


ENLIST  TO-DAY. 


Mrs.  C.  fl.  M. 


1/      " 

1.  There's 

2.  Hear 

3.  In 


££4= 


^F=4 


P 


a  call  for  val  -  iant  sol-diers  in  the 
the  call  "  to  arms"  resounding  o  -  ver 
this  cen  -  tu-ry's  glad  dawning  help  to 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
-fr-K :~ 


I 


ar  - 
val 
ush 


S? 


my  of  the  Lord, 
■  ley,  hill  and  plain, 
-  er  in     the  day, 


J£ 


-\  -#—*-—• — »— -— 0— ■-•— : — I — I » — # — I 


That 
While 
When 


the  world  from  sin's  do-min  -  ion  may     be 
a-bove    the  din       of  bat  -  tie,  clear  and 
all    peo  -  pie  shall  have  heard  the  gos  -  pel 


free; 

strong 

call; 


Who     will 

Rings   the 

When     our 


sol-dier  true  and  brave;  Quickly  answer  to  his 
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ENLIST  TO-DAY —Concluded. 


call,    for    the  Lord  hath  need  of  all,    Help  this  dying   world     to  save. 


No.  41. 

E.  E.  Hewitt. 


JUST  WHEN  I  NEED  HIM. 

— P — N— I « — «-—«—©• 


H.  L.  GlLMOUR. 


f4J — J- — £=£1 — H — 3=3- 


1.  Just  when  I  need  him,  Je-sus  is  near,  "Mighty  to  save  me,"  ready  to  cheer; 

2.  Just  when  I  need  him;  light  for  the  way,  Heav'nly  manna,  guidance  to-day; 

3.  Just  when  I  need  him, prompting  the  tho't,  Blessingthe  service  trustfully  wrought; 

4.  Just  when  I  need  him,  crossing  the  tide,  He  will  be  with  me,  close  at  my  side; 

JL     JL      p. 


=3-1 1/ — ^-p^F3 — c| — tr-tr- F—  C-F— ^— H — FH^f-f-p- 

v   v 


Giv-ing  sweet  comfort  when  I  am  sad,  Mak-ing  me  thankful  when  I  am  glad. 
Fresh  springs  arising  from  the  dry  ground ,  Grace  that  will  freely .  richly  abound. 
Patience  intri-al,      vie- fry  in  strife,  Ev  -  er    beside  me — wonderful  life. 
Safe   in   his  keeping,  joy  shall  be  mine,  Seeing  before  me   glo-ry  divine. 


toe 


-» — m  . 


Chorus. 


7   $ 


FF 


^=^ 


tr-tr 
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bte=&zEEI 


fcfcb- 


Just  when  I  need  him,  praise  to  his  name!  Here  ev'ry  moment,  always  the  same; 


±t||^||^[i 


*=*c=t 


S'-B^-  (- 


?    I 


«-«-a)-l  g 


Just  when  I  needhim,  all  my  lifelong,  Jesus  my  Saviour,  my  strength  and  my  song. 


CoDTrieht,  MCMIII,  by  II.  L.  Gilmour,  Wcuonah.  N.  J. 


No.  42. 


SWEET  PEACE  IS  MY  PORTION. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  Kiskpateick. 


phil 


—IV 

3E 


i-L.2r 


1.  Sweet  peace  is    my  por-tion,  my  gift   from  a-bove,  Sweet  peace  iu   my 

2.  I'm    trust-ing  his  keep-ing,    on  life's  checker'd  road,    I  praise  him  for 

3.  All  praise, bless-ed  Sav-iour,  all  praise  to  thy  grace,  My  Light  in    the 


Ibtfetz- 


fe£ 


trfc: 


i — trf-n — * 


:p=p: 


*=± 


ht: 


fe 


^=r 


S4 


Sav-iour,  re-ceiv-  ing  his  love;  He  died  to  redeem  me,  he  liv  -  eth  on 
blessing  so  free  -  ly  bestow'd;  In  faith,  pure  and  childlike,  still  may  I  a- 
darkness,  my  Strength  in  the  race;  "With  joyful  thanksgiving  thy  prom-ise  I 

?N  -P-        m  N         .!>  «  ~       m  m  m  m m_ 

P K1 


-»— l-i — m — * — »-- — | —  -i 0 — 0 — I — i- 
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==£=!= 


high,  And  gra-cious-ly  saves  me,  as  mo-ments  pass  by. 
bide,  And  find,  as  I  journey,  sweet  peace  at  his  side, 
see,  "All  things  work  to-geth-er     for    good"  un- to    me. 


Teace,     peace, 

Peace,sweet  peace, 


S^ 


-• +— -  rF f — * — rr — ,     * — « , 


$*= 


-&- 
look-ing       a  -  bove,  Peace,         peace,  trust-ing     his  love,  Peace,    peace, 

Bless  -  ed  peace,  Peace,s\veet  peace. 

t> — i — ]? — p-h — v-»-v=w—  E — ^— j — hT~f~P~^ 


* — -i — g — * — j 


UH  fiUjU 
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noth-ing  can  harm,  Leaning  on  his  bo-  som,  And  resting  on   his  arm. 

fN 


U- 


p=g=f=f 
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THE  BEAUTIFUL  CITY  OF  GOD. 


Mary  A.  McKee. 


Adam  Geibel. 


4=k^=Z=l= 


With  mansions  of  fairness,  And  beau-  ty,  and  rareness,  And  streets  with  a 
Its  riv  -  ers  of  gladness  Will  ban-  ish  all  sadness,  And  sor- row  shall 
But  light  will  be  giv-  en,  All  storm-clouds  be  riv-en,  From  o  -  ver  that 
No    sor -row  or  sigh-ing,   Nor   an -gu  ish  or    dy- ing,  Can  shad-  ow  the 


-« 


»  r  If 


-0    0    ,0    0 


fcnjj   w  •  fc 


-#— ft. 


t=t=t=3 


fefc 


pavement  of     gold;  Where  no  one  grows  weary, — No  prospect  is  dreary, — 

van-  ish    a  -   way;  The  moon  shall  not  lighten,  The  sun  shall  not  brighten, 

cit  -  y    of      God;  We'll  view  then  in  wonder, Thro' all  that  may  sunder, 

bliss  of  that  home;  And  pilgrims  who  rest  there,  Forever  are  blest  there, 


•i=2=t 
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Choktjs. 
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And  no  one  can  ev-  er  grow  old. 
That  cit  -  y  by  night  or  by  day. 
The  path  that  in  sor-row  we  trod. 
Nor  yearn  in  their  rapture  to   roam. 


O    there  is    a      cit- 


fc'z — «-—#—«—  -d — 0r- — d-  -*——* — 4 
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beau-  ti-  ful  cit-  y,  Whose  builder  and  maker    is 
i 

-4- 


ratfe± 
i    v  r  ^  i 
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i— r 


God;  A 

iS-Pri •- 


5  « 

far    away 
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cit- y,      A   won-der-ful   cit-y,    The  beau- ti- ful  cit-y      of     God. 


——0—0 
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Convrirtted  in  "  The  Helper."    Ceed  by  Dei. 


No.  44. 


THEY  WILL  MEET  ME  OVER  THERE. 


A.  J.  C. 


nq^r 


— K- 


-0s- 


Aethur  Wilton. 

—J 1 


1/ 


— j- Pr- 


1.  They  will  meet  me      o  -   ver  there     In    that  shin  -  ing     land;    At      the 

2.  Oft        I   look  with   ea  -  ger   eyes  Thro'  the  mist      of    years,  And  those 

3.  Then,  while  here  on  earth  1     stay,   May     1     faith  -  ful    prove,  For   they 


(mji — 7-j — »-- — 0-V0 » — #— — • — s »— — 0- 


±n=± 


portal  bright  and  fair  Shall  my  loved  ones  stand.  They  will  gladly  welcome  me 
heav'nly  mansions  rise  To  my  vis  -  ion  near;  And  in  fan  -  cy  1  can  see, 
watch  me  day  by  day  With  glad  eyes  of  love;  And  they  wait  and  long  for  me, 

0-~ 0 rW 1 1 0    \   V0 fT— 0 1- \_H . 

0-^—0 \-P 0 „ 0---S       \-0 O 0— — 0 # 1 
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i— Q r— I — I -I \ — V-, — i- Pi — i N — I v . — | : . 
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As      I    cross  the  foam,  As     I  cross  the  stormy  sea,   To    my  heav'nly  home' 
In    that  shining  place,  Smiling  once  again     at   me,  Each  be-  lov  -  eel    face! 
Till  the  hour  shall  come  When  I  cross  the  stormy  sea,  To  my  heav'nly  home 


Ml       I  — I v— Mr f±=^ziz=±^zAf     I       I 


They  will    meet    me     o  -    ver  there,  Yes,  they'll  meet  me  there,  When  the 

»- P, ^ !>■•  ft 


i—Y7—M—-_ 
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years  of  earth  are  past  With  their  toil  and  care;  They  will  gladly  welcome  me, 
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Copyrieht,  MCMIII,  bj  Hall-M&ck  Co. 


THEY  WILL  MEET  ME  OVER  THERE.-Concluded 

-£->«  1     1—4-  — -*- 
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As  I  cross  the  foam;  They  will  meet  me  over  there,  They  will  meet  me  there. 


No.  45. 

Susie  M.  Best. 
Duet. 


THE  MASTER. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


1.  They  crowned  the  Master's  head  with  thorns;  A  cross  they  bade  him  bare; 

2.  They  scourged  the  Master    as        he  trod    Up   Cal  -  va-ry's    as  -  cent; 

3.  They  pierced  the  Master     in      the  side;  Their  lips   reviled    his  name; 

4.  They  nailed  the    Master      to      the  tree,  The  curs  -  ed,  cru  -  el     tree; 


They  laughed  at  him  and     taunted  him,  And  mocked  his  mute  despair. 
They  smote  him  with  their  e  -  vil  hands;  His  pur  -  pie  robe  they  rent. 
And     yet,     for   thee  and   me      he   bore  The   suf  -  fer  -  ing  and  shame. 
They  spiked  his  hands  and  left  him  there  To    die      for    you  and   me. 


On  Cal-  va  -  ry      he  died  for  me;         He  bore  my  sins        on  Cal-  va-  ry; 

for  me ;  my  sins, 

-*-      h 


1 — r*~  th » 1 


He  suffered  there,  mv  shame  to  bear; 


y  La- 

He   died  on    Cal 


ry. 
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No.  46.  THERE'S  TIME  ENOUGH  YET. 

Airs.  C.  H.  M.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 

Solo  for  Soprano  or  Tenor. 


^H^l 


P ■—- "— "— * i     • 

1.  "There'stimeenoughyet!  there's  time  enough  yet!  "  (Is  the  song  of  youth  to- 

2.  'There's  time  enough  yet!  there'stimeenoughyet!  "  And  the  cares  of  life  press 

3.  '  There's  tiineenough  yet!  there'stimeenoughyet!"  And  the  years  glide  swiftly 

n 


-»-  s#-i  -jg-\  -m-\ 

day),     For  I  want  my  life,""vhicb  ascarce  begun,    To  be  glad  and  free  and 

hard,  While  the  brow  isfurrow'd   .'  th  auxiouslines,  And  the  hands  with  toil  are 

by,    W Idle  the  sun  sinks  law  i-  the  crimson  west,  And  the  night  is  drawing 


~rr  N-i-jari 


-»-P    -»-  1  -#-#-      1        -h-4—       1  -*-    -*-  1  -P— P- 

»*     I  i  P  P  iii 
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I* 
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gay;      Let  me  taste  awhile  of  the  joys  of  earth,  Of  its  pleasures  first    par- 
scarred  ;  "  I  must  till  my  place  in  this  busy  world,   I  must  meet  life's  stern  de- 
nigh  ;     ''lam  weary  now  and  must  rest  awhile,  There'll  be  time  enough  to 


=1= 

3t 


_q 


nhr 


m 
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take,  When  I've  older  grown  I  will  seek  the  Lord  And  the  paths  of  sin  forsake." 
mands,  When  my  work  isdone,I  will  then  find  time  To  obey  my  Lord's  commands, 
pray;"  But  the  rest  he  takes  is  the  sleep  of  death,  And  his  soul  is  lust  for  aye. 


Then  turn  to  the  Lord  while  'tis  call'd  to-day,  Lest  this  be  thy  vain  re  -  gret, 

.p.  jl  fc  r  *    ■*■   *~# 
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THERE'S  TIME  ENOUGH  YET.-Concluded. 


i      0 

That  my  soul  is  lost!  and  my  life  is  wreck'd  On  the  rock  of  "  time  enough  yet." 

■ 


-v-  y- — v— v 


There's  time  enough  yet!  there's  time 

enough  yet! 
'Tis  the  tempter's  subtle  snare  ; 
'Tis  the  rock  on  which   many  lives  are 
Going  down  in  dark  despair,   [wreck'd, 


:p=*: 


There  is  time  for  pleasure  and  time  for 
work, 

And  for  wealth  to  seek  and  hoard, 
But  alas  !  alas  !  for  the  deathless  soul 

With  no  time  to  seek  the  Lord. 


No.  47. 


SUCH  A  FRIEND  IS  JESUS. 


James  Rowe. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


*-= — 0 — f-T— • — * L^L_? !_»_= — g—^^g — » g^ 


1.  'Tis  sweet  to  have    a   faithful  friend  On  whom  we  ev  -  er  may  de-  pend, 

2.  'Tis  sweet  to  have    a  friend  who  cheers  Our  spirits  thro'  the  try-  ing  years, 

3.  'Tis  sweet  to  have    a  friend  whose  love  Doth  ev'ry  fear  of  death  re-  move, 

4.  O   heart  of  grief,  O  child  of    sin,      O  burden'd  one,  if  you  would  win 

0 — 0--—0 — I F — r-^>— '- — I H 0 — 0- — 0 — I 0 — ri5>  — i 

1 — ; — i— —I 1 I         — I H — . — I 1 — . — I 1 hi 1 
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Whose  love  will  last  un-  til  the  end,  And  such 
Who  ban-  ish-  es  our  doubts  and  fears,  And  such 
And  fit  us  for  the  home  a  -  bove,  And  such 
The   best  of  friends,  let  Je  -  sus    in,      For  such 

E 


a  friend  is 

a  friend  is 

a  friend  is 

a  friend  is 

~*      A-  i 


Je 
Je 
Je 
Je 


sus. 
sus. 
sus. 
sus. 


Je  -  sus. 


Copyright,  MCMIII,  by  W 


No.  48.  NAILED  TO  THE  CROSS. 

Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck.  Grant  Colfax  Ttti/lar. 

Duet.     Ad  lib. 
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1.  There  was  One  who    was     willing 

2.  He     is     ten  -  der    and   lov-  ing 

3.  I       will  cling     to      my    Saviour      and      nev  -  er      depart 


to       die      in    my  stead  That     a 
and      pa  -  tient  with  me,  While  he 


I      will 


r.  "j»  j  i  ^  i  Mi  i.  i 


soul,    so     unworth  -  y,  might  live,  And  the  path  to     the  cross     he    was 

cleans-es     my  heart    of     its  dross,  But  "there's  no  condeiu  -  na  -  tion" — I 

joy  -  ful  -  ly  jour  -  ney  each  day,  With     a    song  on    my  lips     and     a 

J_2.      ft  J           IN       ft        1          J*,     ii      J  IN       ft     J        -^  ^ 
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Refrain. 
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m 


will-  ing  to  tread,  All  the  sins  of  my  life  to  for-  give. 

know  I  am  free,  For  my  sins  are  all  nailed  to  the  cross.    !■  They  are  nailed  to  the  cross, 

song  in  my  heart,  That  my  sins  have  been  taken  away.  J 
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they  are  nailed  to  the  cross,  O    how  much  he  was  willing  to  bearl  With  what 


-» V #— — » 
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anguish  and  loss,  Jesus  went  to  the  cross  I  And  he  carried  my  sins  with  him  there. 
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Oopjrigbt,  1898,  bj  Tull»r-Meredlth  Co.    Dsed  bj  pe? 


No.  49. 


A.  F.  M. 


LET  THE  BLESSED  SUNLIGHT  IN. 


"  God  is  Light,  and  in  him  is  no  darkness  at  all 


-1  John  1 :  5. 

A.  F. 


M  TEES. 


Not  too  fast. 


a_^ — g — # — | — c_ 
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i 

1.  Would  you  al-ways  cheer-ful   be, 

2.  Would  you  brighteu  drear-y    days, 

3.  Would  you  ease    a   burdened  heart, 

4.  Would  you  speed  the  truth  a-broad, 

4.      #.     ^     JL     ^2. 

"'  ~y~^P=t==F~!r~  "" 


Let  the  bless-ed  sun-light  in 

Let  the  bless-ed  sun-light  in 

Let  the  bless-ed  sun-light  in 

Let  the  bless-ed  sun-light  in 

-*-■   f-  -ft 


Would  you  bid  the  dark-ness  flee,  Let  the  blessed  sun-light 
Would  you  fill  your  heart  with  praise.  Let  the  blessed  sun-light 
Would  you  joy  and  strength  im-part,  Let  the  blessed  sun-light 
Would  you  bring  the  world  to    God,    Let  the  blessed  sun-light 

H»-      A.         A      A.      .(2.  .g. 


Let     the  bless-ed    sun- light,  sun- light    in, 
Let        the     bless  -  ed      sun   -  light       in, 

-f*-  "    ■#•      -r«-  '    ■#■      #■       -r*-  J        _J_ 


Let    the  bless  -  ed 


fe^ 


sun-  light    in ! 

sun-light  in  ! 
-#--#-  J-     J      J 


Would  you  nev  -  er  wea  -  ry,  When  the  days  are 
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Repeat  Chorus  softly. 
-^—^—  -ft 1 d-T^^— ■ T, 


Let     the  bless  -  ed      sun 


light       in! 

sun  -  light      in ! 
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No.  50. 


HE  CAME  TO  SAVE  SINNERS. 


J.  R.  B. 


Jno.  R.  Bkyant. 
Semi-Chorus. 
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1.  When  Jesus  left  heaven  and  came  to  the  earth,  He  came  to  save  sinners,  I'm 

2.  He  walk'd  among  men  of  the  low-est  es-tate,  He  came  to  save  sinners,  I'm 

3.  He  comes  to  us  all   in   the   Spir-it  to-day,  He  comes  to  save  sinners,  I'm 


lV 


I    J.    + 


— eg— i— ±— j.— * 


Semi-Chorus. 
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ft 

told ;  He  came  thro'  the  manger, the  low-  li  -  est  birth,  He  came  to  save 
told ;  His  pow  -  er  of  heal-ing  and  saving  was  great,  He  came  to  save 
told;    He'll  save  us  and  keep  us,just  give  him  his  way,  He  comes  to  save 

rl    r=f~Fs — t — w— 3 — h-ir.      g-g— 
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Fine. 


-D.& — He  came  to  save 
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sinners,  I'm 
sinners,  I'm 
sinners,  I'm 


told. 
told, 
told. 


XT 
No  room  in 
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the  inn  for  the  King  from  on  high,  The 
The  lame  when  bro't  to  him,  he  heal'd  with  delight,  The 
All,  all  once  was  lost  thro' the  fall-ing  of  man,  But 


£ 
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sinners,  I'm    told. 
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ruler  of  earth  and  the  sky,  Make  room  in  your  heart, he  the  whole  world  is  worth ; 

blind  gave  he  ready  their  sight,  Before  him  fled  demons,  and  death  had  no  weight; 

Jesus  brought  salvation's  plan,  His  blood  now  redeems  us,  then  trust  him  and  pray; 


C" 
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HE  KNOWS  HOW. 


Mrs.  E.  E.  Williams. 


=fi 


H.  L.  GlLMOUR. 
H \-r-l PS — I 
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1.  You  ask  me  how  the  bless-ed  Lord,  Could  save  a  sin-ner,   vile  like  me; 

2.  You  ask  me  how  the  Spirit's  pow'r  Can  sane-  ti  -  fy    a    trusting  soul? 

3.  You  ask  me  how,  thro'  devious  ways,  His  hand  can  guide  my  steps  aright; 

4.  You  ask  me  how,  when  earthly  life,  With  all  its  cares  and  toils   is  past; 

5.  All  questions  have  been  set  at  rest;  All  doubts  have  vanished  long  a  -  go; 


.-r t>—* — r* * • — i * P — r* • — W » — r» ' ' 1 
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Could  snap  my  fet-ters  with  his  word,  And  set  the  struggling  captive  free? 
Or  how  the  precious,  healing  blood,  Can  cleanse  from  siu  and  make  me  whole  ? 

His  love  can  com-fort  all  my  days.  His  smile  can  make  my  darkness  light  ? 
He'll  conquer  for  me  in  death's  strife,  And  land  me  safe  in  heaven  at  last? 

He  knows  just  what  for  me   is  best,  And,  by  and  by,    I   too,  shall  know! 

•n 
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I      do  not  know,  I     can-not  tell,     I       on  -  ly  know  he  saves  me  now! 


Let  hal  -  le-lu-j all's  loud-ly  swell,  The  work  is  his,   and   7(e  knows  how! 
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NO  SHADOW  IN  THE  VALLEY. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  Kirk  Patrick. 
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1.  There's  no  shadow  in   the  val-ley,  'tis  no    longer  loneand  chill,  "When  our 

2.  There'sno  shadow  in  thevalley  when  the  glo-ry-light  shines  thro',  When  the 

3.  There'sno  shadow  in   the  valley,sincetheSaviour  passed  that  way;  Still  the 

*— — -. — 0 — »— rP — P— P~ — • — • — * ^ — r-£ ^—P — P — *  - 
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hless-ed  Je-sus  comes  to  meet  us  there;  If  his  rod  and  staff  he  with  us,  then  our 

bright  and  pearly  gatesshall  open  wide,  And  the  golden  harps  of  heav-en  will  ring 

Light  of  Life  is  shining  for  his  own;  He  will  chase  away  the  darkness,he  will 

r\ 
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souls  shall  fear  no  ill,  And  a-round  us  shall  encamp  his  an-gels  fair, 
out  a  wel-come  true,  When  we  en- ter  in  the  cit-y  to  a- bide, 
turn  the  night  to   day,    Till   we  stand  before  the  rain-bow-circled  throne. 


&p£ 


££ 


tr-tr 


Chorus 


There's  no  shadow  in  the  valley,  Leaning  on  our  Saviou  r  there; 

There's  no  shadow  in  the  valley,         Leaning  on  our  Saviour  there  ; 


m& 


& 
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m 


There's  no  shadow  in  the  val-ley,  Passing  to   the  mansions  fair. 

There's  no  shadow  in  the  valley,  Passing  to  the  mansions  fair. 


m 


:t=t-feo 


Copyright,  MCMIII,  by  Wm.  J.  Klrkpatrick. 


No.  53. 


PEACE  IN  CHRIST. 


Chaeles  A.  Holmes. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


- ^-0 0 J- — H— 0~— *— L 
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Peace  that  pass-eth  un-der-stand  -  ing  Floods  my  soul  since  Christ  I  found, 
Nev  -  er  need  we  wait   or     fal  -  ter.    He      is    read-  y    all   the   time; 
Saved    a  -  like  from  sin  and  sor-row,  Rest-  ful  calm  which  knows  no  doubt, 
Heav'n  on  earth  finds  its  be-  gin  -  ning,  Paths  grow  brighter  ev-'ry  day: 

■&g_      •  •    *—0^ 
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Yielding  self    to  his  com-mand  -  ing  Tread  my  feed  on  sol  -  id  ground. 

Step-ping  first  up- on    the      al  -  tar  Heav'nly  heights  we  soon  shall  climb. 
Comes  at  once, nor  waits  the  mor  -   row,   Fear  by  per-fect  love  cast  out. 
"While  the  soul  new  heights  is  win  -  ning,  Walking  where  he  leads  the  way. 


;-r 0 0 0-^—0 0-^—0 rrS> & — 1 — 0 0 
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Him  '  from  day      to      day.  There     i3 

foll'w    -   ing    him      from    day  to        day,   from  day       to     day. 


M— * 
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peace,         such  heav'nly  peace 

There    is  peace,  heav'nly  peace 


Walking  where  he  leads  the  way. 
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NOT  MADE  WITH  HANDS. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Mokris. 
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b  r       r  r 

1.  Tho'we'veno    a-bid-ing    cit-  y  here, 'Mid  these  changing  scenes  of  time, 

2.  Soon  our  earthly  house  shall  be  dissolv'd, Timely  things  must  pass  a  -  way, 

3.  There  are  gates  of  pearl  and  jasper  walls,  There  are  streets  of  purest   gold, 

4.  We  shall  meet  at  last,0  precious  thought!  With  our  battles  fought  and  won, 


'g-b-4-^-yi-Fp-r;  i     g-T|     | 


God  has  build-ed  us  a  man-sion  fair,  O- ver  in  that  sun- lit  clime. 
Butthatwondroushousenotmadewith hands  Never,  never  shall  de  -  cay. 
And  no  shade  of  dark-ness  ev  -  er  falls  In  that  cit-  y,  we  are  told. 
In  that  home  of  peace  and  light  and  love,  When  our  Lord  hassaid  "well  done." 
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Chorus. 


Not  made  with  hands, Not  made  with  hands, 

Not   made  with  hands,                                           Not  made  with  hands, 
-* # « — I 1 a • * • — r— J-T— H— J • * ■ 
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I've   an    house not  made  with 


hands, 
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In  those  bright,    ce  ■ 

In     those    bright,   those 
J 
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les  -  tial     lands I've    an 

bright      ce     -     Its  -    tial   lands, 


bouse not  made  with 
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NEARING  THE  HOMELAND  SHORE. 


James  Rowe. 
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cean  of  lite 
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C.  Austin  Miles. 
v w 


1.  The     o-cean  of  life    I     am  cross-ing,  And  round  me  the  billows  roar  ; 

2.  My    voy-age  has  oft- en  been  drear- y,  And  oft-en  my  heart  was  sore, 

3.  The  Saviour — my  pilot — has  taught  me  To  trust  in  him  more  and  more, 


r.— — n — e — t-0 — 0 — 0 P — P    0    i  0  '■    0 — »— rs — P — s — • w~r*—*-* 

-aK-f— d—mu^rm-J=d — iRJv; 


±K 
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My  boat  on  the  rough  waves  is  tossing,  But  I'm  nearing  the  homeland  shore. 

I've  oft-en  been  troubled  and  weary,  But  I'm  nearing  the  homeland  shore. 

For  safe  thro'  all  storm  he  has  brought  me,  And  I'm  nearing  the  homeland  home. 

,___ls!_]S-,_ 
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Chorus. 
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I'm  near      -      ing,         near     -      ing,  Nearing  the  homeland  shore;  Tho' 

I'm    near- ing  the  shore,  yes,  near-ing  the  shore, 
-0-^0-0-0-0— 0- 
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waves  rise  and  roll,  there  is  joy  in  my  soul,  I'm  nearing  the  homeland  shore. 
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JESUS  IS  PRECIOUS  TO  ME. 


Wm,  Appel. 
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J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  The  world  has  its     he  -  roes  and  men   of      renown,     Before  whom  it 

2.  The  world  has  its   treasures  and  rich-  es      un-  told,  And  craves  for  the 

3.  He  loved  me   and  gave  himself     for   me     to      die,    He    suffered   that 

£   -f-   ^ 


bendeth  its  knee;  It  meets  them  and  greets  them  with  cheer  and  with  crown,  But 
things  that  you    see;        It  seeks  sat-  is  -  faction    in     sil-  ver  and  gold,  But 
I       might  go      free;    He's  gone  to   prepare  me     a   mansion  on  high;  Yes, 


1 

Chorus.             ^      . 
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Je  -  sus      is      precious      to 

me. 
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Je  -  sus     is     precious   to 
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me, Je- sus  is   precious  to      me; I     love  and   a- 

precious  to       me,                                                           is  precious  to   me; 

A.  '        M.      _  JL      -        _      -£l  ^l~£lM-.A-      -».      -It.              M. 
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dore  him  And  worship  before  him,  For   Jesus     is   precious   to 
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I  BELONG  TO  THE  KING. 


Ida  L.  Reed. 

Solo  or  Duet. 


MAURICE    A.  C^IFTOW. 
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1.  I    be-long  to   the  King,  I'm  a  child  of 

2.  I   be-long  to   the  King,  and  he  loves  me 

3.  I   be-long  to   the  King,  and  his  promise 

K — J — J-r-*-J-J— 
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his  love,  I  shall  dwell  in  his 
I  know,  For  his  mer-  cy  and 
is   sure, That  we  all  shall  be 
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pal-ace  so  fair  ;  For  he  tells  of  its  bliss  in  yon  heaven  a- bove,And  his 
kindness,so  free,  Are  un-ceasing- ly  mine,  wheresoev  -  er  I  go,  And  my 
fathered  at    last      In  his  kingdom  a- bove,  by  life's  waters  so  pure,  When  this 
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children    its   spendors  shall  share. 

ref  -  uge    un  -  fail  -  ing     is      he. 

life  with   its     tri  -  als      is    past. 
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I     be-long   to     the  King,   I'm     a 
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child  of  his  love,  And  he  nev-er  for-sak-eth  his  own  ;lle  will  call  me  some 
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day    to  his  pal-  ace 


a  -  bove, 
■)S2- 


I  shall  dwell  by   his    glo  -  ri- fied  throne. 
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DEAR  SPIRIT,  LEAD  THOU  ME. 


John  Bell. 

Duet. — Alto  and  Teuor. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


Dear  Spir-it,  lead  me    to  the  Saviour's  side,  Where  my  poor  soul  I  may  in 
For  thy  sure  guidance  I've  not  always  sought,  Pride  spurred  me  on  to  think  as 
But  now  I  place  my  trembling  hand  in  thine,  And  take  thy  counsel, Lord, in- 
Sweet  Spirit,  lead  me  kindly  on    I  pray,      Out   of  the  maze  of    error's 
I  know  thou  wilt,  unworthy  tho' I   be,        Safe  lead  me  on,  my  ris-en 
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safe-ty  hide     From  wrath  divine,  now  hanging  o-ver  me,       And  shall  un- 

otherstho't,    That     I     a- lone  could  surely  find  the  way    From  nature's 

stead  of  mine;  Thou  know'st  the  way, thou  art  a  trusted  guide,  And  to   my 

broad'ning  way;   For     it     is  death  to    Hu-ger  there,  or  stay — With  night  so 

Lord  to  see,         My  loved  ones  too,  who  long  have  gone  before,  To    join  their 


til     by  faith  the  Lord  I  see. 

night  to  realms  of  endless  day. 

soul  can  show  the  Crucified .] 

near,  encircling  life's  short  day.] 

ranks,  at  home,  to  part  no  more. 


Dear  Spirit,  lead  me    to     his     side, 
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O  lead  me  to  his  side, 
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WThere  my  i^oor  soul  I  may  i  n  safe 
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place  my  hand  in  thine ; 
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DEAR  SPIRIT,  LEAD  THOU  ME -Concluded. 
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O  take  this  soul  of  mine,  Lead  ou  till   I  behold  my  Lord,  Crucified. 
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WHERE  ARE  YOUR  SHEAVES? 


"  The  harvest  is  past,  the  summer  is  ended,  and  we  are  not  saved." — Jer.  8  :  20. 

Jennie  E.  Htjssey.  H.  L.  Gilmour 

-«-   -*TLng-  -»-   -»-•        /#  "*^je"  -9-  -0-'  m 

1.  The  bright  summer  days  have  been  fleeting,  With  sunshine  and  quick 'ning  show'  rs; 

2.  The  fields  that  were  white  for  the  reaping,  Stand  sere  in  the  twilight  gray  ; 

3.  O    reap-  er,  go  forth  to  your  du  -  ty,       Or     ev-  er  the  time  is    past ; 


The  harvester's  cho-rusof    greeting   Has  follow'd  the  springtime  flow'rs. 
The  harvesters   list  -  en  with  weeping,  To  hear  what  their  Lord  will  say. 
The  King  to  be.hold   in  his  beau -ty    Shall  be  your  re- ward  at     last. 
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Where,  O  where  are  the  golden  sheaves?  Thouhastgather'dnoughtbutleaves; 
Go      to   sow-ine;  and    la  -  bor  long,  (Summer  ends  with  a  reaper's  sonj 


Haste, for  alas!  the  harvest  may  pass,  Without  an-y  gold-  en  grain;    :||  "I 

Sing  it  again,  your  harvest  refrain,  Rejoicing  with  golden grain.  J 
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TRUE  AND  FAITHFUL. 


Kev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


:fci=r-=^=js=: 


Howard  E.  Smith. 


1.  In     the  Christian  path  of     du   -    ty     True   and  faithful    I  would  be, 

2.  Where  the  battle  fierce  is     rag  -  ing,  There  my  sword  must  never  rust; 

3.  In       the  hour  of    tes  -  ti  -  mo  -    ny,  There     a     witness     I  would  be, 

4.  When  before  his  throne  I'm  standing,  May      I  hear  the  Saviour    say, 
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Liv  -  ing    up     to  God's  commandments,    Trusting,  tho'   I     cannot    see. 
But      I  would  be    true    to      Je  -    sus,     Faithful    to  my  precious  trust. 
True  and    faithful      to    the    Mas  -  ter  Who  hath  done  so  much  for  me. 
'Thou  on  earth  wast  true  and  faith  -  ful,     En  -  ter    in     to     perfect  day." 


Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus  keep  me     true    and   faithful       To    the  trust  reposed     in     me; 
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Keep   me     ev  -  er,    bless  -  ed  Saviour,  True   and  faithful,  more  like  thee 
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May  E.  McMillan. 


WELCOME  HOME. 


J.  Lincoln  Hali* 
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1.  After  all  our  pain  and  sorrow,  sighs  and  tears,  There  will  come  a  bright  to- 

2.  Tho'  the  shadows  gather  round  us  dark  and  deep,  And  our  hearts  are  filled  with 

3.  Far     beyond  the  sunset's  glory,  we  are  told,  Is     a     lovely,  gleaming 
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morrow  down  the  years,     And  we'll  hear  a  voice,  with  music's  sweetest  tone, 
sadness  while  we  weep,         Yet,  far  out  beyond  the  shadows  we  shall  roam, 
cit  -  y,  paved  with  gold,       And  the  Saviour  to  that  cit-  y  bids  us  come, 
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Chorus. 


Crying,  "Welcome,  weary  pilgrim,  welcome  home. 

When  we  hear  the  joyful  summons,  welcome  home.  \  Welcome  home,      welcome 

While  the  angels  swell  theanthem,  Welcome  home. 


home,  With  the  white-robed  band  of  angels  round  the  throne;  See,  the  Saviour  smiling 
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stands,  And  with  outstretched, beck'  ning  hands  Bids  us  sweetly, gladly,  welcome  home. 
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JESUS  CARETH  FOR  YOU. 


E.  KlCHMOND. 
± 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


1.  When  your  burdens     so    sore    oppress,      Je  -  sus  car  -  eth  for 

2.  When  your  daylight    is  turned  to  night,  Je  -  sus  car  -  eth  for 

3.  He       has  gone    to      prepare      a    home,   Je  -  sus  car  -  eth  for 

4.  In       that  home,  ev  -  er    free  from  care,     Je  -  sus  car  -  eth  for 


you; 
you; 
you; 
you; 
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And  your  tri  -  als    the  way      distress,      Je  -   sus    car -eth  for  you. 

All      the   darkness    he  turns     to   light,    Je  -   sus    car- eth  for  you. 

He     will    bid     all    his  loved  ones  come,  Je  -   sus    car -eth  for  you. 

He     will    bid    you     a      welcome  there,   Je  -   sus    car -eth  for  you. 
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burden  you  bear  The  Saviour  will  share,  He  careth  for  you  and      me.  :|| 
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reth  for  you  and       me. 
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burden  you  bear  The  Saviour  will  share,  He  careth  for  you  and       me 

m     -*-    -*-    -»-     -*-     -#-    -0-    -0-    -»-     -0--»       K 


zbzzzb: 


t=bzz 


jr-f- 


Uop-Tlght,  MCMtH,  bj  Hall-Mack  Co 


No.  63. 


HALLELUJAH!  JESUS  SAVES  ME. 


Kev.  J.  W.  VanCleve,  D.  D, 

— I 


M.  Edwin  Johnson. 


1.  There  is 

2.  I've   ma  - 

3.  So     hand 
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sus'  name  to  me; 

ny    wearing  cares, 

in  hand  I'll  walk  with  him  Till  life's  short  day   is  o'er, 


no  name   on  earth   so  sweet  As     Je 
ny    tri  -  als   here     below     And  ma 


4.   And  when,  among     the  saints   in  light,     I      see    him  face     to        face, 


From  sin      he  drew    my  wand' ring  feet,  From  guilt  he    set     me  free. 

But      Je  -  sus    lightens     all      my  woe   And   all     my      trouble  shares. 

And  when  mine  eves   in  death  grow  dim,   On  earth  I'll  sing  once  more: 

En  -  raptured  with    the    glorious  sight,   I'll  praise  his  matchless  grace. 
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Refrain. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahl  Je  -  sus  saves  me!  From  my  sins    he    sets    me  free; 
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Precious    Sav-  iour,  mine   for  -  ev  -    er,  Thine  I'll     ev   -   er 


be! 
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JESUS  IS  THE  ONE. 


James  Rowe. 

-x— 


Arthur  Wilton. 
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1.  Brother,  if    a  friend  you  need,    Je-sus   is    the  One;       He  will  be     a 

2.  Brother,  if  you  need   a  guide,    Je-sus   is    the  One;       He  will  never 

3.  If       a   Saviour  you  would  find,  Je  -  sus   is    the  One;       Ev  -  er  faithful, 
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friend  indeed,       Je  -  sus    is     the    One;       Ev-'ry     burden     he    will  share, 

leave  your  side;    Je  -  sus    is     the    One;  Clos  -  er  than    a      brother     he 

ev    -    er    kind,    Je  -  sus    is     the    One;  He  from  death  will  rescue     you 
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Ev  -  'ry  trouble,  ev-'ry  care;  Naught  a -lone  he'll  let  you  bear, 
Ev  -  er  to  your  soul  will  be,  Keeping  you  from  dan  -  ger  free, 
And  your  famished  soul     re  -  new;        If      you  need     a       Saviour    true, 
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C.  A.  M. 


I'LL  BE  READY  FOR  HIS  COMING. 


Austin  Miles. 
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1.  "When  Je-sas  comes  in  glory  to  call  his  lov'd  ones  home,  To  bear  his  ransom'd 

2.  It  may  be  in  the  spring-time  a-mid  the  bud  and  bloom. It  may  be  when  the 

3.  I'll  watch  for  his  appearing  with  heart  kept  free  from  sin,  I'll  strive  to  live  more 

4.  So,  then,  I'll  e'er  be  watching  and  praying  as     I  wait,  For  tho'  the  time  to 

n    r\    is.    n     r\    1      n     rv  1      K  .is 
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ones  from  earth  a- way;  It'  maybe     in    the  morning,  it  may  be  in    the  night, 
hills  with  snow  are  white,  That  Christ  in  all  his  glo-  rv  shall  call  his  own  a  -  way 
like  him    ev  -'ry  day, That  should  become  in  glory  ere  death  should  seal  my  lips, 
no  one  is  made  known,  The  hour  may  be  approaching  when  to  the  radiant  skies 

!S   m,     m  S»-  -f2-**         h     is     i1**     in     1       IN 
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It  may  be    at  the  dawn  of   day. 

To     regions   of    e  -  ter  -  nal  light. 

He'll  bear  me  to  my  home   a  -  way. 

The  Kin<c  of  kin»;s  shall  call  his  own. 


I'll  be  read-y    for  his  coming,  when  he 
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comes,     I'll  be  ready  for  his  coming,  when  becomes;     I  am  now  a  child  of  God, 
when  he  comes,  when  he  comes, 
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For  I'm  sav'dthro'  Jesus'  blood, I'll  be  read-y  for  his  coming, when  he  comes. 
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J.  G.  C. 


BEAUTY  FOR  ASHES 

( First  Prize  Song.) 


J.  G.  Ckabbe. 
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1.  I   sing  the  love  of  God, my   Fa  ther, Whose  Spirit     a-bides  vrith-in; 

2.  I   sing   the  love  of  Christ, my  Saviour,  Who  snffer'd  up-  on    the   tree; 

3.  I   sing   the  beauty  of    the   Gospel  That  scatters,  not  thorns,  but  flow'rs; 
-fi—t-0-— P—0—-0—0---0— i m a — r« sr -~ •" - — r~f9~ 


What  changes  all  my  grief  to  gladness,And  pardons  me  all  my  sin. 
That,  in  the  se-  cret  of  his  pres-ence,  My  bondagemight  freedom  be. 
That  bids  me  scatter  smiles  and  sunbeams  Wherev  -  er   are  lone-  ly   hours. 
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Though  clouds  may  lower,dark  and  drea-ry,  Yet  he  has  promis'd  to  be  near; 
He  comes  "to  bind  the  broken  hearted ;"  Hecomes  the  fainting  soul  to  cheer; 
The  "garment  of  his  praise"  it   of-  fers  For  "heavi-ness  of  spir-it, "  drear; 
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He  gives  me  sunshine  for  my  shad-ow,  And  "beauty  for  ash-es, "  here. 
He  gives  me  "oil  of  joy"  formourning,  And  "beauty  for  ash-es,"  here. 
It  gives  me  sunshine  for  my  shad-ow,And  "beauty  for  ash-es,"  here. 
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_D.$- — gives  me  sunshine  for  my  shad-ow,  And  "beauty  for  ashes,"  here. 
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Choeus. 
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He  gives  me    joy in  place    of     sot      -  -      row; 

He  gives    me  joy  in  place     of    care  ; 
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BEAUTY  FOR  ASHES  -Concluded. 
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He  gives  me        love that  casts  out  fear 

He  gives    me  love  K      \         N 
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that  casts    out  fear, 
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FOOTSTEPS  OF  JESUS. 


Mart  B.  C.  Slade. 


A.  B.  Everett. 


d=-J 


9 « 0 ' — t 


Sweet-ly,  Lord, have  we  heard  thee  call- ing,  Come, 
Though  they  lead  o'er  the    cold, dark  mountains, Seek  - 
If   they  lead  thro'  the  tern  -  pie    ho  -  ly,    Preach- 
Though,  dear  Lord  in    thy  path-way  keep-ing,     We 
By    and   by, thro'  the   shin-ing    por-tals,    Turn  - 


fol  -  low 
ing  his 
iug  the 
fol  -  low 
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word ; 
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feet. 
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And    we    see  where  thy  footprints  falling,   Lead      us      to 
Or       a  -  long  by      Si    -  lo  am's  fountains,  Help  -  ing   the 
Or      in  homes  of     the    poor  and  low  -  ly,     Serv  -  ing   the 
Through  the  gloom  of    that  place    of  weep-ing,   Geth  -  seni  -  a   - 
We  shall  walk  with  the  glad    im  -  mor-tals,Heav'n's  golden 


thee, 
weak. 
Lord. 
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streets. 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus   where  e'er   they 
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I'VE  ANCHORED  IN  JESUS. 


L.  E.  J. 


L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  Up  -  on     life's  bound-les3       o    -   cean  where  might-y      bil-lows    roll, 

2.  He    keeps  my    soul    from      e    -     vil     and   gives  me  bless  -  ed  peace, 

3.  He       is       my  Friend  and    Sav  -  iour      in     him    my     anchor's  cast, 


I've  fixed  my  hope  in  Je 
His  voice  hath  stilled  the  wa 
He  drives      a  -  way     my      sor 


sus  blest  an  -  chor  of  the  soul, 
ters  and  bid  their  tu  -  mult  cease, 
rows  and  shields  me    from   the    blast. 
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When     tri  -  als  fierce    as  -  sail      me      as  storms  are  gath-'ring    o'er,        I 
My      pi-  lot    and    de  -  liv  -   'rer      to     him      I      all      con- fide,      For 
By    faith  I'm  look-ing    up-  ward    be  -  yond  life's  troubled     sea,     There 


&fc 


It 


fel 


4—4 


Chorus. 
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rest  up 
always 
I    be- 


-  on  Ins  mer  -  cy  and  trust  him  more. 

when  I  need  him,  he's  at  my  side.      \  I've  anchored  in  Je-sus,  The 

hold  a    ha  -  ven  prepared  for  me. 
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storms  of  life   I'll  brave,  I've  anchored  in  Je-sus,     I   fear  no  wind  or  wave,  I've 
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I'VE  ANCHORED  IN  JESUS.-Concluded. 
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anchored  in  Jesus,  for  he  hath  pow'r  to  save,  I' ve  anchored  to  the  rock  of  ages. 
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No.  69.    WE  SHALL  WALK  THE  REALMS  OF  GLORY. 

Emma  Pitt.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick, 
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1.  We  shall  walk 

2.  We  shall  walk 

3.  We  shall  walk 

4.  We  shall  walk 


the  realms  of  glo-ry,  Where  e  -  ter  -  nal  beauty  reigns, 
the  realms  of  glo-  ry.  With  the  blood- washed, mighty  throng, 
the  realms  of  glo- ry,    And  by     Je  -  sus'  side  sit   down; 
the  realms  of  glo-  ry,  Where  no  tears   can  ev  -  er   come, 


f 

There  with  ser  - 
We  shall  join 
Clad  no  more 
Where  the   sunli 


aph  hosts  unnumbered  Join  the  grand,  immortal   strains. 

the   an-  gel   harpers      In  their    ev  -  er  -  lasting     song. 

in  robes  of    sorrow,    We  shall  wear     a   fadeless   crown. 

ght     is   not    needed,     In  that  sweet    e  -  ternal     home. 
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We  shall  walk  the  realms  of  glo-  ry,  AVith  the  loved  ones  gone  be-  fore; 
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We  shall  sing  the  sweet,  old  sto-ry,     O  -  ver 


the   other     shore. 


B-t-i »- 


^^HSiii 


»^— p— F — ft 


$d 


Copyright  1889,  bj  Wm.  J.  Klrkpatriok. 


No.  70. 


HE  WALKS  WITH  ME. 


Lizzie  DeAemond 
Slowly. 


C.  Austin  Myles. 
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1.  His  bless- ed  face     I   can- not   see,     But  still    be- side  me  day  by  day, 

2.  Ah,  not    my  own  am    I,    for    he     Hath  boundme with  thecoidsoflove; 

3.  Oft  hedged  with  thorns  I  find  my  way,  But  st  ill  his  presence  bears  me  thro' ; 

4.  Close  clinging  to  that  blessed  hand,    By  faith     I  jour-ney  here  be  -  low, 
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I  know  my  Saviour  walks  with  me,  And  leadsme  so   I     can  -  not  stray. 
Thro'  life,  thro' death,  he  guideth  me     To  mansions  fair  prepared  a-  bove. 
From  strength  to  strength  I  go  each  day,  Supported  by   this  Friend  so  t  rue. 
Con-tent  that  in  the  bet-ter     land     The  goodness  of  my  Lord  I'll  know. 
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He  walks  with  me,  he  walks  with  me, 

He    walks  with     me,  he    walks  with  me, 
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Oh,  what  a     joy 
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his  child  to    be!  Ex-ult-ing- 

Oh,  what  a   joy  his   child     to      be! 
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ly  my  heart  can  sing,  Glad  hal-le  -  lu-jahs 

Ex- ult-ing- ly  my  heart  can  sing, 


to   my  King. 
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No.  71.      WHEN  I  STAND  ON  THE  STREETS  OF  GOLD. 


A.  N.  O. 

Slow,  with  expression. 
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J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  The     burdens     of     life  may    be 

2.  With  joy      I   shall  en  -  ter    the 

3.  Earth's  sorrows  will  all     be     for 
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And      I     shall  be 

0 


\)  1/ 


v-- 


4t-?\-P- 


-V- 


-1/ — *- 


^u 


-n — ^ — n~ri  ^=ri ^~cs 

0 0 # L# 9 9 L« 


-£-^ 


=t 


3S: 


-«|- 


:»^- 


world  may  be  cold, 
Sav  -  iour  be  -  hold, 
safe       in    his       fold, 


To  me  it  will  nev  -  er-  more  mat  -  ter, 
And  I  shall  be  changed  and  be  like  him, 
Shut    in    with  my  Lord  and  my  loved     ones, 


When  I  stand  on  the  streets  of        gold.     When  I  stand  on    the  streets  of 
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gold,    When  I    stand   on  the  streets  of       gold,    Love-crown' d,  I'll  a- 
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bide    in     his  pres  -  ence,     When  I    stand   on  the  streets  of        gold. 
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THERE  IS  POWER  IN  THE  BLOOD. 


L.  E.  Johhs. 
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1.  Would  you  be  free  from  your  bur- den   of  sin?  There'  s  pow'r  in  the  blood, 

2.  "Would  you  be  free  from  your  passion  and  pride  ?  There's  pow'r  in  the  blood, 

3.  "Would  you  be  whit-  er,  much  whiter  than  snow  ?  There's  pow'r  'n  the  blood, 

4.  "Would  you  do  eery -ice  for    J  esus  your  King  ?  There's  pow'r  in  the  blood, 
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pow'r    in     the  blood;  "Would  you  o'er    e   -   Til     a  vie  -  to  -  ry  win? 

pow'r     in     the  blood;    Come  fcr      a   cleans-  ing    to  Cal  -  va-  ry's  tide, 

pow'r     in     the  blood;     Sin  stains  are  lost      in     its  life  -   giv-  ing  flow, 

pow'r    in     the  blood;  Would  you  live   dai  -  ly    his  prais  -   es    to    sing? 
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There's  won-  der-  ful  pow'r    in    the    blood.     There  is     pow'r,  pow'r, 

There  is  pow'r. 
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wonder- working  pow'r  In    the  blood  of    the  Lamb  ;  There  is 

In  the  blood                     of  the  Lamb  ; 
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pow'r,         pow'r,  wonder-working  pow'r  In  the  precious  blood  cf  the  Lamb. 
There  is  pow'i, 
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WHEN  JESUS  DIED. 


C.  A.  M. 
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C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  O     sin     of  mine,  that  bowed  his  head  In      bit  -  ter   grief  and     woe; 

2.  O    door     to    self  that     o  -  pens  not,   But    keeps   a    King  with  -  out; 

3.  O   light    of  love  from  those  sad  eyes,  That  searches    for    the       key; 

4.  The  cross  and  crown  and  purple  robe     A       new  -  er     glo  -  ry       wear; 
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O     heart    of  mine  that  would  not  yield  Tho'    he  hath  loved  it  so; 

With  hinges       rusted        by    the  rain     Of       un  -  be  -  lief   and  doubt. 

Now,  Lord,  I    yield  and   bid  thee  come  And  bring  thy  peace  to  me. 

And   lo,    the  lovelight     in  those  eyes    Re  -  fleets  my     im  -  age  there. 
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O  cross,  O  crown,  O     pur-  pie  robe,  O  love-kissed  hill   of    Cal  -  va-  ry! 
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What  pain,  what  grief,  what  hope  was  there,  When  Jesus  prayed  and  died  for  me  I 
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A  STEP  ON  THE  THRESHOLD. 


A.  J.  C. 


Mrs.  J.  G.  Wilson. 
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1.  A  step  on  the  threshold,  a  knock  at  the  door,  The  One  who  stands  waiting  has 

2.  Why  keep  him  there  standing  ?  Respond  to  his  knock!  O  hasten  in  gladness  the 

3.  O  doubt,  then,  no  longer,  but  fling  wide  the  door  To  him  who  so  often   has 


V 

wait-ed    be-fore;'Tis   Je  -  sus  who  knocks  at  the     portals      of     sin;     O 
door  to     un-lock!  Why  linger      in     sin?      Why    wait  in  the  night,  When 
wait-ed    be-fore;'Tis   Je  -  sus  who  knocks  at  the     portals      of     sin;     O 

I**  flb«       m  B       -0      -0- 


1 


Chorus 

— A- 


?   1 

it?  I 


will    you  not  rise  and  now   bid  him  come  in  ? 

Je  -    sus    is      waiting     to    give  thee  the  light?  j- Bid  him  come  in!    He'll 

will    you  not   rise  and  now   bid  him  come  in  ?   J 
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cleanse  you  of  sin !  Thy  darkness  shall  vanish  and  sunshine  come  in !  Bid  him  comr 
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in!  He'll  cleanse  you  of  sin!  Thy  darkness  shall  vanish  and  sunshine  come  in! 
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No.  75.     TURNED  AWAY  FROM  THE  BEAUTIFUL  GATE. 


D. 


E.  D. 

Not  loo  fast. 


D.  E.  Dortch. 
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Someone  will  knock  at  the  saints'  bright  home,  And  hear  the  Lord  saying, ' 
Someone  will  hear       the      an-  gels'  song,  And  wish  he  could  join  with 
Someone  will  stand  with  an  ach  -  ing  heart,  While  Jesus    pronounces 
Someone  will    lin  -  ger  with  tearful    eyes,  While  Christ  and  his  people 
go       in-  to   darkness  drear,  Far  off  from  the    Saviour 
en  -  ter  the  door     of   hell,  And  hear  the  sad    wailings 
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Someone  will 
Someone  will 
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can-  not  come;"  With  sadness  he'll  mourn  o 
hap-  py  throng:  With  sighing  he'll  mourn  o 
word  "depart;"  With  groanings  he'll  mourn  o 
cend  the  skies;  With  weeping  he'll  mourn  o: 
all  that's  dear;  With  anguisli  he'll  mourn  o 
tongue  can  tell;  With  horror  he'll  mourn  o 


'er  his  sorrow-  ful  state,  Turned  a- 
'er  his  sorrow-  ful  state,  Turned  a- 
'er  his  sorrow-  ful  state,  Turned  a- 
'er  his  sorrow-  ful  state,  Turned  a- 
'er  his  sorrow-  ful  state,  Turned  a- 
'er  his  sorrow-  ful  state,  Turned  a- 
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gate,   Turned  a  -  way  from  the  beau- ti  -  ful       gate;    With  sadness    he'll 
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mourn  o'er  his     sorrowful  state,  Turned  away  from  the  beauti-  ful       gate 
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SOME  GLAD  MORNING. 


H.  P.  Danes. 


Harriet  E.  Jones. 
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1.  We  shall  meet  the  King  of  heaven  some  glad  morning,  Where  the  palms  and  crowns  are 

2.  We  shall  meet  the  dear  departed  someglad  morning,  Who  have  left  us  broken- 

3.  We  shall  hear  the  songs  of  gladness  some  glad  morning,  With  no  chilling  note  of 

4.  We  shall  tell  the  dear  old  story  some  glad  morning,      Giving  Je  -  sus  all  the 
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giv-  en,  someglad  morning;  Done  with  ev  -'ry  earthly    du  -  ty,  Rise    to 
hearted,  someglad  morning:   With  our  own  be   re  -  u  -  nit-  ed  Where  no 
sadness    someglad  morning;     We  will  join  the  happy       chorus  With  the 
glo  •  ry,  someglad  morning;    Tell  the  list'ning   angels  round  us  How  our 
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see  him  in  his  beauty,  Some  glad  morning,  someglad  morning,  golden  morning 
cherished  hopes  are  blighted,  Some  glad  morning,  some  glad  morning,  golden  morning, 
saints  gone  on  before  us,  Some  glad  morning,  some  glad  morning,  golden  morning. 
Saviour  sought  and  found  us,  Some  glad  morning,  some  glad  morning,  golden  morning. 
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O    glo  -  ry,  hal-  le  -  lu-  jah!  Praises     to     our  dear  Redeemer,  Some  glad 
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morning,  some  glad,  golden  morning,  Thro'  the  cleansing  blood  so  precious  We  shall 

Praise  the  Lord, 
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rise  to  live  with  Jesus,  Some  glad  morning,  some  glad  morning,  golden  morning. 
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James  Rowe. 
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WHAT  JOY  IT  GIVES  ME. 


C.  Atjstin  Mtles. 


1.  To  tell  the  matchless  story  of  my  Saviour's  love,  What  joy,  sweet  joy,  it  gives  me! 

2.  To  tell  the  world  that  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away,  What  joy,  sweet  joy,  it  gives  mel 

3.  To  know  that  lie  can  comfort  ev'ry  soul  that  grieves,  What  joy,  sweet  joy,  it  gives  me! 

4.  To  tell  why  Jesus  suffered  so  and  bled  and  died,  What  joy,  sweet  joy,  it  gives  me! 
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To  tell  why  he  descended  from  his  home    above,   What  joy  it   gives  me! 

To  know  that  if    I     follow  him  I  shall  not  stray,  What  joy  it   gives  me! 

To  tell  the  sad  and  sorrowing  that  Christ  relieves,  What  joy  it   gives  me! 

To   lead    a    weary    sinner     to  his  wounded  side,  What  joy  it   gives  me! 

Is     i*    Is     fc    h     Is    t     !s  -»-     ~  -  +-     • 


-I- 
Chorus. 


-F F- 


■t — t^- 


#  # ,  „  +-*-* 

U  U  U  1  x 

What  joy,                 wonderful  joy,              W  hat    perfect    joy     it    gives  me! 

Wonderful  joy,  wonderful  joy, 


'E 


aqt 


E=f: 


-F-F-F-F- 


-,3-F-F-F-P-F— F-v— " 

L| u 


SE 


d^-*—^-dr 


4=#** 


F=f^==^" 


*-.  -*-  -*-    -•-    -•-  ^ 

tell  the  matchless  story   of  the  Saviour's  love,  What  joy  it    gives  me! 
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PEACE  THROUGH  THE  BLOOD. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


A.  J.  Showalter. 
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1.  Come  while  God  is      call  ing,hear  his  word     to  -  day, 

2.  Sink    the  past    for  -  ev  -er  'neath  the  cleansing  tide, 

3.  Bless-  ing   free   and  boundless  flowing  from    a  -  bove, 

4.  Tell    the    joy  -  ful     sto  -  ry    ev  -  'ry-where  you    go, 
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Peace  thro'  the 
Peace  thro'  the 
Peace  thro'  the 
Peace  thro'  the 
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blood  of  the 
blood  of  the 
blood  of  the 
blood  of  the 


Take  the  gift  he  of- fers, come  without  de- lay, 
Let  the  Ho  -  ly  Spir-  it  in  your  heart  a  -  bide, 
Ev-  er-  last  ing  mer-  cy,  ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  love, 
Till  the  wide  world  o-ver,ransom'd  souls  shall  know, 
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Peace  thro'  the  blood  of    the     cross. 
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Peace! wonder-ful 

Peace!  wonder-ful  peace ! 
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Peace!  wonderful  peace ! 
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Peace! wonderful    peace! 

Peace!  wonderful  peace  !  Peace!  wonderful  peace ! 
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Peace  thro'  the  blood  of  the  cross; 
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Peace  thro'  the  blood  of  the  cross. 
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No.  79.  LIGHT  BEYOND  THE  SHADOWS. 

Irvin  H.  Mack.  J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  When  the   troubles  gath  -  er    And  the    bil-  lows  roll,  Dark  the  way  be- 

2.  Tho'    you  can- not    fathom  Why  you're  called  to  bear  All  the   heavy 

3.  Go,    with  faith,  to    conquer    Tri-  als  that  appear;  Know  that  Christ  your 

4.  Tho'     se- vere  the   con-flict  And  the    anguish    deep;  Tho'  the  tri- als 

5.  Tried  and  found  not  wanting  Will  the  Mas-  ter     say;  Tried,  yet  ev-er 
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fore  you,  Cares  oppress  the  soul,  There  is  blessed  sunshine  Just  beyond  your  view; 
burdens  That  you  cannot  share,  Keep  the  cross  before  you  in  the  darkest  day; 
Saviour  With  his  help  is  near.  Ne'er  give  up  the  battle,  Hard  though  it  may  be, 
heavy  That  may  o'er  you  sweep;  God  is  always  near  you,  Giving  strength  to  bear 
faith  -  ful,    All    a  -  long  life's  way;  Tried  as  in  the  furnace  Of  re-  fin-  ing    fire, 


Oft    'tis    but     a      tri  -  al   You  are    go  -  ing    thro'. 
Put  your  trust  in     Je  -  sus   All     a  -  long  the     way. 
For  your  Lord  has  promised  You  the   vie  -  to  -   ry. 
All    theheav-y    burdens  When  they  shall  ap  -  pear. 
You  shall  see  the    triumph   of    your  heart's  de- sire. 
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See  the  sunlight, 
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shining  bright  and  clear;  Blessed  sunlight  drives  away  all  fear;  Look  above  you, 


SS 


clouds  will  dis  -  ap  -  pear;  Put  your  trust  in  Je-  sus,  he     is      ev  -  er    near. 
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STILL  SWEETER  EVERY  DAY. 


W.  C.  Martin. 

IN      & 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  To  Je-  sus  ev-  'iy  day  I  find  my  heart  is  closer  drawn  ;  He's  fairer  than  the 

2.  His  glo-  ry  broke  upon  me  when  I  saw  him  from  a-  far  ;  He's  fairer  than  the 

3.  My  heart  is  sometimes  heavy,  but  he  :omes  with  sweet  relief;  He  folds  me  to  his 
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glo  -  ry  of  the  gold  and  purple  dawn  ;  He' s  all  my  fan-  cy  pictured  in     its 
lil-  y,  brighter  than  the  morning  star  ;  He  fills  and  sat-  is-  lies   my  longing 
bosom  when  I  droop  with  blighting  grief ;  I  love  the  Christ  who  all  my  burdens 
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fairest  dreams,  and  more;  Each  day  he  grows  still  sweeter  than  he  was  the  day  before, 
spirit  o'er  and  o'er  ;  Each  day  he  grows  still  sweeter  than  he  was  the  day  before, 
in    his  bod-  y  bore  ;  Each  day  he  grows  still  sweeter  than  he  was  the  day  before. 
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The    half. cannot    befan-cied         this   side the  golden 

The  half  cannot  be  fancied  on  this  side  the  golden  shore  ,1  he  half  cannot  be  fancied  on  this 


shore;  O    there he' 11  be  still  sweeter  than  he  ev-er  was  be- fore. 

side  the  golden  shore;  than  he  ev-er   was  be- fore. 

O  there  he'll  be  far  sweeter  than  he  ever  was  before, 
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No.  81. 


I  LEFT  THEM  AT  THE  CROSS. 


J.  W 

.  VanDeVenter. 

J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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I      am   free   from  condem 

I     was  weak  and  heav  -  y 

I     was  poor,  despised,   for- 

Now  my  life      is    full     of 

JL 
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•  na-  tion,  Ful-  ly   saved  and   sat  -  is  -  fied; 
lad  -  en  With  a     load     I    could  not  bear, 
sak  -  en,  Ma  -  ny  years     I     went    a  -  stray, 
sunshine,    Jt      is      heaven    here    be  ■  low; 
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All    my  sins  have  been  re  -  mit-  ted      By    the   Sav  -  iour  crn  -  ci  -  fied. 

But     1  fled  to   Calv'ry's  mountain    All    my   sins   were  canceled  there. 

But    at  last  I    found  the   Saviour,     He  has  washed  my  sins     a  -  way. 

Ev-'ry  sin  has  been   for- giv  -  en,    They  are    un  -  derneath  the  £bw. 
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Chorus. 
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left them   at       the  cross,  At      the 

for        I      left  at       the  cross, 


For 
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neath   the  blood,  the  precious  blood  That  was  shed     to  make  me      free. 
■#-•■#■--  -      f-     -f- 


— i — ~      ■  i  -f^    — f — r — i — i — Lp-  •-" 


Offjright,  1901,  by  Hall-Mack  Co. 


No.  82. 

L.L.P. 


SPEAK  TO  MY  SOUL 

Adapted  by  L.  L.  Pickett. 


1.  Speak  to  m  y  soul,  dear  Je-  sus,Speaknowintend'rest    tone;    Whisper   in 

2.  Speak  to  thy  children   ev  -  er,    Leadin  the  ho  -  ly      way;    Fill  them  with 

3.  Speak  now  as  in   the   old  time  Thou  didst  reveal  thy     will;     Let  me  know 
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lov-ing  kindness:  "Thou  art  not  left  a  -  lone."     O-pen  my  heart  to  hear  thee, 

joy  and  gladness,  Teach  them  to  watch  and  pray.  May  theyinconsecra-tion 

all  my  du  -  ty,     Let  me  thy  law  ful  -  fill.      Lead  me  to  glo-  ri  -  fy  thee, 
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Quickly  to  hear  thy  voice,  Fill  thou  my  soul  wi  th  praises.  Let  me  in  thee  rejoice. 
Yield  their  whole  lives  to  thee,  Hasten  thy  coming  kingdom, Till  our  dear  Lord  we  see. 
Help  me  to  show  thy  praise,Gladly  to  do  thy  bid-ding,  Honor  theeall  my  days. 
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Chokus. 
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f  Speak  thou   in    soft  -  est  whis  -  pers,  Whis-pera    of  love      to      me ; 
\  Speak  thou   to     me    each  day,  Lord,     Al-  ways  in     ten-d'rest    tone ; 
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Thou  shalt  be  al- ways  conq'ror,  Thou  shalt  be  al-ways  free." 
Let  me  now  hear  thy  whisper,  "Thou  art  not  left  (Omit ) 
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lone."  J 
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No.  83. 


COUNTLESS  MERCIES. 


"According  to  the  multitude  of  his  mercies." — Lam.  3  J  82 
Flora  Kirkland.  .  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


gPI 


T7^ 

1.  Are  you  heavy-laden  and  with  sorrow  tried?  Stop  and  look  to  Jesus,  Helper 

2.  Think  of  hidden  dangers  he  hath  bro't  you  thro' ;  Think  of  all  the  burdens  he  hath 

3.  Does  your  pathway  darken '  neath  a  cloud  of  fear  ?  Count  your  many  mercies ;  dry  eaek 

4.  As  he  looks  from  heaven  now  on  you  and  me,  Don' t  you  know  he  chooseth  ^hat  each 
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Friend  and  Guide 

borne   for    you ; 

bit  -  ter    tear. 

day  shall     be? 
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Think  of   all      his   mercies  ;  such  a     boundless  store  1 
Count  his  words  of    comfort    in   your  deep  -  est  need ; 
E-  ven  'mid   the   shadows  trust  him  with-  out    fear  ; 
Trust   his  lov  -  ingwis-dom,  though  the  hot  tears  start, 
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Chorus. 


Tears  will  change  to  praises  as  you  count  them   o'  er.   ..  Count  -  less    mercies  I 
Count  the  times  when  Jesus  proved  a  Friend  indeed.    I 
"Home  will  be   the  sweeter  for    the  dark  down  here."  f 
Give    to  him  the  incense  of      a  erate  -  ful    heart.     Countless  mercies !  such  a 
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such  a  boundless  store  !  Countless  mercies  !  pressed  and  running  o'er  !  Countless 
boundless  store  I  Countless  merciesi  pressed  and  run  -ning  o'er  I  Countless  mercies  ! 
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mercies  !  try  to  count  them  o'  er  Till  you  gaze  in  wonder  at  your  boundless  store, 
try    to      count      them    o'er 
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THE  CLOUD  AND  FIRE. 


C.  Austin  Milbs. 


1.  As     of  old  when  the  hosts  of    Is  -  ra  -  el  Were  compelled  in  the  wil  der- 

2.  To  and  fro    as    a  ship  with-out      a    sail,  Not    a  compass  to  guide  them 

3.  All  the  days  of  their  wand' rings  they  were  fed,  To  the  land  of  the  promise 
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nes3    to  dwell,  Trust-ing  they   in  their  God  to    lead   the  way     To    the 
thro'  the  vale,   But    the    sign    of  their  God  was    ev  -  er  near,  Thus  their 
they  were  led,    By     the  hand  of   the  Lord  in    guidance  sure,  They  were 
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light  of    per -feet  day. 

faint-ing  hearts  to  cheer. 

brought  to  Canaan's  shore. 


So  the  sign  of  the  fire  by  night,        And  the 
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sign  of  the  cloud  by  day,  Hov*  ring  o'  er,        just  be-fore, 


As they journey 
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on  their  way,  Shall  a  guide  and  a  leader  be,      Till  the  wilderness  be  past, 
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THE  CLOUD  AND  FIRE 


Concluded. 
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For  the  Lord  our  God  in  his  own  good  time,  Shall  lead  to  the  light  at  last. 
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No.  85.         LET  THE  DEAR  SAVIOUR  COME  IN. 

Jennie  Morton.  Maurice  A.  Clifton. 
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1.  Je  -  sus     is    soft-ly   knocking,  Let  him  come  in,  let  him  come  in; 

2.  Are  you  too  heav-  y     lad  -  en?  Let  him  come  in,  let  him  come  in; 

3.  Are  you    so    wea-ry    weeping?  Let  him  come  in,  let  him  come  in; 

4.  O  -  pen    to   him   the   por  -  tal,    Let  him  come  in,  let  him  come  in; 
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List  to  his  ten  -  der  plead  -  ing, 
Je  -  sus  will  bear  your  bur  -  den, 
Je  -  sus  will  bear  your  sor  -  row, 
You  will    re-  ceive    his    bless  -  ing, 
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Let  the  dear  Sav  ■ 

Let  the  dear  Sav 

Let  the  dear  Sav 

Let  the  dear  Sav 
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Chokus. 
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Just  now  throw  o  -  pen  the  door,    Let  him  come   in,     let   him  come  in; 
Just  now     I      o  -  pen  the  door,    Saviour,  come  in,    Saviour,  come  in; 


Just    now   he  waits  to      forgive,     Let  the  dear  Sav  -  iour     in 
Just    now     I   know  he     forgives,    Je  -  sus    has    en  -  tered   in 
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just  now. 


«Wilf  fet,  W»,  ty  fitlt-llMk  *. 


^H 
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ABOVE  THE  BRIGHT  BLUE. 


Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 


3 =3: 


1.  There's  a  beau  -  ti  -  ful  place  call' d  heav-en, 

2.  This      laud    of  sweet  rest      a  -  waits  us, 

3.  When  he  left    his    be  -  lov'd  dis  -  ci  -  pies, 

4.  We      know  not  when  he    shall  call    us, 
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It     is    hid  -  den    a- 
Some     day      it   will 
He      said,    as     he 
Whether  soou,  the  glad 


bove  the  bright  blue,  Where  the  good, who  from  earth-ties  are  riv  -  en, 

break  on   our    view,  'Tis      promised  by  Christ  the  Re-deem-  er, 

bade  them   a  -  dieu,  "I          go     to   pre -pare  you    a    man-sion, 

summons  shall    be,  But  we  know,  when  we  pass  o'er  the    riv-  er, 
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Chorus. 
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Live  and  love  an   e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  thro'. 

To  his  fol  -  lowers  faith-ful   and  true. 

And     soon   I'll  be  send-ing   for  you." 

The      glo  -  ry   of     Je  -  sus  we'll  see. 


A-bove  the  bright  blue,  the 
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beau  -  ti  -  ful  blue,      Je  -  sus     is  wait-ing  for      me    and   for  you; 
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Heav-  en  is  there,  not  far  from  our  sight,  Beau-ti-  ful  cit-  y    of    light. 
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No.  87. 

Ida  L.  Reed. 


IN  HIS  SERVICE. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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In  the  serv-ice  of  the  Mas-  ter, There  is  joy, and  peace,and  rest,  As  we 
Onward  then  with  joy  we're  pressing  At  his  ho-ly, blessed  will,  And  his 
Oh,  we' re  happy  in    his    serv-ice,  As  the  days  are  glid-ing    by,  And  his 
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follow  where  he  leads  us,E'er  o-bey-ing  his  be-best.  O  there's  glory,  glo-ry, 
love  our  hands  will  strengthen,  Ev'ry  duty  to  fulfill.  All  theheav'nward  path  is 
ho-  ly  presence  cheers  us,He  is  ever,evernigh.  And  when  love's  sweet  labor's 
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glo-  ry,  Growing  brighter  ev-'ry  day,  As  we  strive  to  serve  hini  tru  -  ly, 
shin-ing  With  the  glory  of  his  love,  As  our  feet  are  up-ward  climb-ing 
end  -  ed,  He  will  call  us  home  to     rest   In  the  bright  e  -  ter  -  nal  mansions 
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Choeus. 


In  his  own  ap-point-ed  way.     ") 
Toward  his  kingdom  fair  a- bo  ve.      >- O  there's  glory,glo-rv,     glo-ry,    Growing 
In  the  ' '  Cit-  y     of  the  Blest. ' '  J 
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brighter  ev'ry  day,  As  we  strive  to  serve  him  truly, In  his  own  appointed  way. 
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No.  88. 


I'LL  NEVER  CEASE  TO  LOVE  HIM. 


C.  A.  M. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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I'll  never  cease  to  love  him,  he's  done  so  much  for  me;  I  know  full  well  no 

I'll  never  cease    to  love  him  nor    of  his  love  to  tell,  That  all  may  see  his 
I'll     never  cease  to  love  him,  tho'  trials  may  be  sore   And   sinful  foes  my 

I'  11  never  cease  to  love  him  while  life  on  earth  shall  last,  For  soon  or  late  the 
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can  tell  of  all 
is  free,  and  ask 
oppose    my  soul 
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grace  Thus  shown  to  one,  a  sinner,  yet 
know  About  this  loving  Saviour  who 
slay;  I  know  his  word  is  stronger  than 
wide    And  heaven's  light  shall  guide  me    a- 


by  his  blood  redeemed,  Who  longs  to  view  his  glory  and  to  see  his  face, 
died  on  Cal-  va  -  ry,  Up  -  on  the  cruel  cross,  because  he  loved  me  so. 
an  -  y  foe  I'll  meet,  His  grace  is  sent  to  strengthen  me  from  day  to  day. 
long  the  valley    dark  And  Jesus'  love  shall  bear  me  safe  o'er  Jordan's  tide. 


I'll     nev  -  er,      no,     I'll    nev  -  er     cease     to      love       him!    Yes,      I 
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love    him  I                    O 
Yes,  1    love  him  I 
jf »_^# O 
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I    love   him!  I'll 

O      I    love  him ! 
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I'LL  NEVER  CEASE  TO  LOVE  HIM -Concluded. 
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nev  -  er    cease    to    love      him  I   He     is     all 
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No.  89. 


THE  TOUCH  OF  JESUS. 


Marian  W.  Hubbabd. 


H.  L.  Gilmoub. 
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1.  A  touch  from  the  hand  of  Je  -   sus,Dear  hand, nail-pierced  for  me; 

2.  A  touch  from  the  hand  of  Je  -   sus,  Who  hears  each  moan  and  sigh; 

3.  A  touch  from  the  hand  of  Je  -   sus  Will  cool    thy      fev  -  ered  hrow; 

4.  A  touch  from  the  hand  of  Je  -  sus,  O     soul    why    still    de  -  lay  ? 


T  * 


Jt^ 


.a 


~A=3k 


±z 


:t=: 


-A — fv 


^= 


■^5" 


-*s- 


~^r 


-r 


A 
A 
A 
A 


touch  from  the  hand  of 
touch  from  the  hand  of 
touch  from  the  hand  of 
touch  from  the  hand  of 


Je  -  sus  Has  set  my  spir 
Je  -  sus ;  Just  now  he  pass 
Je  -  sus  Will  make  thee  whole 
Je  -  sirs  Will  wash   thy     guilt 


■y—v- 


^ 


Chorus. 
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O  blessed  touch  of  the  Father's  Son,Forgiv-ing  touch  for  the  penitent  one; 
-#-  J*-  -*-  ■*-  A- 


Whose  hand  is  ne'er  outstretched  in  vain,  Touching  dead  hearts  to  life   a-  gain. 
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No.  90. 

Mrs.  C.  H. 


CHRIST-LIKENESS. 


M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  What  wonder-  ful,  wonder-  ful   mer  -cy      is  this?  God  wants  us    to 

2.  "Be    ho-  ly  (said  Je  -  sns),  for    ho-  ly      am   I,"  God  wants  us    to 

3.  With  love  that    en-dur-  eth,  and  hop- eth    all  things, God  wants  us     to 

4.  See   mil-lions  now  struggling  in  sin's  aw  -  ful  night, God  wants  us     to 

5.  O   pen   -  i-  tent  brother,  get  un  -  der  the  blood,  God  wants  you  to 


mm 


-W £ N =— , 


—0- 

1/ 

In    love    and  in     pur  -  i  -   ty   like    as     he    is. 
And  grace   all  suf-  fi-cient  will  free  -  ly     sup-ply, 
And  faith  which  in   tri  -  al     tri-umph-ant  -  ]y  sings, 
That  we     may  win  ma-  ny  from  dark-ness     to  light, 


here;  There's  won-der-ful     vir- tue 


lv y- — V — 1— — i — *-V 


Cal  -  va  -  ry's  flood, 


V V 

Chorus 


a — I     \'i     ^h — ~  I — I 
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won  -der-ful!  That  mortals  his  likeness  should  bear; 
-0-     ± 


Yet    this   is    his 
*— * — ^ 


you  and  for 
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Rev.  H.  J.  Zellbt. 


HEAVENLY  SUNLIGHT. 


G.  H.  Cook. 
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1.  Walking  in    sun  -  light,    all    of   myjonr-ney;      0  -  ver    the  mountains, 

2.  Shadows    a-round  me,   shadows    a -hove    me,     Nev-er    con-ceal     my 

3.  In    the  bright  sun-light,   ev  -  er    re  -  joic  -  ing,   Press-ing  my  way      to 


E£^5 
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through  the  deep   vale;  Je- sus  has  said    I'll      nev-er    for -sake  thee, 

Sav-iour  and      Guide        He    is  the  light,    in     him     is      no  dark-ness, 
mansions    a  -  bove;       Sing-ing  his  prais  -  es,    glad-ly    I'm  walk -ing, 


§f£    -f- 


^i  1*     f 


±=tz 
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Chorus. 
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Prom-ise    di-vfne    that    nev-er    can  fail. 

Ev  -  er    I'm  walk -ing    close    to    his  side. 

Walk-ing     in     sun  -  light,  sun-light  of  love. 

-      "*■      -       'fll      m   .    •£•     ■£-     -f-  -"*?-», 
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Heav-en  -  ly    sun-  light, 


ScH     1 
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£3e3e33E3±*E^ 
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heav-en  -  ly    sun- light;  Flooding  my  soul  with  glo  -  ry  di  -  vine:     Hal-le- 

— cf- 1 1 — I 


lu  -  jah,      I  am  re- joic  -  ing,  Singing  his  prais- es,     Je-sus  is     mine. 
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ALL  FOR  ME. 


:.:> 


Solo. 
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C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  Wea-ry  and   wan-d' ring  and     sunk- en      in      sin,        Vile       as      a 

2.  Foot-sore  and    wea  -  ry      he      toil'd  all     the   way,  E  -   ven    to 

3.  Still      I     re  -  ject  -  ed    your     Sav-  iour  and  mine,       Till        I      be  - 

77-**-- » "* »— ^ P-l * * » P— *■ 1 P   ■*•  B^ 1* ~ 


sin  -  ner  could  be, 
Getli-sem  -  a  -  ne, 
held    on    the     tree, 


Je  -  sus  be  -  held  and  to  Beth-  le  -  hem  came, 
Oft  I  have  met  him  and  heard  hissweet  voice, 
Suf  -  fer-ing,    dy  -  ing,  my  Sav-  iour  and  yours, 


Left   hisbright  throne  for 

Pray-  ing   for    me,       for 

Dy  -  ing   for   you      and 

0 » 9 s 
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me,  Left  his  bright  throne  for  me. 
me,  Pray-ing  for  me,  for  me. 
me,  Dy-  ing     for  you      and      me. 


i; 
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H 1 g— E=t=t= 


Chorus. 


m  ■■  it 
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All  for  me,         All   for  me  ?  Lord  was    it 

was  it 


for    me? 


From  the 


r-.-r 0 0 »-- r-0 a #-— 
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all  for  me, 


throne  to    the  man-ger,  From  there  to  the  cross,  Yes,  it  was     all  for    me 
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WILL  THERE  BE  ANY  STARS? 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jko.  R.  Swenbt. 
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1.  I     am  thinking  to-day    of  that  bean-ti  -  ful  land  I  shall  reach  when  the 

2.  In  the  strength  of  the  Lord  let  me  la- bor  and  pray,  Let  nie  watch  as    a 

3.  Oh,  what  joy  will  it  be  when  his  face    I  be-hold  Living  gems  at    his 


sun  goeth  down  ;  When  thro'  wonderful  grace  by  my  Saviour  I  stand,  Will  there 
winner  of  souls;  That  bright  stars  may  be  mine  in  the  glorious  day,  When  his 
feet   to  lay  down  ;  It  would  sweeteu  my  bliss  in  the  city  of  gold, Should  there 
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Chorus. 
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be    an-y  stars  in  my  crown?  ) 

V 


— i-j-jq 1   «      i 


P 


praise  like  the  seabillow  rolls.  V  Will  there  be  any  stars,  any  stars  in  my  crown, 
be    any  stars  in  my  crown.  J 
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*c 


■p   P 


i 


o  '  ■  *  .    kr-J M*-# K-(— r» — •— s— /-i 

E 


3 


^W 


« — H» — # —  =h — <1    H —  ^I 

I L* i \—« — ■ 


When  at   evening  the  sun  go-eth      down? When  I  wake  with  the  blest 

go-eth  down  ? 


=£1 \rt= 
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In   the  man-sions  of  rest,  Will  there  be  an-y  stars  in  my     crown?. 

an-y   stars  in  my  crown? 
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No.  94. 


WHEN  I  GET  HOME. 


C.  A-  M. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  I    shall  wear  a     golden  crown,  "When  I    get  home;     I    shall  lay    my 

2.  All  the  darkness  will    be   past,  When  I     get   home;     I    shall  see    the 

3.  I    shall  see    my  Saviour's  face,  When  I    get   home;  Sing  a  -  gain    of 
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bur  «  dens  down,  When    I        get     home;      Clad   in  robes  of    glo  -  ry, 
light     at      last,   When    I        get     home;    Light  from  heaven  streaming, 
sav  -  ing  grace,  When  1        get     home;        I  shall  stand  be -fore  him; 


£=£ 
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I  shall  sing  the  sto  -  ry  Of  the  Lord  who  bought  me,  When  I  get  home. 
O'  er  my  pathway  beaming,  Ev-  er  guides  me  onward  Till  I  get  home. 
Gladly    I'll     a-dorehim;    Ev  -  er    to    be  with  him,  When  I    get  home. 
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g 


1 


E 


£ 


^^^^^ 


Chorus. 
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When 
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get        home,  When     I  get        home,  All 

When        I    get  home,  when   I      get  home,  When      I  get  home,  when  I      get  home, 
-0-    -0-      m      -*-    -0-    -0-    -0-      -0- 
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sor- row  will  be  o-ver,  When  I    get  home;  When  I       get      home,        When 

When  I  get  home,  when  I  get  home,  When 
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WHEN  I  GET  HOME. 


=± 
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V     V     V     V     V      V     V 

I  get      home,  All     sorrow  will   be     o  -  ver,  When  I     get  home 

I  get  home,  when  I    get  home, 


-v — t/- 
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SING  SONGS  OF  JUBILEE. 

'We  hanged  our  harps  upon  the  willows." — Psalm  137  :  2. 

Pauline  Gilmour  PIatch. 


-I  —  \—\ 1 m 0 \-0~ ; m >| 1 i — I- 

ar—  hat' — • n 1 — — i~t — " " —  ^ — I-*- 


-4- 
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""""..  J  "      I  I. 

\e      people     of    the   Liv  -  ing  God,  Lift  up  your  heads  and   sing; 
Why  should  his  people  mournful  be?  Why  should  their  songs  be  stilled? 
Once  sold  for  naught  to  serve  as  slaves,  Our  precious  birthright   lost; 
Tho'  in    the    land   of     strangers   now,    Surrounded     bv     the      foe, 


^b-4— f-Ff=f — j» — p- 


-F 


r       -      -      -    v-       -0-       0     -0- 

To       mag  -  ni  -  fy     his       ho  -    ly   name  Let 
We're  free!  we're  free!  O  sing       it     o'er    Till 
Our    blest  Redeem  -  er       ransomed    us      At 
Ere    long  with  songs  and  shouts  of    joy      To 

0     ,-• P , 

=t±rrrh- 

Chorus. 


ev  -  'ry  glad  harp  ring, 
ev  -  'ry  heart    is  thrilled! 
jreat    and  fear  -  ful    cost. 
Zi  -    on    fair  we'll   go. 
^      -0- 

£: 


-#■ — -3 — ^0 t- 

# # 0 L. 
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no  harp   be        si 


lent  now,  Sing  songs  of 
-0-       0-       -0-     -0- 


ju  -  bi  -   lee; 


j±=f=:  ±|==t=t=t=  =1 


cap-  tor's  pow'r  is 
«__£_: — *_tL». 
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vercome,  Praise  God,  praise  God,  we're  free! 
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No.  96.        WHEN  THOU  HAST  SHUT  THY  DOOR. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 

Adam  Gkibel. 
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1.  Come    near        to  thy  Fa   ■ 

2.  He         "seeth  in        se  - 

3.  Tho'     low        at  the  cross 

4.  There  drink  -   ing  so  free 

f 


ther  and  tell       him    thy    need, 

cret,"  he  knows      all      thy    grief, 

falls   the  pen     -     i  -   tent    tear, 

■   ly    from  heav    -   en  -    ly  springs, 


When 
When 
When 
When 


s-4-J=«q=f: 


T=f 


=t 


b     b     b     b     I 

shut    thy  door ; 

shut    thy  door ; 

shut    thy  door ; 

shut    thy  door; 

When  thou  hast  shut  thy  door; 

r     *-     .«.  .«-   .«-  -•.   _^. 
' U-i      1  — r— 


His 
His 
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Re 
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love    and  his  mer  -  cy,  his  prom  -  is  -  es  plead,  When     thou hast 

com  -  fort-ing  Spir  -  it  will  bring  thee  re- lief,    When     thou hast 

read  -  y    forgiveness  will  bring  thee  good  cheer,  When     thou hast 

newed,  day  by  day,  thou  shalt  find  eagle  wings,  When     thou hast 

thou  hast  shut  thy  door. 
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Chorfs. 
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shut   thy     door 

shut   thy     door    

shut   thy      V)or 

shut   *hy     door 
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Close   on   the  world  the    door   of    thy  heart, 


When 


-X=r- 


thou  hast  shut  thy  door. 

^  IV  I 


Copjrlght,  1897,  by  E.  S.  Lore nz.     Uaed  by  per. 
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Turn  from  its  cares,  its     pleas-ures  a  -  part ;  Thy   Father  will  bless  thee  wher* 


1  "     \J 

ev  -  er  thou  art,  When    thou hast  shut  thy  door. 

thou  hast  shut  thy  door,  When  thou  hast  shut  thy  door 
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REARER,  STILL  NEARER. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Near  -  er,  still  near  -  er,  close   to  thy  heart,     Draw  me,  my  Sav-iour,  so 

2.  Near  -  er,  still  near  -  er,  noth-ing  I     bring,  Naught  as   an     off-'ring  to 

3.  Near-  er,  still  near  -  er,  Lord,  to  be   thine       Sin,  with  its    fol  -  lies,  I 

4.  Near  -er,  still  near  -  er,  while  life  shall  last,      Till  all   its  strug-glesand 

j  rj-«-  jl 


^r- 


precious  thou  art ; 

Je-sus  my  King; 
glad-ly  re-sign ; 

tri  -  als  are  past ; 


Fold  me,  O   fold  me  close  to  thy  breast,    Shelter  me 
On  -  ly  my  sin  -  ful,  now  contrite  heart.  Grant  me  the 
All    of   its  pleasures,  pomp  and  its  pride.  Give  me  but 
TheD  thro'  e-  teruity,  ev  -  er  I'll    be         Nearer,  my 


safe  in  that  "Haven  of  Rest,"  Shelter  me  safe   in  that  "Haven  of  Rest." 
cleansing  thy  blood  doth  impart,  Grant  me  the  cleansing  thy  blood  dot  h  impart. 
Je-sus.  my  Lord  cruci  -  tied,    Give  me  but  Je-sus,  my  Lord  cruci  -  fit  d. 
Saviour,  still  nearer  to  thee,    Near-er,  mv  Sav-iour,  still  nearer  to  thee. 
■&•  l        l  ..        -(2-  -•- 


No.  98. 

Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


FOLLOW  ME. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Jesns  call'd  the  rug-  ged    fish  -  ers       By  the  sea    of  Gal  -  i  -  lee, 

2.  Up  the  mountain  side  so  drear  -  y,      Echoing  down  the  rocky  steep, 
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"  If  thou  wouldst  he  my  dis- ci  -  pie,  Leave  thy  nets  and  fol- low    me." 
Hear  the  Shepherd's  voice  so  tender,       Calling  for  his  wand' ring  sheep  ; 


*-•-#-  -*-•-  -0- 
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So  his   gen- tie  voice    is  call-ing,     Wea-ry   sin  -  ner,  calling    thee, 
' '  Sheep  of  mine,  why  art  thou  straying     On  the  mountains  hleak  and  cold  ? 


j__^g|i  4  fig 
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' '  Leave  the  world  and  sin  be  -  hind  you,    Take  thy  cross  and  fol-  low  me. ' ' 
Follow  me,     I'll  safe- ly     lead  you       To  the  shel-  ter  of    the  fold." 


^=^ 
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FOLLOW  ME -Concluded. 


Chorus.  Very  softly. 


3E 


3.— ^ 

Where  he  leads  me  I    will  follow,  Where  he  leads  me    I 


will   follow ; 


Ip^r^g^l 


Where  he  leads  me  I 


will  follow, 


I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all    the  way. 


"I  have  watched  thee  growing  weary 

In  the  desert  wastes  of  sin  ; 
I  have  yearned  to  have  thee  near  me, 

And  have  tried  thy  heart  to  win. 
I  would  give  thee  peace  and  comfort, 

Rest  from  all  this  sin  and  strife, 
Follow  me,  and  I  will  guide  thee, 

I'm  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life." 


4  "Follow  closely  in  my  footprints, 

To  the  right  or  left  ne'er  stray  ; 
Straight  the  gate,  the  way  is  narrow, 

But  it  leads  to  endless  day. 
In  my  Father's  house  in  glory, 

Mansions  fair  are  waiting  thee ; 
Give  thy  weary  wand'rings  over, 

Take  thy  cross  and  follow  me." 
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NO  SHADOWS  YONDER. 

WM.  J.  KlEKPATEICK. 
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1.  No  shadows  yonder!  All  light  and  song!  Each  day  I  wander,  And  say,  "how  long 

2.  No  weeping  yonder!   All  fled  away!   While  here  I  wander,  Each  weary  day, 

3.  No  partings  yonder!  NortimenorspaceJHeartse'ershallsunder,  In  that  blest  place; 

4.  None  wanting  yonder!  Bought  by  the  Lamb!  No  more  to  wander;  Crown,robe,and  palm; 
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Shall  time  me  sunder  From  that  dear  throng! 


time  me  sunder  From  that  dear  throng  f ' ' 


And  sadly  ponder  My  long,  long  stayljVnd  sadly  ponder  My  long,  long  stay 
Dearer  and  fonder,  Sav'd  by  his  gr; 
Loud  as  night's  thunder,  Chant  hea?  Ys  glad 
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ace;  Dearer  and  fonder,  Sav'd  by  his  grace 
in ;  Loud  as  night's  thunder,  Chant  hear  Ys  glad  psalm. 
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IS  IT  ALL  FOR  ME? 


Frank  E.  Graeff. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  There's  a     bless  -  ed  old  sto  -  ry, 

2.  In       that   bless  -  ed  old  sto  -  ry 

3.  In       that   bless  -  ed  old  sto  -  ry, 


so  wondrous  -  ly  sweet,  That  I 
I  heard  long  a  -  go  There's  a 
nn  -  changing,  yet  new,  There's  a 


4.   And    that   bless  -  ed   old    sto  -  ry  more   won-  der  -  ful  grows   As     it 
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heard,  and  it  seemed  like   a      dream,   For  it   told     of     a      Saviour 
fountain  whose  deep  wa  -  ters      flow        With  pow  -  er    di-  vine    to 
prom-  ise  of  strength  for  the      weak,  And  for  those  who  have  fallen, 
tells     of      a      cit  -  y,  most      fair,  Where  no  sor-  row  can    en  -  ter, 

so 

wash 
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nor 
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cious  and  kind,  Who  had  died  on   a    cross   to      re  -  deem.   Then  I 
stains   a  -  way       And  cleanse  the  heart  whiter  than     snow.  Then  my 

it   may    be,     There's  help  for  each  one  who  may    seek.       So    I 
•  ness,  nor  death,     Nor     sin     in     its    hap  -  pi-  ness    share;   And  it 
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looked  thro'  my  tears   to    the  hill    far     a  -  way,  Where  I  saw  Him,  by 
soul      in    its  need  sought  the  stream  far  and  wide,  For  I    read  "for  the 
read      it       again,  and  my  heart  throbbed  with  joy,  Lo!  "My  grace  is  suf- 
tells      of       a      mansion  he's  gone   to     prepare  For       all  who  from 
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IS  IT  ALL  FOR  ME  ?— Concluded. 
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faith,  on  the  tree,     And  I  asked,  as  I  heard  him  pray  "Father,  forgive," 

sin  -  ful  'tis  free,"    And  I  asked,  as  I  plunged  in  its  crimson-dyed  flood, 

fi  -  cient  for  thee;"     And   I  asked,  as  I  came  to  the  One  who  has  died, 

sin    here  are  free,         And    I  asVed,  as    I    read   it     a  -  gain  and  again, 
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Refrain,  piw  miosso. 
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Is    it  true?  Can  it  all    be    for      me? 
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It  is  true!  It    is  true!  So 
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wondrous  and  true,  For  the  Saviour  from  sin  sets  me     free! It    is 

sets  me  free  I 
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true!  It  is  true!  So  wondrous  and  true!  It  is   all   for   me,    for    me! 
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for  me  ! 

3   M 


No.  101. 

Jennie  E.  Hussey 


TEND  MY  SHEEP. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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Have  you  heard  the  Master  say  -  ing, 
Have  you  heard  the  shepherd  calling, 
"If  ye  love  me,  keep  my  say -ing: 
Then  how  sweet,  when  night  is  falling, 
1-r-J 1- 
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"Go  and  feed  my  lambs  to  -  day? 

'Bring  the  wand'rers  to  the   fold 

Go  and  tend  my  sheep  to  -  day; 

Not   to  come  to     him    a  -  lone ! 
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On  the  mountains  they  are   straying,  Faint  with  hunger,    far      a  -  way." 
Ere  the   ev'ning  shades  are  fall-  ing  O'er  the  mountains  drear  and  cold?" 
Far  from  home  their  steps  are  straying,  From  the  straight  and  narrow  way." 
O   what  joy    to     hear  him     calling,  "Come,  ye  faithful,    to  my  throne!" 


"If  ye   love   me, 


go   and  win  them;  Take  to  them  the  heav'nly  bread; 
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If    ye   love    me,    quickly  bring  them  To  the    liv  -  ing  Fountain-head." 
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No.  102. 

L.  E.  J. 
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WHAT  THOU  WILT. 


L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  Make  me,  Saviour,  what  thou  wilt,  Tho'  in  humble  place     It  may  be  my 

2.  Lead  me,  Saviour,  where  thou  wilt,  Take  my  hand  in  thine;  With  the  glory 

3.  Teach  me,  Saviour,  what  thou  wilt;  May  I  know  thy  Word,  So  that  I  may 

4.  Give  me,  Saviour,  what  thou  wilt,  Be  it  gain  or       loss;        If      I  may  but 
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WHAT  THOU  WILT.-Concluded. 

|                                                        Chorus. 
— =*_! s-T-j 3 — r^ fr 


=^p— -I— R 


:CW=* 


lot     to  dwell,  Showing  there  thy  grace, 

of    thy  love  Make  my  way    to  shine, 

ev-'ry   day     Glo  -  ri  -  fy     my  Lord, 

see  thy  face,      I     will  bear  the  cross. 
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Not   my  own,   not  my  own, 
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Thine  my  life  shall  be;        I  would  not  for  self  retain  Anything  from  thee. 
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No.  103.      SHALL  WE  GATHER  IN  THE  MORNING? 

Arthur  Wilton. 
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Shall  we     gather    in   the    morning       Of    the  day  that  has  no  night? 
When  the  saints  of  all  the     a  -  ges  Gather  round  the  great  white  throne, 
We  shall  walk  the  plains  of  glo  -  ry        In    yon     sunny  land  of  bliss; 
O        the   joy  of  that  bright  morning  When  we  reach  the  blessed  land, 
-» 0 »-*-» — »-■•■■■  ■#— r& & — r~a s srr-m — 0- 
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Yea,  the  tear-drops  of  our  mourning  Shall  give  place  to  songs  of  light. 
We     will  tell  how  God,  so    gracious,      Led     us       to  our  heav'nly  home. 
We   shall  sing  the  old,  old  sto  -    ry        In       a   brighter  world  than  this. 
With  the  heav'nly  chorus  join  -  ing,     Glo  -  ry,     glo  -  ry  to   the  Lamb! 
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D.S. — We    will     follow    in    his  foot -steps  'Till   we  reach  our  heav'nly  home. 
Chorus.  k      s  n        ,    D.S. 
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CHILDREN  OF  THE  KING. 


Jennie  E.  Htjssey. 


Arthur  Wilton. 
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1.  Long  a  -  go  'twas  told  in   sto  -  ry    of  the  children  of  our  God,  How  their 

2.  Are  we  children  of  the  Kingdom  ?  Do  our  lives  show  forth  the  love  That  bro't 

3.  Are  we  growing  meek  and  lowly,  like  the  One  who  walked  with  men,  Sharing 

4.  If      our  lives  reflect    his     glory,    we  shall    daily  praise  his  love,  Tell  the 


lives  showed  forth  his  glory  far  abroad,  And  I  tho't,  "If  we'd  resemble  him  whose 
down  to  earth  our  King,  who  reigns  above?  Are  we  growing  to  the  measure  of  the 
all  their  griefs  and  sorrows,  toil  and  pain  ?  Are  our  lives  more  pure  and  holy  since  our 
sto  -  ry  till  we  reach  our  home  above;  And  the  song  of  our  redemption  thro'  the 
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ness  we  shall  wear,  We  must  serve  him  that  his  image  we  may  bear." 
per  -  feet  Pattern  fair  Giv'n  to  us  that  of  his  glo-  ry  we  may  share? 
hearts  have  let.  him  in?  Are  we  cleansed  from  ev'ry  known  or  hidden  sin? 
courts  of  heav'n  will  ring,  When  we  join  the  ransomed  army  of  the  King. 


Chorus, 
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bear the  Saviour's 

bear  the  Saviour's  like  -  ness,    We    shall 
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ness,    We  shall 
in  grace.      If       we 
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bear  the    Saviour's 


hail 


grace, Changed  from 

dai  -  ly     grow    in    grace,   Changed  from 
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CHILDREN  OF  THE  KING. -Concluded, 
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glo     -     -      - 
glory      in  ■   to 


ry    in-  to   glo         -  ry,  Till  we  see  his  blessed  face, 

o  -  ry.  Till  we    see   his    blessed  lace, 
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No.  105. 


NO  NIGHT  THERE. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  'Tis  sweet  to  think,  as  night  comes  on,  Dark  and  drear,  E'er  stars  come  twin 

2.  'Tis  sweet  to  think,  when  round  us  lie  Grief  and     care,  That  Jesus  hear: 

3.  'Tissweet  to  think  that   we  shall  be     Free    from  sin,  When  thro'  the  sh 
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one  by  one  Earth  to  cheer,  There  is'a  world  where  comes  no  night,  It  needs  no 
softest  sigh  Breathed  in  prayer;  And  if  we  love  him  we  shall  see  That  land  from 
portals  we     En  -  ter     in,  Behold  the  Lamb  upon  the  throne,  Be  claimed  by 
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sun  or  moon  to  light,  For  Jesus'  presence  makes  it  bright.  No  night  there, 
sin     and   sorrow  free,  And  O    we  know  that  there  will  be  No  night  there, 
his  own,  in   regions   ev 


Je 


er  bright  and  fair.  No  night  there. 


No  night  there,  No  night  there,  For  Jesus'  presence  makes  it  bright;  No  night  there. 

:|=|j=:ir=^zgrFg=^^=pg.-(g=p^: 


z^=pbN 


-t- 


C'opjrighi   M.UMI1I,  t,j  Hall-Mack  Co. 


No.  106.  WHEN  LOVE  SHINES  IN. 

Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck.  Wm.  J. 


KlRKrA  TRICK. 


1.  Je-  sus  cuines  with  pow'r  to  gladden,  When  love  shines  in,     Ev  -  'ry  life  that 

2.  How  the  world  will  glow  wit li  beauty,  When  love  shines  in,  And  the  heart  re- 

3.  Darkest  sorrows  will  grow  brighter,  When  love  shines  in,   And  the  heaviest 

4.  We       may  have  unlading  splendor,  WThen  love  shines  in,  And    a  friendship 
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woe  can  sadden,  When  love  shines  in. 
joice  in  du-  ty,  When  love  shines  in. 
bur-  den,  lighter,  When  love  shines  in. 
true    and   tender,  When  love  shines  in. 
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Love  will  teach  us  how  to  pray; 
Tri  -  als  may    be  sane-  ti-  fied, 
'Tis    the   glo  -  ry  that  will  throw 
When  earth- vict'riea  shall  be  won 
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Love  will  drive  the  gloom  away,  Turn  our  darkness  into  day,  W  hen  love  shines  in. 
And  the  soul  in  peace  abide.  Life  will  all  be  glo  -  rified,  When  love  shines  in. 
Light  to  show  us  where  to  go;  O  the  heart  shall  blessing  know  When  love  shines  in. 
And    our  life  in  heav'n  begun,  There  will  be  no  need  of  sun,  For  love  shines  in. 
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When  love  shines         in, When  love     shines      in,        How  the  heart  is 

When  love  shines  in 
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When  love  shines  in,When  love  shines  in, 


When  love  shines  in, 
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tuned  to  singing,  When  love  shines  in;T7....  When  love  shines      in, When 

When  love  shines  in  ; When  love  shines  in, 
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When  love  shines  in, When  love  shines  in, 

Capjright  1902,  t>j  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatriofc 


WHEN  LOVE  SHINES  IN -Concluded. 
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in,     Joy  and  peace  to  others  bringing,  When  love  shines  in. 

when  love  shines  in. 
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When  love  shines  in. 


No.  107. 

C.  A.  M. 


I  LOVE  HIM. 


C.  Austin  Mjles. 


1.  I   love  him  because  I  know  him,     I    feel  him  ev-  er  standing  at  my  side; 

2.  I  love  him  because  I  trust  him,  Thro'  days  of  joy  or  moments  filled  with  grief; 

3.  I    love  him  because  he  suffered  And  hung  upon    the  cross  of    Calvary, 

4.  I'  11  love  him  till,  crossing  Jordan,  My  feet  shall  stand  upon  the  golden  shore, 


When  tempted,  he's  always  with  me,  He  still  will  love,  whate'er  be-  tide. 
When  prostrate  I  fall  before  him,  His  Word  alone  can  give  re  -  lief. 
And,  dy-  ing,  he  sealed  my  pardon  With  his  own  blood  upon  the  tree. 
And  then,  in  my  home  e  -  ternal,  I'll  love  and  praise  him  ever    -    more. 


I    love  him,    O  yes,  I     love  him,  And,  best  of  all,  he  loves  me,    too. 
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No  108. 


KEEP  ON  THE  SUNNY  SIDE. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


(Revised.) 


Wm.  J.  KmirrATRicK. 


1.  There's  a  light       a  -   bove,   There   are   smiles      of      love,   When  in 

2.  Tho'  the     rain  -  drops     fall         In      the    hearts      of        all,         In     our 

3.  Let     us      trust       the    Lord,   Trust     his      gra  -  cious    word,   That    no 
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good  will 
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we 

we 
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bide;  There  are  gold  -  en  rays  Cheering 
fide;  There  are  heav'nly  gleams,  And  sweet 
nied;      With   a     faith        in      him     That    no 
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rug    -    ged    ways;     Let     us  keep  on 

prom  -  ise    beams,  When  we  keep  on 

shad  -  ows     dim,       Let      us  keep  on 


Walking  in  light,  Our  souls  will  be  bright;  O  keep  on  the  sun-  ny        side 

m.    e-    a  _e_    m.  .a.  .*-  ^     :£    if:  .«.  .*.  -*-  :£    -ft?>-* 

zztztt 

I 

Copyright.  MDCCCSCTV,  and  MCMII,  by  Wm   J.  Kirkj.'Urick. 


No,  109. 


KNOW  HE'S  MINE. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
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Fkank  Butts. 
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1.  There's  One  a-bove  all  earthly  friends  Whose  love  ail  earthly  love  transcends, 

2.  He's  mine  because    he   died  for    me,    He  saved  my  soul,  he  set  me  free; 

3.  He's  mine   because   he's    in    my  heart,  And  nev-  er,  nev- er  will  we  part; 

4.  Some  day  up  -  on    the  streets  of  gold  Mine  eyes  his  glo-  ry  shall  behold, 
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It        is    my  Lord  and  Christ  divine,  My  Lord,  because    I  know  he's  mine. 
With  joy    I  worship  at  his  shrine  And  cry,  "Praise  God,  I  know  he's  mine." 
Just   as     the  brancli  is    to  the  vine  I'm  joined  to  Christ;  I  know  he's  mine. 
Then,  while  his  arms  around  me  twine,  I'll  cry  for  joy,  "I  know  he's  mine." 


I  know  he's    mine,  ....    this  friend  so      dear,  ....      He  lives  with 

I  know  he's  mine,  this  friend  so  dear, 
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me, he's     ev 

He  lives  v.'ith  me, 
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near ; Ten      thousand 

he's  ev  -  er    near; 
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charms  .  .   around  him  shine,   .   .  And,  best  of  all,     I  know  he's     mine. 
Ten  thousand  charms  around  him  shine, 
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DOING  HIS  WILL. 


Mrs.  C.  II.  Morris. 


K<m  milium* 


i 


irr*  *B^r5 


1.  Just  to  trust   in  the  Lord,  just  to  lean  on  his  word,  Just  to  feel     I    am 

2.  When  my  way  darkest  seems,  when  are  blighted  my  dreams,  Just  to  feel  that  the 

3.  Then  my  heart  will  be  light,  then  my  path  will  be  bright,    If  I'  ve  Je  -  sus  for 
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his    ev- '  ry  day;        Just  to  walk  by  his  side  with  his  Spir-  it  to  guide,  Just  to 
Lord  knoweth  best;      Just  to  yield  to  his  will,  just  to  trust  and  be  still,  Just  to 
my  dearest  friend;     Counting  all  loss  but  gain,  such  a  friend  to  obtain,  True  and 
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fol  -  low  where  he  leads  the  way. 


lean      on  his  bos  -  om  and  rest 
faitfr    ful  he'll  be      to    the  end 
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Just  to    say  what  he  wants  me   to 
what  ho 


say,  And  be  still  when  he  whispers  to       me;... Just  to 

wa^cs  me  to  say,  when  he  whispers  to  me; 
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go  where  he  wants  me  to    go, Just  to  be  what  he  wants  me  to  be. 

where  he  wants  me  to  go, 
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No.  111.        WAITING  WITH  JOYFUL  HEARTS. 


Ada  Blenkhorn 


E.  S.  Howard. 
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1.  Waiting  with  joyful  hearts  to  hear  our  blessed  Lord's  command,  Ready  beneath  the 

2.  Keeping  the  blood-stain'd  cross  and  victor's  crown  before  our  view,  Praying  for  grace  and 

3.  Knowing  the  God  of  battles  will  his  soldiers  true  defend, Trusting  his  promise 
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ban-ner  of  his  cross  to  take  our  stand;  Folio w-ing  in  his  steps  thro'  cloudless 
strength  the  conflict  dai-ly  to     renew;  Forward  we  press,  that  we  at  last  may 
that  he  will  be  with  us  to  the  end;  We  will  en-dure  as  see-ing  him  who 

JL  •  JL        K        fc  _  JL.^-(ZL  3  JL.     J-    J..     JL     0.'    9L 

0  '  m — #-=— r 


few 


-\t—\ t 


=p= 


3=£ 


t- 


:t= 


&$-- 


& — N — N — P — -*s — s^ — \- 


^ttg 


4-. 


day  or  darkest  night,  Loyal  and  true  to  him  amid  the  thickest  of  the  fight. 

win  the  glorious  prize  Jesus  will  give  to  all  his  faithful  ones  beyond  the  skies 

doth  our  place  prepare,  Where  we  shall  see  him  face  to  face,  and  all  his  glory  share 
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Wait     -     ing  for  our  Lord's  command,  Read     -     y   by  his  cross  to  stand, 

Wait-ing    for    our  bless-  ed  Lord's  command,  Read-y    by    his  cross    to     take  our    stand. 
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Walk    •    ing  in  the  steps  of  Je-  sus     To the  promised  land. 

WaHc-ing    in      the  yer  -  y  steps    of     Je  -  sus      To  the  peace-ful.peace-ful  promised  land 
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No.  112.       STAND  UP,  STAND  OP  FOR  JESUS. 


George  Doffield. 


Adam  Getbkl. 


1.  Stand  up, stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  Ye   soldiers  of  the  cross ;  Lift  high  his  royal 

2.  Stand  up, stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  The  trumpet  call  o  -  bey,  Forth  to  the  mighty 

3.  Stand  up, stand  up  for  Je  -  sus, Stand  in  his  strength  alone;  The  arm  of  flesh  will 

4.  Stand  up, stand  up  fir  Je  -  sus,  The  strife  will  not  be  long;  This  day  the  noise  of 

III    I 
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con  - 
fail 
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ner,  It  must  not  suf-fer  loss:  From  vic-t'ry  un-  to  vie-  fry  His 
flict,  In  this  his  glorious  day ;  "Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  him  "  A- 
you,  Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  ;  Put  on  thegos-pel  arm-  or,  Each 
tie,  The  next,  the  vie- tor's  song:     To   him  that  o- ver- com- eth,     A 
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army  shaULe  lead,    Till   ev-'ryfoeis    vanquish  d,AndChrist  is  Lord  indeed, 
gainst  un  number' J  foes;  Let  courage  rise  with  danger,  And  strength  to  strength  oppose, 
piece  putonwithpray'r;  Where  duty  calls, or  danger,  Be  nev-er  want-ing  there, 
crown  of  life  shall  be;    He  with  the  Kingof  glo-  ry  Shall  reign  e-ter-nal-  ly. 


Opjrtght,  1801,  by  Geibel  ft  Ltiiman.    Krom  ••  UDllfted  Voloet,"  bj  per. 


STAND  UP,  STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS.-Concluded. 

Chorus.  Harmony.  1  j        . 


mmmmm 


i 


=* 


r 


Stand    up  for 

Stand      up,  stand    up    for 


Je  -  sus, 
Je  -    sus, 


7 


w- 


y-fr 


Ye     sol-diers  of    the      cross; 


Lift 
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high  his  roy  -  al      ban  -  ner,  It  must  not,      it    must  not    suf  -  fer  loss. 
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No.  113. 


Rev.  H.  J.  Zellet. 
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DRAW  NEARER,  JESUS. 
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Rev.  Wm.  Stone. 
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Draw  near-  er, 
Draw  near-  er, 
Draw  near-  er, 
Draw  near-  er, 
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Je  -  sus,  how  good  thou  art, 
Je  -  sus,     I    need  thee    so, 
Je  -  sus,  leave  not    a  -  lone, 
Je  -  sus,  'stab-  lish  niy   feet, 
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Draw  near-er, 
Draw  near-er, 
Draw  near-er, 
Draw  near-er. 


Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
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near-  er  my  heart;  Thou  knowest  I  love  tbee  far  more  than  all,     Just  now  come 

where'er  I      go;      Come  quickly   to    me,  come  as  I     pray,   Just  now  come 

I    am  thy  own;      Sa  -  tan    as-sails   me,  be  thou  my  shield,  Just  now  come 

make  me  complete;  Teach  me  the  les-sons,  all  I  should  learu,  Just  now  come 
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near  -  er, 
near  -  er, 
near  -  er, 
near  -  er, 
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fall, 
stray, 
yield, 
turn. 
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5  Draw  nearer,  Jesus,  give  me  thy  peace, 
Draw  nearer,  Jesus,  and  doubts  will  cease; 
Give  me  thy  presence,  answer  my  cry, 
Just  now  come  nearer,  lest  I  die. 

6  Draw  nearer,  Jesus,  fill  me  with  love, 
Draw  nearer,  Jesus,  lift  me  above; 
Stay  close  beside  me,  lest  I  should  roam, 
Just  now  come  nearer,  guide  me  home. 


Copyright.  MCMIII,  by  Hall. Mack  Co. 
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.  114.  'TIS  LOVE,  REDEEMING  LOVE. 

0.  A.  M.  C.  Austin  Miles 
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i.   Faith-  ful      id  he,     and  great  his  mercies    are,  Lasting     is     his    lore, 

2.  Love  found   a  way       to     res  -  cue  fall-  en    man,  Love  so    full  and   free, 

3.  "Love   is     the  chain,  the  gold-en  chain  that  binds,  Hap-py  souls  a  -  bove, 
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last-ing    is   his  love;  All     thro'  his  word    his  prom-is  -  es     de-clare,   His 
love  so  full  and  free;' Twas  love  that  formed  and  carried  on  the  plan,    And 
happy  souls  a  -  bove;  He      is     an  heir       of  heav'nin-deed  who  finds,  His 
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love  shall  nev-er  move, 
sent   my  Lord  to   me. 
bosom  glow  with  love." 
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'Tis  love,  'tis  love,  re-deeming  love, 'Tis  love  thr 
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will       a-   bide, 'Tis  love  that  knows  no     ebb     nor 

that      ev  -  er  will    a  -  bide, 
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flow, '  Tis  love  that  opened  wide  a  crimson  tide,  That  washes  whit 

no  ebb  uor  flow, 
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No.  115 
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1.  I  am  glad  that  God  the  Father  loved  our  fallen,    sinful   race, 

2.  I  am  glad  that  Je-  sus  came  to  earth  to  seek  and  save  the  lost, 

3.  I  am  glad  that  when  I  came  to  him,  a     sinner,  lost,  undone, 

4.  I    am  glad  for  all  the  peace  and  joy  I  have  in  him  each  day, 
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glad, 
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I  am  glad;  I   am  glad  for    all    the  kindness    of     his 

I  am  glad;  I   am  glad  he   paid  the     ransom  price,  tho* 

I  am  glad;  I   am  glad  he  spoke  the  word  of  peace  and 

1,  I  am  glad:        And  for  all   the  sweet  communion      in    this 

I  am  glad,  I  am  glad ;  ■ 
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matchless,  bonndless  grace;  I  am 

at      such  wondrous  cost,      I  am 

bid      my  fears    be  gone,      I  am 

bless  -  ed   heav'nly  way,      I  arn 
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glad, 
glad, 
glad 


I   am    glad, 
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am  glad, 

am  glad, 

am  glad, 

am  glad. 
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glo  -  ry      I    Bh'all  see,    Hal  -  le   -  lujahl  (Hallelujahl)I    am   gladl 
Chorus.      ..       ■. 


I    am  gl  id  he  bought  my  pardon  with  a  price  so   full  and  free;    I     am 
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glad   he     opened   heaven's  gates  so  wide  for   you  and   me; 
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No.  116.     NO  CONDEMNATION,  NO  SEPARATION. 


Jennie  Evelyn  Hussey. 

To  my  esteemed  friend,  Professor  W.  S.  Weedeo. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  Who  shall  ev-  er    sep-arate  us  from  the  wondrous  love  of  Christ?  Neither 

2.  Who  is  he  that  shall  condemn  us,  when  our  Lord  for  us  hath  died?  And  he 

3.  Who  shall  ev  -  er    separate  us  from  the  love  of  Christ,  our  Lord  ?  Neither 
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per    -    se-  cution,  famine,  nor  distress;     Princi  -pal-  i- ties  nor  powers,  neither 

said,  "F 11  not  condemn  you ;  sin  no  more. "  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader  than  all 

per   -    ils   on  the  sea  or  on  the  land;    Not  imprisonment  nor  fasting,  nor  the 
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angels  from  on  high  E'er  shall  cause  that  love  to  weaken  or  grow  less, 
oth-  er  love  beside,  And  our  sins  by  Je-  sus'  blood  are  covered  o'er, 
swift,  relentless  sword;  Never  foe     disturb,  and  nev  -  er  trait -or  stand. 
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Neither  height  nor  depth  can  sever  from  that  love  so  strong  and  pure,  For  he 

He     'has  promised  to     forget  them,  and  remove  them  far  a-  way — All  the 

When  his     en  -  emies  are  conquered  and  our  vie-  to  -  ry    is  won,  When  the 
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Cho. — There  is  now  no     condemnation;   for  he  took  our  sins    a- way,  And  he 
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promised  ne'er  to  leave  us  nor  forsake;  So  we'll  trust  in  him  forever,   for  the 
heavy  load  of  guilt  and  sin  and  shame.  And  our  ransom  has  been  purchased  that  doth 
hosts     of  sin  at  last  are  put  to  flight,  We  shall  join  the  ransomed  army  at  the 
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nailed  them  to  his  cross  on  Calva-  ry.  There  can  be  no  sep  -  aration;  for  'He's 

Copjrijht,  1902,  bj  Hill-Mack  Co 
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SO  CONDEMNATION,  NO  SEPARATION.-Concluded. 
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Chorus. 
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Word  of  God  is  sure — Till  at  last  in  his  own  likeness  we  aw 
make  us  free  today,  Signed  and  sealed  and  given  us  in  Je  -  sus' 
set  -  ting  of   the  sun,   In  the  land   of     ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  love  and 
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light. 
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just   the  same  to-day,"  And  his  love  still  reaches  out     to    you   and  me. 


No.  117.  WELCOME,  HOLY  COMFORTER. 

Flora  Kirkland.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  O        blessed  Ho-ly   Spir- it!  Most  precious,  welcome  Guest!  In  thine  a- 

2.  Thy    silent,    mighty   presence     Uplifts  and  comforts  me;   Thy  pow'r  il- 

3.  Thou  bringest  to  remembrance,    In  time   of  fear  or    need,  The  word  thy 

4.  Thou  seal  of  my   re-  demption,  O    Com- forter     di  -  vine!    Rejoic  -  ing 
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Chorus. 
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biding  presence  My  soul  hath  found  sweet  rest. 
lumes  God's  message  That  I  its  love  may   see. 
pow'r  hath  taught  me,  Thou  Comforter  indeed! 
in      thy  presence,    I  know  that  Christ  is  mine! 


Welcome,        welcome, 

Welcome,  welcome, 
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Spirit  from    a  -  bove,        Ho  -   ly        Comforter,     Seal   of   perfect  love. 

Blessed.  Holy 
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No.  118. 

Eev.  H.  J.  Zelley. 


WILLING  TO  BLESS. 


Rev.  Wm.  Stoke. 
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1.  O  come  to  Christ  with  all  your  sin,   He's  willing  to  bless  you  now 

2.  O  come  to  Christ  with  all  your  grief,  He's  willing  to  bless  you  now 

3.  O  come  to  Christ  with  all  your  care,  He's  willing  to  bless  you  now 

4.  O  come  to  Christ,  your  friend  indeed,  He's  willing  to  bless  you  now 
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And   he   will  make  you  pure  within.   He's  will-  ing  to  bless  you   now. 

And   he   will  give  you  sweet  re-  lief,   He's  will-  ing  to  bless  you   now. 

"lis  his    de- light    to   answer  pray' r,  He's  will- ing  to  bless  you   now. 

And  he'll  sup- ply  your   ev-  'ry  need,  He's  will-  ing  to  bless  you   now. 
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He'll  answeryourpray'r,yourburdensbear, He's  willing  to  bless  you    now. 
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'TIS  HEAVEN. 


1.  Since  Christ  my  soul  from  sin  set  free, This  world  has  been  a  heav'n  to  me; 

2.  Once  heaven  seem'd  a   far-off  place.  Till  Je-sus  show'd  his  smiling  face; 

3.  What  matters  where  on  earth  we  dwell?  On  mountain  top,  or   in    the  dell; 
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WHERE  JESUS  IS,  'TIS  HEAVEN.-Concluded. 


And  'mid  earth's  sorrows  and  its  woe,  'Tis  heav'n  my  Je-  sus  here  to  know. 
Now  it's   be-  gun  with-  in   my  soul,  'Twill  last  while  endless  a  -  ges  roll. 
In   cottage,    or       a   mansion  fair,  Where  Je  sus  is,    'tis  heav-  en  there. 
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jah,  yes,  'tis  heav'n,  'Tis  heav'n  to  know  my  sins  forgiv'n; 
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On  land   or  sea,  what  matters  where,  Where  Jesus  is, 
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'tis  heav  en  there. 


No.  120. 

Jennie  E.  Hussey 


FOR  YOU  HE  DIED. 


KlRKPATRICK. 

Fine 
Vrz? 


1    J      O  soul,  unsav'd  from  all  yoursin,  If  you  should  stand  to-night 
*  \  And  knock  and  wait  at  heaven's  gate,  Would  Jesus'  ( Omit )    voiceinvite? 

n  j      O  since  for  you  he  shed  his  blood  Up  on  the  cru- el  tree, 
'  \  With  outstretch'd  hands  hewaitiug  stands,  To  give  you  f  Omit )    pardon  free. 


Z>.C — O  come  to  him  to-day  and  win  A- bundant  (Omit )  entrance  there. 

Chorus, 
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3  O  wand'ring  one,  the  Shepherd  kind 
Is  seeking  you  to-day; 
Where'er  you  roam  afiir  from  home, 
He  follows  where  you  stray. 


Copyright,  MCMIII,  by  Wm.  J.  KIrkpatriok. 


4  And  when  you  trembling  turn 
And  heed  his  loving  voice, 
Around  the  throne  where  stand  his  own 
The  ransomed  saints  rejoice. 


No.  121. 


I  WILL  BEAR  THE  CROSS. 


Thomas  Shepherd.     Alt. 


Rev.  Wm.  Stone.     Arr. 
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1.  Must  Je  -  sus  bear   the  cross    a  -  lone,   And     all      the  world  go    free? 

2.  How  hap- py    are    the  saints  a-bove,  Who  once  went  sorrowing  here! 

3.  The  con  -  se  -  crat  -  ed  cross  I'll  bear,    Till  death  shall  set    me    free; 
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No,  there's  a  cross  for  ev-'ry  one,  And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 
But  now  they  taste  un  -  mingled  love,  And  joy  without  a  tear. 
And   then   go  home  my  crown  to  wear,  For  there's     a  crown  for      me. 
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Chortts. 


j==^=^tj4=^ 


-I— =--N— N- 


-*_=_# 


H— d-r-al—  -« 5 3- 


-• — *— "i- 


rrnr 


I will  bear  the  cross  for  Je- sus,    I will  bear  the  cross  for  Je6us, 

I  will  bear  the  cross,  I  will  bear  the  cross, 
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I will  bear  the  cross  for  Je  -  sus,  He  bore  the  cross  for    me. 

I  will  bear  the  cross,  for  me. 
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No.  122.    WHAT  WILT  THOU  HAVE  ME  TO  DO? 


B.  A.  R. 


Arr.  from  M.  C.  by  P.  P.  Bilhoew. 
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1.  Lord, thou  hast  granted   sal- va- tion     to  me,  What  wilt  thou  have 

2.  Since    I     am  saved  by   the  Cru-  ci  -  fied  One,  What  wilt  thou  have 

3.  Par- don  is  grantedthro'  Him  who  hath  died,  What  wilt  thou  have 

4.  Read  -  y    and  will-  ing  thy  voice  to       o  -  bey,  What  wilt  thou  have 
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me  to  do? 
me  to  do? 
me  to  do? 
me  to  do? 
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From  Sa-tan's  bondage    at  last     I     am  free,  What  wilt  thou  have  me  to  do? 

I  would  point  others     to  God's  on  -  ly  Son,  What  wilt  thou  have  me  to  do? 

I     am    so  hap-py   withtheeat    my  side,  What  wilt  thou  have  me  to  do? 

Bid    me    to    fol-  low  thee  day   un-  to   dav,  What  wilt  thou  have  me  to  do? 
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Refrain.     Faster. 
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What  wilt  thou  have  me    to      do?      Where  wilt  thou  have  me    to      go? 
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Je-  bus,  my  Mas-ter,  thy  will  shall  be  mine, What  wilt  thou  have  me  to  dc? 
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No.  123. 


THE  INNER  CIRCLE. 


PtJfcaUfl  t» Rtt  J.  Wilbur  Chapman,  D.  D.,  and  firat  iunj  In  the  Union  Meeting!  at  Mount  Vernon  In  Noremtwr  189S. 

Flora  Kirkland.  W.  S.  Weeden. 
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Have  you  heard  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus  Whisper,  "I  have  chosen 
As  the  first  dis  -  ci- pies  followed,  As  they  went  where'er  he 
Or,  if  he  shall  choose  to  send  us  On  some  er  -  rand  in  his 
Master,    at      thy   foot-stool  kneeling,    We,  thy  children,    humbly 


you?" 
sent ; 
name, 
wait ; 
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Does  he    tell    you     in  commun  -  ion  What  he  wish  -  es  you   to      do  ? 

So    to  -  day     we,    too,  may  fol  -  low,      On  his  lead  -  ing  still  in  -  tent. 

We  can  serve  him     as   dis  -  ci  -  pies,    For  our  place    is  just  the   same. 

Lead  us,  send     us,  bless  us,   use      us,     Till  we     en  -  ter  heaven's  gate. 

IS 


ES£ 


£ 


±=* 


E 


ttc 


s^ 


~^jt 


rrTTTFT 


■1 — -p— V 


JiL-x 


Chobus. 
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Are  you' in        the        in- ner  cir-cle?  Have  you  heard  the     Master's  call? 
Are  you  in  the   in- ner    cir-cle?  Have  you  heard  the  Master's  call? 
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Have  you  giv'  n  your      life   to    Je  -  sus  ?    Is   he  now  your  All     in     all  ? 
Have  you  giv' n  your 
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No.  124. 

A.  A.  Pay*. 


MY  SAVIOUR. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  He  will  hear  me  when  I  call,  He  will  help  me  when  I  fall,  My  Saviour,  my 

2.  I   will  la-  bor,  I  will  pray,  I  will  trust  him  ev'ry  day,    My  Saviour,  my 

3.  When  I'm  weary  and  distressed,  I  will  go   to  him  for  rest,   My  Saviour,  my 

4.  May   I  nev-  er,  never  stray  From  thy  precious  side  away,  My  Saviour,  my 
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Saviour  ;  He  will  give  me  strength  to  bear  Ev'  ry  grief  that  may  appear  ;  My 
Sav  -  iour  ;    I   will  look  to  him  in  faith,  I  will  trust  him  un-til  death  ;  My 
Sav  -  iour  ;  To    his  loving  arms  I'  11  fly,  Ev-'  ry  need  he  will  supply,    My 
Sav  -  iour  ;  Naught  of  e-  vil  will  I  fear,  While  I  have  my  Saviour  near ;  My 
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Chorus. 
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jill     in  all    is     he.    Yes,   a    sat  -  is  -  fy-  ing  portion  is   my  Saviour,  My 
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Saviour,  my  Saviour  ;  My  rock,  my  stay,  bv  night  and  day  My  all  in  all  is  he. 
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No.  125.       WHAT  ARE  YOU  DOING  FOR  JESUS? 


Emily  P.  Miller. 


J.  Lincoln  Hal^. 


1.  What  are  you  do  -  ing  for  Je  -  sus,        As     youjour-ney  thro  life? 

2.  What  are  you  do  -  ing  for  Je  -  sus?  Are   you  striv-ing  each  day, 

3.  What  are  you  do  -  ing  for  Je  -  sus?  Soon  comes  set-ting    of  sun; 
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Sow- ing  the  grain  for    the  har  -  vest,  Or   scat- ter- ing   seeds  of      strife? 

By     lit  -  tie      acts  of  kind  -  ness,  To      bright- en   someone's  way? 

Ha6t-  en   and  tell   the  glad  tid  -   ings,  Lest  you  leave  some  work  un- done. 
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Chokus. 
What 
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are         you  do 
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What  are  you  do-ing  for  Je- sus  your  friend?  What  are  you  doing  for  Jesus  to  day? 
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What  are  you  do-ing  for  J  e-sus  your  friend.,  As  thedays  go   by,daysgo    by? 


;^zp  =P:=p=p— P=Pz 
»=:k=k— k— k=k=k= 


:gz=g= e=z~=-D 


£=E: 


1 1-1 t^ 


What 


you  do 


for  Je 


What  are  y 

1=5 


•ou  do-  ing  for  Je-sus  your  friend?  What  are  you  doing  for  Jesus  to-day  ? 
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What  are  you  do- ing  for     J e- sus  your  friend,  As  the   days  go    by,daysgoby? 
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No.  126. 

Mrs.  Mary  D.  James. 


CONSECRATION. 


Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp. 


1.  My  bod  -  y,  soul,  and  spir-it,    Je-sus,     I  give    to     thee,     A    con-se-cra- ted 

2.  O      Je-sus,  mighty  Saviour,  I    trust    in  thy  great  name,    1    look  for  thy  sal  - 

3.  O     let  the  Are,  descending  Just  now  up-  on    my    soul,  Consume  my  humble 

4.  I'm  thine,  O  blessed   Je  -  sus,Wash'd  by  thy  precious  blood, Now  seal  me  by  thy 


Chorus 
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off- 'ring,  Thine  ev  -  er-more  to       be 
va  -  tion,  Thy  prom-isenow     I        cla 
off-'ring,  And  cleanse  and  make  me  whole 
Spir  -   it,     A       sac  -  ri-flce    to       God. 
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From  "  Notes  of  J 


By  per. 


No.  127. 

J.  H.  S. 


ONLY  TRUST  HIM. 


J.  H.  Stockton 


1.  Come,  ev    -    'ry    soul  by       sin  oppress'd,  There's  mer  -  ey  with    the  Lord, 

2.  For       Je    -    sus  shed  his      pre  -  cious  blood.  Rich  blessings    to      be  -  stow; 

3.  Yes,      Je    -    sus      is  the  Truth,    the  Way,  That    leads  you    in  -  to      rest; 

4.  Come,  then,    and  join  this       ho    -    ly  band,  And      on     to     glo  -  ry      go, 
J >  ■*-'*--*•---       -*- 


And      he  will  sure  -  ly       give      you  rest      By    trust-ing     in     his   word. 

Plunge    now  In  -  to       the    crim  -   son  flood  That  wash -es  white  as     snow. 

Be  -  lieve  in    him   with  -out         de  -  lay,  And    you    are    ful  -  ly      blest. 

To    dwell  in    that      ce   -    lea    -    tial  land,  Where  joys  im-mor- tal    flow. 


Chorus, 
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On   -   ly  trust  him, on   -  ly  trust  him,  On-ly  trust  him  now; 

Ho      will  save  you,  he    will  save  you,  He  will  (Omit )  save  you  now. 
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*  The  words  "  Come  to  Jesus  "  may  be  used  for  chorus  instead  of  "  Only  Trust  Him ," 


No.  128.      WORK.  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 

Sidhit  Dteb.  Lowell  Maboic 
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"Work,  forthenightiscomlng,  Work  thro'  the  morning  hours; 1 
Work, while  the  dew  Is  sparkling,  (Omit )  J  Work  "mid  springing  flow 're; 
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D.C.— Work, for  the  night  iscoming,(Omft )  When  man's  work  is  done. 


D.C. 


Work,  when  the  day  grows    bright  -  er, 


Work    in     the  glow  -  ing     sun ; 


2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon  ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store  : 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 


3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies  ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  the  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


No.  129. 


THE  GOSPEL  FEAST. 


Charles  Wesley. 
Cho.  by  H.  L.  G. 


H.  L.  GlLMODE. 


3  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call ; 
The  invitation  is  to  all : 

4  Come,  all  the  world  !  come,  sinner,  thou  I 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

5  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed, 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest ; 

3  Ye  poor,  and  maimed,  and  halt,  and  blind 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 


7  My  message  as  from  God  receive; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live : 

8  O  let  this  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  suffer  him  to  die  in  vain. 

9  See  him  set  forth  before  your  eyes, 
That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice: 

10  His  offered  benefits  embrace, 
And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 


No.  130. 


I  WILL  GO. 


KlRKPATRICK 


1.  1    will  go,      I      can-not  stay  From  the  arms  of  love  a-way;   O  for  strength  of 

2.  Tho'  I  long  have  tried  in  vain, Tried  tobreak  the  tempter's  chain,  Yet  to-night  I'll 

3.  I     am  lost,  and  yet  1  know  Earth  can  nev-er  heal  my  woe;    I  will  rise   at 

4.  Something  whispers  in  my  soul, Tho' my  sins  like  mountains  roll, Jesus'  blood  will 

5.  I        o-bey  the  Sav-iour'scall,  Now  to  him    I    yield  my  all,  Athis  feet,where 
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faith 
try 
once 
make 
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Je  -    sus  died    for  me.  -\ 

a-  gain,    Je  -    sus,  help  thou  me.  f 

and    go,      Je  -    sus  died    for  me.  y 

me  whole,  Je  -    sus  died    for  me.  I 

ers    fall,  There's  a    place   for  me.  ) 


Can    It       be,       O     can    It 


There  is  hope  for    onelikeme?    I    will  go  with  this  my  plea,    JV  sus  died  for  me. 
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No.  131. 


WHILE  JESUS  WHISPERS. 


Will  E.  Witter 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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,    f  While  Je  -  sus  whispers  to    you,  Come,  sin-ner,    cornel 

\  While  we    are   praying  for   you,  Come,  (Omit.. )  sin  -  ner,  come! 


(Now    is      the    time  to  own  him,  Come,  sin-ner,    come! 

\  Now    is      the    time  to  know  him, Come,  (Omit )    sin  -  ner,  come! 
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2  Are  you  too  heavy  ladeii? 

Come,  sinner,  come! 
Jesus  will  bear  your  burden, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 
Jesus  will  not  deceive  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come! 
Jesus  can  now  redeem  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 

Copyright,  18T»,  by  H.  £.  Ptimer 


8  Oh,  hear  his  tender  pleading, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 
Come,  and  receive  the  blessing, 

Come,  sinner,  come! 
While  Jesus  whispers  to  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 
While  we  are  praying  for  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come  1 
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No.  132. 

Wm.  McDonald. 


DOWN  AT  THE  CROSS. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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1.  I        am    com  -  ing     to  the  cross,         I       am     poor    and  weak  and  blind; 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sigh'd  for  thee,  Long    has        e    -    vil   dwelt  with-in ; 

3.  Here  I    give      my    all  to  thee,  Friends,  and  time,  and  earth- ly   store, 

4.  In      the  prom  -  is  -  es  I  trust,  In      the    cleans- ing  blood  con- flde; 

5.  Je  -    sus  comes,  he    fills  my  soul,  Per-  feet-   ed        in    love     1      am. 
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I       am  count- ing     all    but  dross,       I       shall    full      sal  -   va  -  tion  find. 

Je  -   sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to      me;       "I       will  cleanse  you  from  all     sin." 

Soul   and  bod  -   y,    thine  to      be—    "VVhol  -  ly     thine     for       ev  -  er-more. 

I       am  prostrate     in     the   dust,        I       with  Christ    am      cru  -  ci  -  fled. 

I       am    ev  -  'ry    whit  made  whole,  Glo  -   ry,     glo   -    ry         to     the  Lambf 
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Down  at     the  cross  I       lay   my    sins, 


There  at     the  cross  they     lie ; 


I  W       a.    ■  |  -       "      y  f  f 

Down  at    thecrossl         lay    my      sins,     There  at     the  cross  I'll     die. 
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No.  133. 

J.  W.  V. 


SAVED  THROUGH  JESUS'  BLOOD. 

J.  W.  VanDeVenter. 
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1.  Some-time  we'll  stand  before thejudgment  bar,  The  quick,  the  ris-  en    dead; 

2.  I'll    then      receive  a  bright  and  s-tar-ry  crown,  As  on   -  ly  God  can   give; 

3.  Then    we  shall  meet  to  nev-er  part     a  -  gain  ;  Our  toil   will  then  be    o'er; 
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The  Lord  will  then  make  known  the  record  there;  Our  names  will  all  be  read. 

And  when  I've  been  with  him  ten  thousand  years,  I'll  have  no  less  to      live. 

We'll   lay    our  burdens  down  at  Je  -  sus' feet.  And  rest      for-ev-er    more. 
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SAVED  THROUGH  JESUS'  BLOOD -Concluded 


I'll  be  present  when  the  roll  is  called,  Pure  and  spotless  thro'  the  crimson  flood  ; 
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will    an-swer  when  they  call  my  name;  Saved  thro'  Je  -  sus'   blood. 


"2-      -— £ 


z=»z 


s 


:t=: 


rp- 


No.  134.     LET  JESUS  COME  INTO 


C.  H.  M. 


YOUR  HEART. 

Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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If  yon  are  tired  of  the  load  of  your  sin, 

2.  If   'tis  for  pur -j-ty  now  that  you  sigh, 

3.  If  there's  a  tempest  your  voice  cannot  still, 

4.  If  friends, once  trusted,  have  proven  untrue, 

5.  Ifyou  wouldjoin  the  glad  songs  of  the  hlest, 
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Let  Je  -  sus  come  into  your  heart ; 
Let  Je  -  sus  come  into  your  heart ; 
Let  Je  -  sus  come  into  your  heart ; 
Let  Je  -  sus  come  into  your  heart ; 
Let  Je  -  sus  come  into  your  heart ; 
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If   you  de-sire  a  new  life  to  be-  gin,  Let  Je  -sus  come  into  your  heart. 

Fountains  for  cleansing  are  flowing  near  by,  Let  Je  -sus  come  into  your  heart. 

If  there's  a  void  this  world  never  can  fill,  Let  Je  -sus  come  into  your  heart. 

Find  whai  a  Friend  he  will  be  unto  you,  Let  Je -sus  come  into  your  heart. 

If  you  would  enter  the  mansions  of  rest, Let  Je  -sus  come  into  your  heart. 
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Chorus. 


ig=pazz=g=g— ^=^=g=|-g^^zrii 


Just 
Just 


now, 
now. 


now,  your  doubtings  give  o'er ;  Just 
now,   my  doubtings  are  o'er ;  Just 

-J --,-g h— m—  -      , 


re  -  ject  him 
re -ject - ing 


Just    now,  throw  o  pen  the  door;  Let   Je  -  sus  come  in  -  to  your    heart. 
Just    now,    I         o-pen  the  door  And  Je  -  sus  comesin-to    my     heart. 
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No.  135.  JESUS  IS  MINE! 

Mrs.  Catharine  J.  Bonar. 


T.  E.  Perkins,  by  per. 
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1.  Fade,    fade,  each  earth  -  ly    joy,       Je    -  bus  is 

2.  Tein.pt  not      my    soul      a  -  way,     Je   -  sus  is 

3.  Fare  -  well,    ye  dreams  of  night,    Je   -  sus  is 

4.  Fare  -  well,  mor-  tal  -   i  -   ty,        Je  -  sus  is 

at"      .at       at 
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mine!  Break,    ev  -   'ry 

mine!  Here  would     I 

mine !  Lost       in      this 

mine .'  Wei  -  come,    e   - 

J-.*, .    at  •     at     at 
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Je  -  sus 

is       mine!    Dark 

is       the    wil  -   der-  ness, 

ev    -   er 

stay, 

Je  -  sus 

is       mine!      Per  - 

ish  -  ing  things    of     clay, 

dawn-  ing 

light, 

Je  -  sus 

is        mine!      All 

that    my   soul     has    tried 

ter  -   ni - 

ty, 

Je  -  sus 

is       mine!     "Wel- 

come,    0    loved   and    blest, 
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Earth  has  no  rest 
Born  but  for  one 
Left  but  a  dis  ■ 
Wel-come, sweet  see 
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•  ing  place,  Je  -  sus    a  -  lone  can  bless,  Je 

brief  day,  Pass  from  my  hearta  -  way,  Je 

mal  void,  Je-sus  has   sat  -  is  -  fled,  Je 

nes  of  rest,  Welcome,  my  Saviour's  breast,  Je 
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sus 
sus 
sus 
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is  mine ! 

is  mine! 

is  mine ! 

is  mine! 


No.  136. 

Rev.  S.  G.  Harmer. 


REST  FOR  THE  WEARY. 


Rev.  W.  McDonald. 


In    the  Christian's  home  in    glo  -  ry.     There    re-mains      a  land  of     rest: 

i-  \  There  my  Saviour's  gone  be-  fore    me,  (Omit ) 

9  /Pain  nor    sick-ness  ne'er  shall  en  -  ter,      Grief    nor    woe    my  lot  shall  share; 

~  >  But     in    that    ce  -  les  -  tial    cen-tre,   (Omit..... ) 

Sing,  oh,   sing,  ye   heirs    of     glo-  ry;    Shout  your    triumphs  as   you 

Zi  -  on's  gates  will     o  -  pen    for    you,  (Omit 

'  at-^-r   i-   t  ■  T    g  .,   - — s-r^— «=*=-£--. 


go; 


To    ful  -  fill  my  soul's  re-  quest 

I       a  crown  of  life    shall  wear 

You  shall  find  an  en-  trance  thro'. 


'There  is 
the 


rest       for  the  wea-  ry,  There  is 
oth-ersideof     Jor-dan,  In    the 
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rest     for    the  weary,  There  is    rest        for  the  wea-ry,  There  is  rest     for  you. 
sweet  fields  of     Eden,  Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming.There  is  rest     for  you. 
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No.  137.    WHAT  A  FRIEND  WE  HAVE  IN  JESUS. 


Joseph  Sceiven. 
—I h— js- 


SUS, 


Charles  C.  Converse. 
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1.  What   a  friend  we  have  in     Je  -  sus,      All     our  sins  and  griefs  to  hear; 

2.  Have  we    tri  -  als  and  terup-ta  -  tions?     Is    there  trouble     an-ywhere? 

3.  Are     we  weak  and  heav-y  -  la  -  den,    Cumbered  with   a    load    of  care? 


What  a  priv  -  i  -  lege  to  car  -  ry 
We  should  nev-  er  be  dis  -  couraged, 
Pre-  cious  Saviour,  still  our    ref-uge, 


Ev  -  'rything  to  God  in  prayer. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  piayer. 
Take     it     to    the  Lord   in  prayer. 
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D.8.- All  because  we  do  not  car  -  ry 
D.S.-Je  -  sus  knows  our  ev-  'ry  weakness, 
D.S.-In  his  arms  he'll  take  and  shield  thee 


PI 


irS- 


l=tfl 


-m 1- 


=t 


Oh,  what  peace  we  oft  -  en  for  -  feit, 
Can  we  find  a  Frieud  so  faith  -  ful, 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  for- sake  thee' 
•0-  •     -a-     -m-     -g-     -g- -g-      -&>- 


Ev  -  'rything  to  God  in  prayer. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  piayer. 
Thou  wilt  find     a    sol  -  ace    there. 

Oh,  what  needless  pain  we    bear — 
Who  will  all   our  sorrows  share? 
'    Take     it     to   the  Lord  in  prayer; 
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No.  138. 

A.  M.  TOPLADY. 


Used  by  permission. 

ROCK  OF  AGES. 

TOPLADY,    7s,  61 


Thos.  Hastings. 


1.  Rock     of     A    -    ges,    cleft    for    me,      Let    me  hide      my- self  in    thee; 

2.  Could  my  tears      for  -    ev  -  er     flow,  Could  my  zeal        no    languor  know, 

3.  While    I    draw     this    fleet- ing  breath,  When  my  eyes    shall  close  in  death, 
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Let     the     wa  -   ter    and  the    blood,    From  thy  wound-  ed  side  that  flow'd, 
These  for      sin    could  not     a  -  tone  ;    Thou  must  save,   and  thou    a  -  lone ; 
When    I      rise       to  worlds  unknown,   And     be  -  hold    thee  on    thy  throne, 
L, — m-^-^-i — m — :(t — m *=> 3tj — m — s^ — m — -"*?"- 


Be      of     sin      the     doub  -  le    cure,    Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

In     my    hand     no     price     I     bring,  Sim- ply      to       thy  cross    I    cling. 

Rock    of       A  -    ges»,    cleft    for     me,      Let    me    hide     my  -  self    in    thee. 
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No.  139. 


NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 


Mrs.  S.  F.  Adams. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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er,    my  God,   to  thee,  Near  -  er    to   thee;     E'en    tho'    it     be       across, 

like     a   wan-der  -  er,      Day-light  all  gone,    Dark-ness    be     o-   ver  me, 

let    the  way    ap-pear,  Steps   un- to  heav'n;  And  that  thou  send-est  me, 

if,      on  joy  -  ful  wing,  Cleav-ing  the  sky,     Sun,  moon,  and  stars  tor-got 
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-Near  -  er,    my  God,  to  thee, 
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That  rais-eth  me! 
My  rest  a  stone; 
In  mer-cy  giv'n; 
Up- ward    I     fly; 


Still 
Yet 
An  - 

Still 


my  song  shall  be,  Near  -  er,  my  God, 

in    my  dreams  I'd  be,  Near  -  er,  my  God, 

gels    to    beck -on    me  Near  -  er,  my  God, 

all    my  song  shall  be,  Near  -  er,  my  God, 


to  thee! 
to  thee, 
to  thee, 
to  thes! 


Near-er 


thee! 


No.  140. 

"W.  COWPEE. 


THERE  IS  A  FOUNTAIN. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  There    is        a  fount-ain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Im-man-uel's  veins; 
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And    sin -ners  plunged  be-neath  that  flood,    Lose    all   their  guilt -y     stains, 
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Loso    all      their    guilt -y 
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2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fount-ain  in  his  day; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

8  Thou  dying  Lamb!  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 


4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save,  [tongue, 

When    this    poor    lisping,    stammering 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


No.  141. 

James  Nicholson. 


WHITER  THAN  SNOW. 


Wm.  G.  Fischeb. 
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1.  Lord  Jesus,    I    long    to    be    per-fect-ly  whole;      I  want  tbee  for-ev   -  er    to 

2.  Lord  Jesus, look  down  from  thy  throne  in  the  skies,  And  help  me  to  makeacom- 

3.  Lord  Je-sus,  for  this      I  most  humbly  en- treat;    I    wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  thy 

4.  Lord  Je-sus,  thou  seest       I      pa-tient-ly    wait:  Come  now,  and  within  me  a 
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live    in    my    soul;  Break  down  ev 
plete   sac  -  ri  -  rice;        I     give    up 

cru  -  ci  -  fled    feet,    By    faith,  for 
new  heart  ere  -  ate;     To  those  who 


•'ry       i-    dol,  cast    out    ev-'ry    foe;    Now 
my  -  self,  and  what  ev   -  er      I    know:    O 
my  cleansing,     I      see  thy  blood  flow:    O 
have  sought  thee,thou  never  said'st  "  No,"  O 
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No.  142. 

Faber. 


HE  IS  CALLING. 


Arr.  bv  S.  J.  Vail. 
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■   /There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy,  Like  the  wldeness  of  the  sea:  ) 
■  I  There's  a  kindness  in  his  justice  Which  is  more  than  (Omit )  /  lib  -  er-  ty. 


2  There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 
And  more  graces  for  the  good: 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour; 
There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 

8  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind; 


And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderful  and  kind. 
4  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple. 
We  should  take  him  at  his  word; 

And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunsnino 
In  the  sweetness  of  the  lord. 


No.  143.        LOVE  DIVINE,  ALL  LOVE  EXCELLING. 


Charles  Wesley 
-fa 


John  Zundel. 


1.  Love   di  -  vino,  all    love    ex  -  cell  -  ing, 

2.  Breathe,0  breathe  thy  lov-ing  Spir-it 

3.  Come,  al-might-y      to       de  -  liv  -   er, 

4.  Fin  -  ish  then  thy  new    ere  -    a  -  tion; 
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Joy      of  heav'n,  to  earth  comedown! 
In    -    to       ev  -  'ry    troubled  breast ! 
Let        us      all     thy     life     re  -  eeive; 
Pure    and  spot  -  less     let     us       be; 
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us    thy  hum  -  ble  dwell  -ing;  All 

in    thee     in  -  her  -    it,  Let 

re  -  turn,  and    nev  -  er,  Nev 

see  thy    great  sal  -  va  -   tion,  Per  - 


m 

thy    faith -ful    mer  -  cies  crown. 

us        find  that    sec  -  ond    rest. 

er     more  thy    tern  -  pies  leave: 
feet  -   ly       re  -  stored  in     thee: 


Je  -  sus,  thou  art 

Take   a  -  way  our 

Thee  we  would  bo 

Changed  from  glo-ry 


all    com  -  pas-  sion,  Pure    un-bound  -  ed    love  thou    art; 
bent    to       sin-ning;  Al  -  pha    and       O  -  me  -   ga       be; 
al  -  ways  bless-ing,  Serve  thee    as       thy  hosts    a   -   bove, 
in  -    to_    glo  -  ry,     Till      in  heaven  we    take    our  place, 

J *-r-» * « 


r 


:tz 


"Z=l 

Vis-  it      us    with  thy    sal  -  va  -  tion;  En  -   ter       ev  -    'ry    trembling  heart. 
End  of  faith,  as     its      be-  gin-ning.  Set      our  hearts   at     lib-    er  -    ty. 
Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceas-  ing,  Glo  -    ry       in       thy  per  -  feet    love. 
Till  we    cast  our  crowns  be  -  fore  thee,  Lost     in     won  -  der,  love,  and  praise. 
_-. _ ,_ * m ,j- g-,-« 1« * -?--£- 1 _j — r 
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No.  144.         GRACIOUS  SPIRIT,  LOVE  DIVINE. 


John  Stocker. 


Louis  Moreait  Gottschalk. 
-J    .  _T«,  -1- 


S=t*=2=jz:|sz^i£i=^_i 


1.  Gra  -  cious  Spir  -  it,  Love    di  -  vine, 

2.  Speak  thy  pardoning  grace  to    me; 

3.  Life    and  peace    to     me     im-part; 

4.  Let     rne    nev  -    cr  from  thee  stray; 

rA 


i 

Let    thy    light  with-in      me  shine! 

Set    the    burdened  sin  -  ner  free; 

va  -  tion    on     my  heart; 

in       the  nar  -  row  way; 

I 


Seal    sal 
Keep  me 


iiii  ' 


All      my    guilt -y    fears    re - 
Lead  me     to        the  Lamb  of 
Breathe  thy-self     in  -    to     my 
Fill     my    soul  with  joy    di  - 

J^  i    ,       rA  ... 


-3«- 
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move;  Fill     me    with  thy  heav'nly  love. 

God;  Wash  me     in      his    pre-cious  blood, 

breast,  Earn- est     of       im  -  mor-  tal  rest, 

vine;  Keep  me,  Lord,  for  -  ev  -    er  thine. 


Urn 


u- 1 


No.  145.  STEP  OUT  ON  THE  PROMISE. 

Maggie  Potter.     Arr.  by  E.  F.  M. 


1.  O  mourn-  er 

2.  O      ye     that 

3.  Who  sighs  for 

4.  Step  out     on 


=«=!= 


§=%b 
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E.  F.  MlLLEB. 

— K 


=^=3= 


SH 


in      Zi  -   on,  how  bless- ed  art  thou,     For    Je  -  sus    is 
are  hun  -  gry  and  thirst  -  y,    re-joice!    For    ye  shall  be 

a  heart  from    in-   iq  -   ui- ty    free?       0   poor,troubled 
the  prom-' ise,  and  Christ  you  shall  win, "The  blood  of  his 


:=l=cr 


-^= 


0 — j 


wait-  ing      to  com  -  fort  thee  now,       Fear  not      to 

filled;   do    you  hear  that  sweet  voice      In-  vit  -  ing 

soul!  there's  a  prom  -  ise    for  thee,   There's  rest,  wea 

Son  cleans- eth  us    from  all     sin,"       It  cleans- eth 


re  -  ly 
you  now 

ry    one, 
me   now, 


the 
the 
the 
-le  ■ 


:|»=r|K 

1 — '-| 6»— I P 

word    of  thy  God;       Step   out    on  the  promise, — get 

ban-quet  of    God?      Step  out    on  the  promise, — get 

bo-somof    God;      Step   out    on  the  promise, — get 

lu  -  jah  to    God!  I      rest    on  his  promise, — I'm 

— I*  *    f — g    I   <m  • — rrr-S'—r^Si'-'--^' — "S— |-^S~ — *»— — [^JrirfE — "*~~~ 


un-der  the  blood, 

un-der  the  blood, 

un-der  the  blood, 

un-der  the  blood. 


-|— 


From  "  The  Shout  of  Victory."     By  per. 


NO.  146,  Henry  F.  Lyte.  EVENTIDE. 

, 1—. — I 1- 


10S.    William  Henry  Monk. 


1.  A  -  bide  with 

2.  Swift  to      its  close 

3.  I  need    thy  pres 

4.  I  fear     no  foe, 

fc^daEEE 


-i — !- 

Is 


me;     fast    falls 


2=83 


ebbs 
ence 
with 


-r 

the     e  -  ven 

out  life's  lit  -  tie 

ev  -  'ry  pass-in^ 

thee    at  hand  to 


mm 


% 
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tide;      The  dark- ness 

day:  Earth's  joys  grow 

hour;   What  but     thy 

bless;     Ills  have    no 


^S^d=5=i^EE_W=I^EEEi=|=^^^|Hi 


deep  -  ens 

dim,       its 

grace      can 

weight,   and 


Lord,  with  me  a 
glo  -  ries  pass  a 
foil      the   tempter's 

tears     no      bit  -  ter 


bide!    When 

-  way ;  Change 
pow'r?   Who, 

-  ness ;  Where 


oth  -  er       help 
and     de   -  cay        in 
like    thy  -   self,      my 
is  death's  sting?  where, 


fail,  and  comforts 

all       a-round   I 

guide  and  stay  can 

grave,  thy  vie  -   to 

_>     V'     f — iB- 


See, 

see; 
be? 
ry? 


¥^r?=r- 


Help     of    the  help- less,    O       a- bide  with 

0  thou,  who  chan^est  not,    a- bide  with 
Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine, Lord,  a-  bide  with 

1  tri-umph  still,   if  thou    a- bide  with 

EBB gEEff — i»-J 


me! 
me! 
me! 
me! 


m 


No.  147. 


GOD  IS  FAITHFUL. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


SI 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 

i 1 


is  faith  -  ful, 

is  faith  -  ful; 

is  faith  -  ful; 

is  faith  -  ful; 


—    ■    ■      ■ 1 Is— 

ev  -  er  faith  -  ful;    He   will    sure  -  ly    keep  his  word; 
he  will    do       it;    Not    my    own  weak  heart  1    trust, 
this  my    ref  -  uge  When  the  storms  of       tri  -  al    rise; 
he  will  make  me  More  than  conqueror    in    the  strife; 


limpi 


To  the  ut  - 
But  his  Spir 
Help  Is  com 
Yield  -ing  whol 


m 


^c 


Fine. 


U 

ter-  most  ful  -  All  -  ing      Ev  -  'ry  prom  - 
It    dwell-ing    in       me,  Wise  and    ho   - 
ing,  swift-ly     com- ing  From  the  hills 
-  ly        to  his  guid-ance,  This    is    bless  - 


ise       I  have  heard, 
ly,   kind  and  just, 
be-  yond  the  skies, 
ing,    this   is     life! 


m 


4= 


msm 


&.S.— God    is    faith  -  ful, 
Chorus. 


ev- 


El; 

=1= 
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er    faith  -  ful;     He  will  keep    me  night  and  day. 


=Mrf^ 


God   is    faith  -  ful,     ev  -  er    faith  -  ful; 


I    will  trust  him      all  the  way; 


— 3 »« — *«— I l^lr        |  zzzz^=zz£_l 
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London  Hymn  Book. 

— i — 


&.=*^* 


z^r^zS 


Ccmvriirht.  1898.  bv  Wm.  J   Kirkoatriok. 

MY  JfcSUb,  1  LUVt  1HEE. 

-J->J*  rJ  Uiil 


A.  J.  GORDOH 

E3EIE3 

E3d=S 


zl=*i 


1.  My         Je   -   sua,  I  love   thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine,  For    thee     all  the 

2.  I          love   thee,  be  -  cause  thou  hast  first  lov-ed     me,    And  purchased  my 
8.1  will  love   thee    in  life,      I  will  love   thee  in   death,  And  praise  thee  as 
4.    In      man  -  sions  of  glo   -  ry  and  end  -  less    de  -  light,  I'll     ev   -    er     a- 


fol   -  lies    of      sin        I 

par  -  don   on     Cal   -   va  ■ 

long     as    thou  lend  -  est 

dore   thee    in    heav  -  en 


re  -  sign ;  My  gra  -  cious  Re 
ry's  tree;  I  love  thee  for 
me  breath  ;  And   say   when  the 

so  bright;  I'll    sing   with  the 


deem  -  er,  my 
wear  -   ing   the 

death  -  dew  lies 
glit   -    ter  -  ing 


Sav-iour  art 
thorns  on  thy 

cold  on  my 
crown  on  my 


r 

thou,  If 
brow;  If 
brow,  If 
brow;  If 


ev  -  er  I  loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

ev  -  er  I  Joved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

ev  -  er  I  loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

ev  -  er  I  loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 


Br  DermiaaioiL. 


No,  149. 

Reginald  Heber. 


HOLY,  HOLY,  HOLY. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


--7=1- 


Ho-  ly,  ho-  ly, 
Ho-ly,  ho-  ly, 
Ho-  ly,  ho  -  ly, 
Ho-  ly,  ho-  ly, 


ho 
ho 
ho 
ho 


I 

-  ly! 

-  ly! 

-  iy! 

-  ly! 


Lord  God  Al  -  might  -  y!  Ear- ly  in 
all  the  saints  a  -  dore  thee,  Casting  down 
tho'  the  darkness  hide  thee,  Tho'  the  eye 
Lord    God  Al- might -y!    All  thy  works 


the 

their 

of 

shall 


morn-ing    our  song  shall  rise     to 
golden  crowns  a-round  the  glass  -  y 
sin-ful  man  thy    glo-  ry  may    not 
praise  thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and 


thee; 
sea; 
see; 
sea; 


Ho 

Cher 

On- 

Ho- 


ly,  ho  -  ly, 

•  u  -  bim  and 

ly  thou  art 

ly,  ho-  ly, 


ho  -    ly! 
ser-a-pnim 

ho  -    ly! 
ho   -     ly! 


mer  -  ci  -  ful  and  might  -  y,      God      iia  Three  Per  -  sons, 
fall-ing  down  be  -  fore   thee, "Which  wert,  and  art,  and 
there  is  none  be  -  side   thee,    Per -feet    in  power,  in 
mer- ci  -  ful  and  might  -  y,      God     in  Three  Per  -  sons, 


blessed  Trin  -  i  -    ty! 

ev  -  er-more  shalt  be. 
love,  in    pu  -  ri  -  ty. 
blessed  Trin  -  i  -    ty! 


pg==gr=gz; 


No.  150. 


SAVIOUR,  PILOT  ME. 


Hopper. 


E.  Gould. 
k       .  Fine. 


1.  Je   -    bus,  Rav  -  ionr,    pi  -    lot     me         O  -    ver    life's    tempestuous    sea; 

2.  As        a    moth-   er    stills    her  child    Thou  canst  hush    the     o  -  cean  wild; 

3.  When  at    last         I     near    the  shore,    And  the.  fear  -    ful  breakers    roar 


-r— g.-l-*-- — g — r — r~i~^ r,  ~a~H 


D.C. — Chart  and  com  -  pass  came  from  thee 
D.C.— Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
D.C— May      I      hear    thee    say     to      me, 


-fe» — v — \r-\-f—  F 


»Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
Sav-lour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
1        will    pi  -  lot    me.' 


Unknown  waves 
Boisterous  waves 
'Twixt  me    and 


, I IS 

m^===b===£==fc\=:&===zm- 

be -fore   me     roll 
o  -  bey    thy 


D.C. 


Hld-ing   rock    and  treach'rous  shoal-. 

Will    When  thou  say'st  to  them  "Be      still.'' 

the  peace-ful     rest,    Then, while  lean  -  ing    on      thy    breast, 

m-- »— I— m- 
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No.  151.  MY 

Ray  Palmer. 


FAITH  LOOKS  UP  TO  THEE, 


(OLIVET.     6s,  4s.) 


LOWTJU,  MASOW. 


1    My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-  va-  ry,   Saviour  dl-  vine ;  Now  hear  me 
2.  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  tainting  heart.  My  zeal  inspire !  As  Thou  ha»- 


while  I  pray.  Take  all  my  guilt  a-  way,    O     let  me  from  thisdav  Bewhol  -  ly  thine! 
died  for  me,    O  may  my  love  to  Tuee  Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be  A  living  fire  I 


3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  Guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  Thee  aside. 


When  ends  life's  transient  dream. 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll ; 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove; 
O  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul  I 


.  152.  MY  COUNTRY!  'TIS  OF  THEE. 

S.F.Smith.  (America.   63, 4S.)  Ad.  Henry  Carsy. 


1.  My  country! 'tis    of  thee,  Sweet  land  oflib  -  er- ty.      Of  thee  I  sing:  Land  where  mj 

2.  My   na-tive  country,  thee,  Land  of    the   no- ble.  free.  Thy  name  [  love;      I    love  thy 

3.  Let  music  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  song;  Let  mortal 

4.  Our  Father's  God,  to  Thee,  Au- thor  of     lib-er-ty,    To  Thee  we  sing ;  Longmayour 


father's  died !  Landofthe  Pilgrim's  prido!  From  ev'ry  mountain  side.  Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  templed  hills;  M»  heart  with  rapture  thrills.  Like  that  above. 
tongues  awake, Let  all  that  breathe  partakr\  Letrucks  their  silence  break,  The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  holy  light;  Pro  tect  us  by  Thy  might,GreatUod,ourKingt 


No.  153.  COME,  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING. 

C.Wesley.  (Italian  hymn.   6s,  4.)       Felice  Giardhtl 


King  Help  usThvname    to  sing.  Help  us  to  praise;  Father  all- 
Come,Thou  incarnate  Wo-'d,  Gird  on  Th  v  mighty  sword, Our  pray'r  attend ;  Come  and  Thy 
3  Cojjie  bo-  ly   Com  -  former    Thy  sacred  wit-  ness  bear  In  this  glad  hour:  Thou  who  al- 
es be  Hence— evermore !  His  sov'reign 


COME,  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING.    Concluded. 


ri-ous,  0"er  all  vie -to-  ri-ous,  Come,  and  reign  o-ver  us,    Ancient  of  Uays. 
people  bless,  And  give  Thy  word  success :  Spir-it    of     ho  -  liuess,     On    us   de-scend! 
mighty  art,  Now  rule  in    ev- 'ry  heart,  And  ne'er  from  us  depart,  Spir-it     of  pow'r! 
maj-es-ty  May  we  in    glo  -  ry  see,    And  to    e-ter-ni-ty    Love  and  a-dore. 


No.  154. 

P.  Doddridge. 


HAPPY  DAY. 


E.  F.  RlMBAULT. 

■8- 


"0"    &>  ' — 9 — & &~ 

)     6    hap- pv  day,  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee.my  Saviour   and  my  God!)     tt         v 
M  Well  may  this  glowing  heart  re-joice.  And  tell  its  raptures   all  abroad,  j    n  v  iy 

i  )    .g.  as  a  ^. 


^s^M^^^E3=mmwm 


toy,  happy  day^henJeaxs^sh'dmya^^ 


2  O  happv  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 


3  'Tis  done:  the  great  transaction's  done! 
I  am  my  Lord's  and  He  is  mine; 
Ee  drew  hie  and  I  followed  on. 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 


No.  155. 


REVIVE  US  AGAIN. 


Wm.  P.  Mackay. 


J.  J.  Husband. 
I. J  J    i, i     i     , 


1.  We  praise  Tnee.O  God !  for  the  Son  of  Thy  lo  ve,For  Jesus  who  died,  and  is  now  gone  above. 

-«i_    „    JSL    ^S-  A   42-    -£2_ 


Hal  -  le  -  lu-  jah !  thine  the  glo-  ry,  Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah !  A-  men,      Re-  vivo  us 


gain. 

43- 


Z.  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 
Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night. 

S  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  staill. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace. 

Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  way. 

5  Eevive  us  again  ;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love; 
Mi»y  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from  above. 


No.  156.        ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 

-tz-, 1 1 1 1 — , — J |*-_ I- 


Tune— "  Onward," 


Arthur  Sullivan. 


1.  Onward,  Christian  sol- diers!  Marching  as  to    war, With  thecrossof  Je  -    sus 

2.  At  the  sign  of     tri-umph  Satan's  host  doth  flee;  On, then, Christian  soldiers, 

3.  Like    a    mighty      ar  -  my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers, we  are  treading 


I — m m 1 m- 


Go  -  ing  on    be  -  fore,  Christ,  the  roy-al       Mas  -  ter,  Leads  against  the     foe; 
On    to    vie-  to-    ry!    Hell's  foundations    quiv  -  er       At  the  shout  of   praise; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not    di   -    vid  -  ed,     All  one   bod  -  y       we, 

-g'  ,    <& — ,— * — « — * *    ,— 1=2 1= m _ — * 
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Forward  in  -  to    bat  -  tie.     See,  his  banners   go!    1  I 

Brothers,  lift  your  voi-oes,  Loud  your  anthems  raise.  VOnward,  Christian  soldiers! 
One  in  hope  and  doc-trine,  One  in  char-i   -   ty.    j 


No.  157. 


NOW  THE  DAY  IS  OVER. 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 


Joseph  Barnby. 


1.  Now     the 

2.  Je  -    sus, 

3.  Grant    to 

4.  Thro'   the 


day 

give 

lit  ■ 

lonsr 


the 
tie 


wea 
chil 


ver, 

ry 

dren 


5.  When  the  morn  -  ins 


niirht  -  watch  -  es, 


wak  -   ens, 


Night  is  draw  -  ing 
Calm  and  sweet  re 
Vis  -  ions  bright  of 
May  thine  an  -  gels 
Then  may       I  a 


nigh, 
pose; 
thee; 
spread 
rise, 


Shad    -    ows     of       the 
With         thy  tend  -  'rest 
Guard        the  sail  -  ors 
Their    white  wings     a    • 
Pure         and  fresh   and 


even 
bless 
toss 
bove 
sin 


me, 

less 


May 

On 

Watch 

In 


t/d. 

W-=m=- 
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Steal     * 


f 


a  -  cross  the 
our  eye  -  lids 
the  deep  blue 
ing  round  my 
thy    ho  -    ly 


sky. 
close. 

sea. 

bed. 
eyes. 


the       sky. 


No.  158. 

Thos.  Ken, 


D0X0L0GY. 

(Old  Hundred.    L.  M.) 


Lotjih  Bourgeois. 

-m\ -j —         -i— m =5 —  m = m—  — » «?- — S — 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow;  Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  be  -  low; 
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Praise  him  a-  bove,  ye  heav'nly  host;  Praise  Father,  Son,  and  .Ho  -  Iv  Ghost. 

I*!  ~m.  J  J*l 

.at      .*.      js.      jb.       .<,.J  mm  \       m       m.      •£:.        .at.      JfcJ.   ,_ 
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No.  159. 

Thomas  Ken. 


SESSIONS.    L.M. 


L.  0.  Emersjn. 
— •  dr=s = a)   fc5=^— <gz 


Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow;      Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  be-low; 
.(=2 m — m fZ * — m—.—ts> rS, „ — m_  & — s>_  m |_ 
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Praise  him  a-bove,    ye  heav'nly  host;  Praise  Father,  Son, 
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and  Ho  ly  Ghost. 
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Glo-  ry  be    to  the  Father,    and     to  the  Son,  and  to  the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  As  it 
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was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,and  ever  shall  be, world  without  end,  A-man,  Amen. 


^Igip^^l^Sg^iiligg^la 


^=£=£=6=0 


No.  161. 


GLORIA  PATRI.    No.  2. 


SilliHiiilliiiEl 


(Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the    Son,        And      to    the   Ho-ly  Ghost; 

|  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be,  World  without  end,  A- men. 

.o.  _  -£2_  JZL.  jS.   _,«.         _, 


g 


±=t= 


fi= 


-i — ^r  r' 


INDEX. 


Titles  in  Small  Capitals  ;  First  lines  in  Roman  ;  Choruses  in  Italics. 


Abide  with  me, 146 

Above  the  Bright  Blue,  ...  86 
After  all  our  pain  and  sorrow,  .  .  61 
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Step  Out  on  the  Promise,  .  .  145 
Still  Sweeter  Every  Day,  .  .  80 
Such  a  Friend  is  Jesus,  ....  47 
Sweetly,  Lord,  have  we  heard  thee  67 
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There  is  Power  in  the  Blood,  72 
There  shall  be  no  sighing  there.  .  19 
There  was  one  who  was  willing,  .  48 
There's  a  blessed  old  story,  .  .  .  100 
There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy  142 
There's  a  Story  Sweet  and  Tr  12 
There's  a  call  for  valiant  soldiers,  40 
There's  Time  Enough  Yet,  .  .  46 
There's  no  shadow  in  the  valley,  .     52 

There's  One  above  all,      109 

They  are  nailed  to  the  cross,  .  .  48 
They  crowned  the  Master's  head,  45 
They  nailed  my  Lord  upon  the  tre  6 
They  Will  Meet  Me  Over  The  44 

Thou  Art  My  Light,     17 

Tho'  we've  no  abiding  city  here,  .  54 
"fis  Love,  Redeeming  Love,  .  114 
'Tis  sweet  to  think,  as  night  come  105 
'Tis  sweet  to  have  a  faithful  friend  47 
'Twas  the  life  of  Christ, 37 

77 
80 

5 
36 
60 


To  tell  the  matchless  story, 
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1.    SONGS  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

"Speaking  to  each  other  iu  songs  of  the  Spirit." — Kph.  5  :  19. 
D.  W.  M.  Rev.  D.  W.  MylanD. 
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1.  Songs  of  the  Spir  -  it  I'm  sing-ing  to-day,  Songs  of    sal  -  va- tion,   of 

2.  Songs  of  the  Spir-it,  He  cleanses  from  sin,  Cast-ing   out     e  -  vil     and 

3.  Songs  of  the  Spir-it,  He  speaks  of  my  Lord,  Glo-ri  -  ties    Je  -  sus     re- 

4.  Songs  of  the  Spir-  it,  I    hear  His  glad  call,  Mak-ing  me  will- ing    to 
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'       sins  washed  a-way;    Songs   of    the    Par-a-clete   sent  from    a  -  bove, 

fill  -  ing  with-in;     Sontrs    of    the  Spir-it,      1     need  Him  each  hour, 

vealed  in  His  word;    Songs    of    the  Spir  -  it      in-dwell-ing    my    soul, 

leave  friends  and  all  ;  And,  like    Re-bek-ah,    go      out     as    His  Bride, 
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CHORUS. 
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Songs  of  God's  fullness,  the  Spir-it     of    love.         Songs, hap-py 

Com-fort-ing,  guid-ing,  be-stow-ing  His  pow'r. 
Quick'ning  my  bod-y  and  making  me  whole- 
Soon    to  meet  Je  -  sus  and  reign  at  His  side.        Songs  of  the  Spir-it,    yes, 

.      m  -0~      -*~      -0-     -0-*      m         <£-.  m       »" 

0-^—0 0 0 1_- 1 1 i 0- 0.2—  n 0 0 0 0 0- (-— 

-±;h, — 1 y — 1 1 1 1 — (-L — L-„— U — ' H — 1 | ( 1 1 1 — 

"^P—V £— V — V V f—rZ — *         1 H~  V — 1/ — g — t — k — r~ 

#-       !  ,    _  .      ^-| j — h- — fc — f\ — in — E — f^-r-t7^=^zz^:d q 

3z_ — »-^— »--=. — c_ff_i  _g — e — 0 — #_^  e — c*_! a_i — j 

songs.  Songs  of    theheav-en-  ly      Dove;  ...... 

hap  -  py  bright  songs,                                            ho  -   ]v      and     heav-en   -  ly     Dove; 
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Songs,....    blessed  songs Fill  ing  my  soui  with  love 

Songs  of  the  Spir-it,  yes,  blessed,  glad  songs,  perfect  love. 
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Z.   TEEE  JESUS. 

("Weut  and  told  Jesus." 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Tell    Je -sus  when  the   bur-den  seems  too  great  for  you  to  bear;    Go 

2.  Tell    Je  -  sus    all  there  is      to     tell     a  -  bout  your  daily  needs;  A- 

3.  If      you  could  know  how  ten-der-ly  He  makes  our  cares  His  own,  You 

4.  I      tell  Him    all    the    sto  -  ry  now — no   oth  -  er  friend  can  be,    In 
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lay   it   at   the  feet  of  Christ, and  know  that  He  will  care  ;  And  tell  Him 

bout  the  dim  uncertainties  thrcr  which  your  pathway  leads  ;  A  -  bout  the 

would  not  stand  a -part    a-gain  and  bear  the  pain  a-lone  ;  You  would  not 

morning  light  or  evening  shade,  w.hat  Je- sus  is    to    me;     His  hu  -  man 
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all  the  little  things  that  come  to  cloud  your  way    The  puzzles    and  per- 
cherished  hopes  that  lie  crushed  lifeless  at  your  fee '.The  trolden  dreams  left 
miss  the  joy  and  peace  of  walking    at   His  side,     Of    find-ing    tem-pest 
heart  is  still    the  same  to -day  as    yes-ter-day,    And    in     His    love    I 
-*-  -#-    -»-    -»-•     -»-    -0-    -m-  -•■ 
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plex:i-ties  that  trouble  you    to-day. 

unfulfilled,  the    la-bor  in-com-plete. 

changed  to  calm,  and  sorrow  sanctified. 

find  my  rest,  and  in  Hi3  strength  my  stay. 


Tell    Je-sus;He  lis-tens;  Go 


^===-^:p:i=i=::i-?zE?z=5=:S~;=i=zrW-F*=^z=:Tjj=^B 
b  -0-    -0-  -0-* 

tell  Him  all  your  care ;  Tell  Jesus,  He'U  help  you,  your  burdens  He  will  bear. 
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D.  W.  M. 


(S.  S.(  2:  16.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
Arr.  by  J.  M.  Kirk. 


1.  I      have  heavenly  gladness    in    my    soul    to  -  daj7  Which  all  earth-ly 

2.  Oth-er  friends  may  help  me,  be  most  kind  and  true, And  their  love  I'll 

3.  He      is     with  me  when  no  earth-ly  friend  is  near,  He    can    feel    my 

4.  The  sweet  sunshine  of   His  grace  re- fresh -es    me     As      I    walk  life's 


m _« —    w- F F F F F f-* F ri 1 
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joys  out-shine,     Driv-ing    all      my    sad-ness,  doubts  and  fears  a  -  way  ; 
ne'er  re  -  sign,       But    my    Sav-iour     is     the    best    I      ev   -   er   knew — 
soul's  deep  need,  And  His  ten  -  der    love   my  fainting  heart  doth  cheer; 
path  with  Him;     At    the  journey's  end  His  bless-ed    face    I'll    see, 
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It     is      this   that  Christ  is    mine. 
Precious  friend!  1    know  He's  mine. 
0     He      is        a     friend  in  -  deed. 
Where  no    shad-ows      ev  -  er     dim. 


f   w  U 

He  is    mine, His  joy  I 


He    is  mine, 
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know,....       He    a-bides  with  me  where'er  I     go; And  His 

His  joy  I  know,  whei-e'er  I     go; 
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presence  doth  my  heart  en-twine,  Hal-le-lu  -  jah  !  Christ  is  min 
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5.    SAV10UE  OF  m  SOUL 


D.  W.  M. 


-N  \—\ 1 1 — i 1 — \-0 

0 — L» — 0 — m-% — 0 — ' — 


Rev.  D.  W.  Mvland. 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 


When    Je  -  sus  down  from  Glo-ry  came,  'Twas  to    re-deem  my  soul  ; 

His  wond'rous  Grace,  so  full  and  free,    'Twas  to   re-deem  my  soul; 
Thro'  His  a  -  ton  -  ing  death  and  blood,  He  will   re-deem  my  soul ; 

My    sins  are  past,  my  groanings  cease,  For  He   redeems  my  soul ; 
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Be -came  as     man,  and   suffer'd  shame, 'Twas     to  re  -  deem   my 

He    bore  my    sins     up  -  on    the     tree,   'Twas     to  re  -  deem  my 

By    faith    in     this,    I     come    to     God,    Aud      He  re -deems  my 

My   heart  is     filled  with  love  and  peace,  Christ  has  redeemed  my 
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soul.  Je  -  sus,     I'll     trust   Thee,  Thou   hast    re  -  deem'd  me ; 
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give     to    Thee,  Thou    Sav-iour  of    my 
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6.   YES,  OR  NO. 


D.  W,  M. 


(John  21:  16.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


•     m  -0-  -*-  -#-•  -0- 


1.  If      the  Saviour  now  should  ask  thee  Thy  heart's  true  love  to    be  -  stow 

2.  There's  a  love  your  heart  can  give  Him,  A      de  -  vo  -  tion  you  can  show, 

3.  If      you     will      o-bey  and  trust  Him,  You  his  love  and  peace  shall  know, 

4.  His      Di  -vine    and  might-y  presence  You  may  have  where'er  you  go,- 

5.  'Tis     the     on  -  ly  way    of  bless-ing  For     a     mor-tal  here    be  -  low, 
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On   Him,  who    is    thy 

Re-deem-er  ;  Would  you  an- 

swer  yes,    or 

Which  will  bring  the  joy 

of  heav-en ;  Will    you    an 

-sweryes,    or 

For    He  waits    to   free  - 

ly  bless  you;  Will  you   an- 

swer  yes,    or 

As     you    fol  -low  where 

He  lead-eth;  Will  3'ou   an - 

swer  yes,    or 

Ev  -  er      to     say  yes 

to     Je  -  sus,  And    I'll    nev 

-  er   an-swer — 
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nor 
no  ? 

no  ? 

no? 

no. 
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Yes      or     no,     will     you    go?     Je  -  sus    asks,  who  loves 
After  last-Yes,  I'll   go —  glad  -  ly     go,     Fol  -  low  Christ,  who  loves 
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you 

me 
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so; 
so; 


\1£±— 


—0 *- 


Love 
Love 
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and  serve  Him  here  be- low,    Will  you    an-swer 
and  serve  Him  here   be- low,   And  will    nev  -  er 
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7.    RESTING  IN  JESUS. 


J.  W.  H. 


J.  W.   HOLTON 


J^-^ 


_ p, ,-. 1 |_ p, . 


1.  Sweet-ly  I'm  rest-ing    in     Je  -  sus, 

2.  I     am  so   hap-py      in    Je  -  sus, 

3.  O.there's  no  friend  like  my  Je  -  sus, 


Safe  in  the  arms  of  His 
Sweet-ly  He  dwells  in  my 
Broth-er,  come  give  Him  your 
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love;                     There     I   will   rest  me     for  -   ev    -   er,  Will 

soul;                      Fills     me  with  joy  and   with    glad-  ness,  I 

heart ;            Tn      life      He  will  corn-fort    and   bless      you,  In 
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rest   in  His  won-der-ful      love, 
yield  to  His  lov-ing  con  -  trol. 
death  He'll  not  from  you  de  -  part. 
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Come  to  the  arms  of  Je  -  sus, 
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Ye     who  are  wea  -  ry      of 

JP~ 


sin ; 
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Glad  -  ly  He  waits  to     re  - 
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J.  M.  K. 


8.    YIELDED  TO  GOD. 

Rom.  6 :  13. 


Jas.  M,  Kiek. 


US 
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1.  I've  yield-ed  to  God,  and  I'm  saved  ev  ry  hour;  I've  yielded  to  God,  and  I 

2.  I've     entered  the  rest  of  the  peo-ple  of  God,  The  ho  -  ly  of  holies  made 

3.  I've  reckoned  my-self  to  be  dead  un-to  sin,  And  risen  with  Christ,  and  now 
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feel  His  sweet  pow'r;  I've  trusted  His  prom-is-es,  not  one  has  failed  Of 
pure  by  His  blood  ;  His  law  is  with-in,  I  de  -  light  in  His  will,  I've 
He  lives  with -in;    'The  life  more  abundant'  He  cives  un-to   me,     This 
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all   His  good  word,  tho'  the    temp-ter   as-sailed, 
learned  how  to  wait   up  -  on    God    and   be   still, 
o  -  ver  -  flow  life  gives  me    full     vie  -  to  -  ry. 


Sweet,     qui  -  et 
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yield  -  ed  life,     Bless  -  ed    rest  from  all     storm  and  strife;    God's  own 
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peace   now    fills     my  soul,  As      on   Him  my   way        I 


roll. 
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9.  THE  PORTLAND  BRIDGE. 


A.  S.  Copley. 


Last  verse  by  A.  S.  C. 


4 


Harmonized  by  J.  M.  Kirk. 


r-r-^- 


^-*— »-' 0 — 0 r;-gJ 0 — *— J — # 0--0~J 

1      It    was   at   the  break  of  day,  And  the  car  was    on     its   way 

2.  0    how  many  sonls  there  are  That  ride  on    the  sin-ner's   car 

3.  Come,  get  on  the  Christian's  car,  Its  the  saf- est   one    by    lar, 

IN  .#.    .0.       •    .ft.    ._  |N      _     .«. 


eit  -  y   with  its  load  of  precious  souls; 
though  the  way  it  seems  so  safe  to  be, 
land  you  in  the  portals  bright  a  -  bove; 
.».    _#_    _e.  _tS2.. 
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They  so   near  e  -  ter  ■ 

Let  me  warn  you,  sinner  friend, 

Je  -  sus     is    the  en-gin-eer, 

M  -0-        M  *- 
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.p — p. 


Z).  S. — But  the  frost  was  on  the  rails, 
ZXS. —  0  dear  sin-ner,  come  to-night, 
D.S. — Your  whole  life  will  be  in   vain, 

i\      rs       fc     f>       . 
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Yet    so     safe  they  seemed  to  be,      As      a  -  long  the  way  the  street-car 
You  will  meet  an     aw  -  ful    end.  When  God  calls  you  to      a     long    e- 
And  the  way    is      al  -ways  clear,  And  the  pas-sen-gers  are   liv  -  ing 

-0-       -0-  O  _  m     .    -0-       m  • 
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They  are  doomed  to  die,   a  -  las !  they've 
And  now  get  your  heart  made  right, Then  yon're  al-ways  read-y      for     the 
Rid- ing   on    the    dev  -  il's  train,  And  you'll  lose  your  soul,  which  you  can 

Fine. 


grand  -ly     rolled, 
ter  -  ni    -   ty. 
in      His     love. 
-•-  •    ■*■- 
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But     hear    the    warn -ing     cry.      As     swift -ly 
And  though  your  way  seenis  bright,  The    end      is 
0  !     hear    the     Spir  -  it's    call,      He    wel-comes 
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gone  too  far. 
judgment  day. 
not      af  -  ford. 


THE  PORTLAND  BRIDGE -Concluded. 
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tliey  hush  by!  The  bridge  is  o  -  pen,  driv-er,  stop  your  car! 
dark  as  night;  You  know  not  when  God  will  call  you  a  -  way; 
great  and  small,    The  train    is     read  -y,  come  and   get     on     board, 


great  auu  Kiua.ii,      iuh   nam    is      ieau-),  come  auu 
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J.  M.  K. 


10.  ALL  YOUR  CARE. 


Jas.  M.  Kikk. 


it*- 


Is      there  trou-ble      in      your  life? 

2.  Does  your  way  seem  dark    and  drear? 

3.  Is  your  soul  pressed  down  with  grief? 

4.  You    may  bring  your  sick- ness,  too, 
5    Vic  -  t'ry   you  may  have  each  hour, 


Cast 
Cast 

Cast 
Cast 
Cast 


your  care  on 
your  care  on 
your  care  on 
your  care  on 
your  care  on 


Je 


Je  - 

Je  - 
Je  - 
Je  - 


siis ; 
sus? 
sus ; 
sus ; 
sus; 
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Fine. 


Sin 


you  wea  -  ry    with     the  strife? 
Him    ev  -  'ry    doubt    and   fear, 
will  bring  you  sweet    re  -  lief, 
is  blood  there's  health  for  you, 
you    feel   the    tempter's  power, 

Is         m  -0-  "*-    •        -»-  „ 
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and  sick-ness,    suf-  f  ring,  too,        Cast 


Cast  your  care  on 
Cast  your  care  on 
Cast  your  care  on 
Cast  j'our  care  on 
Cast  your  care  on 


it     all    on 


All   your  care  He     bore     for  you, 
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Cast     it     all    on     Je      sus 
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1L    TELL  IT  ABEOAD, 


Jt  W     HOLTON 


1.  Haste  with  the  sto  -  ry,    go,  tell    it      a-broad;  Teli    of  the  Saviour,  His 

2.  '  Go,preachmy  gospel,''  the   Saviour  hath  said,  Give  un-to  oth-  ers'  of 

3.  Strengthen  thy  brother,   go.  give  him  thy  hand.Point  him  to  heaven,  that 

•* — *—£  iff     r    e±=rtMt- 


cross  and  His  blood. 
His  liv  ing  bread, 
beau-ti  ■  ful  land. 


Tell  howBe  fieedlhee  from  sin's  weary  load — 
Comfort  tbe  sad,  let  the  hun-gry  be  fed — 
I 'ell    of  thy     Saviour,  ful  -  fil    His  command- 


Spread  the  glad  tidings  a 


Tell  it  abroad ;    Tell  it  abroad; 
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Spread  the  glad  tidings 
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a-broad,  0  When  thou  art  saved,  show 

the    tidings   a-broad, 
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oth -ers   the  road,  And  spread  the  glad  tidings    a-broad. 

the  tidings  abroad, 
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12.    WALKING  AND  TRUSTING. 


,!SXIiI!  ,  A.  Myland. 

-f\— ft — fr 


Nellie  A  Myland, 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 


Jl       1.  Walking  with  Je- sus,  He    is    my     guide,      He     is     my  strength  and  my 

2.  Trusting  in      Je- sus,  He    is    nxy  trust,  What  joy  and  what  corn-fort    it 

3.  Walking  and  trusting  and  resting  in    Christ,    This    is     my   life    and  my 
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stay; 
brings ; 
song; 


Will-ing    to     fol-  low,  what-  ev  -  er     be -tide,    Since 
Con  -  fid  -ing     so  sweet-  ly      in      Je  -  sus   my  Lord.    My 
This  my      a-     bid -ing  thro'    Je  -  sus     I    have,    The 


ii-  -m-  •      -m-         -m-      -»-     -m-     - 
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Walk 


ing  with  Je 


sus, 


Je-sus  iswitli  me  al  -  way. 
heart  now  with  rapture  can  sing. 

vic-to-rj'  all  the  day    long.    Walkingwith  Jesus, I'mwalkingwith  Jesus, Yes, 
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He     ...       is     my       guide;     .     .  Trust  ing    in 

walkingwith  Je-sus,  with     Jesus  my  guide;        Trusting    in     Je  -  sus,  I' 
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Je                                    sus,  Trusting  what-ev  -  er  be 

trust-ing     in     Je-sus,  Yes,  trusting  what- ev  -  er  be 
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ALL  IN  ALL. 


m±4±m 


Rev.  D.  W.  MylaND. 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1    In    God       I  trust  and  rest     so  sweet,  My  great  Redeera-er     He; 

2.  In  paths     of  peace  He  guides  my  feet,  My  hands  with  work  He  fills ; 

3.  He  leads,  He  keeps  me  all      the  way,  He  dwells  with-in    my  soul; 
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He  saves  and  sane- ti  -  fies  my  soul, From  sickness  sets  me  free. 
And  hum  -  bly  walking  with  my  God,  I  joy  in  what  He  wills. 
I'll  praise  His  name  and  wor- ship  Him,  While  endless  a  -  ges  roll. 
JfU.     _*_    JL 


J ,-_,__ 


soul,  And  His 

soul, yes, fills  my  soul. 


1/     1/  v    V    I 
power     .     .  now,makes  me  whole. 
And  His  power  now  makes  me  whole,  now  makes  me  whole. 
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14.    JESUS  WILL  HELP  YOU. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Mylahd. 
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-  ry, 

flict 


1.  When  you   are     wea 

2.  When    in     tlie    eon  • 

3.  When    in     the    dark-ness 

4.  If      you  lack    wis-dom, 
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Je  -  sus  will  help 

Je  -  sus  will  help 

Je  -  sus  will  help 

Je  -  sus  will  help 
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you, 

lie 

ali 

your 

you, 

0  - 

ver 

the 

.you, 

He 

is 

the 

you, 

He 

will 

en- 
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tri  -  als  and  sorrows  will  bear; 
foe  He  has  triumphed  for  you; 
Day-Star  of  life  un  -  to  thee; 
light- en    the  sub-mis-sive   mind; 


A P 1— 


He  is  a  kind,  com-pas-sion-ate 
Claim-ing  the  vie-  fry,  3011  may  go 
Fol  -  low-ing  Him  the  night-shades  will 

And    in    life's  du-ties,  you  maybe 
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Sav  -  iour,  You  may  in  faith  east  on  Ilim  all  your 
for  -  ward,  Christ,  in  each  con-quest,  your  strength  will  re  ■ 
van  -  ish,    Thou  in  God's  morn-ing    His    t;lo  -  ry  shall 


care, 
new. 
see. 


In  -  to 


the  paths  where  sweet  peace  you  will  find. 
.0.     .0-      p 


Je-sus  will  help  you,  ten-der-ly  help  you,  Help  you  with  grace  in  your  soul ; 
-»-.   .*..   .«.  .0..   .0.    .0.    .0.     .0.  .0. 
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Je  -  sus  will  help  you,  faithfully  help  you;  On  Him  your  burdens  now  roll. 
.0-     .0-  .0.    .0-.  -.0..   .0-  .0-  .0..   .»-  .0. 
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15.   HEALING  FOR  A  LOOK. 


J.  M.  K. 


(Niuu,  21;  9,  Jno,  3;  14.) 
-J 


J  as.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  There  is  healing  for    a    look  at    the   Cru  -  ci  -  fled  One,  If  you 
2        Is  -ra  -  el  in  an-cient  days,  raised  the  serpent  up  on  high,  All  when 
3.   Bless  the    Lord   Oh,  my  soul,  yes-ter-day  to-day  the  same,  Sing  for 
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look  and  be  -  lieve  it  is  done;  Then  look  suff'ring  one 
bit  -  ten,  that  looked  did  not  die,  E-ven  so  the  Son  of  man, 
joy      all   ye    dumb,    leap  ye  lame,  Bless  the  Lord  for  Cal  -va  -  ry 

-•-    -#-    -•-    -0-   -0- 
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CAo.   X).  S.    There  is   heal-ing  for    a  look 
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Fine. 
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un-to  Him  and  be  healed,  Unto  Him  who  has  borne  all  for  thee, 
has  been  nailed  upon  the  tree,  Bepring  sickness  and  sorrow  for  thee, 
all  my  debt  was  settled  there,  Suff'ring  one  cast  upon  Him  your  care. 
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at  the   Cru 


■v- 


v— r 


■v— v- 


i 
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ci-fied  One,   If  you  look  and  believe  it  is  done 


CHORUS. 

Then  look 


Then  look, 

j 


z>.  s. 
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Look  and  be  healed,  Look  and  be 
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,Then  look  unto  Him  and  be  healed. 
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16.    GIRDED  WITH  JOT. 


D.  W.  M.     (From  Faming  ham.)  (Psa.  65:  12.  li.  V.) 


0- 

What     is      the       se  -  cret 
This      is      the   source   of 
As       the  strong  mountains 
So       are    they    sate,    and 
We      who    now     rest      in 


Kev.  D.  Wesley  Myland. 
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of  all  the  glad  -  uess  Stirr-ing  the 
the  glad-some  feel  -  ing,  Giv-ing  all 
sur-round  God's  cit  -  y,  So  does  the 
no  ill  can  touch  them,  Threatening 
the     love     ot      Je  -  sus,  Praise  Him  with- 
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world 
lips 
Fa- 
to 
out 

-p- 


to   -    day  ? 
em  -  ploy; 
ther's    love 
de  -  stroy; 
al  -  loy ; 
-0-     -0^~~* 


Dumb  things  are  find-ing     a     voice    for     pleasure, 
Our  God  has    vis  -  it  -   ed    earth  with    bless-ing, 
Shel-ter    His    peo- pie  from  harm  and    dan-ger, 
Hills    of    His    mak-ing   are      all        a  -  bout  them — 
Giv  -  ing  Him  thanks,  who  hath  made  us  blessed, 

-»-     -#-     -•-     -0-  -0-       -0-  -0- 

-  i 1 1 1 s 0 — r- 1 i 0 — ■ — i— — | 

tz^— tr=E— g— t=zEtz=zt:— ?; — £=q 
p — w — * — P — * — ?-  tw—^  p. —  C n=q 

Is     h 


0 


CHORUS. 
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Leaves  and  flow- era     do  praise  and  pray. 
And     has  gird  -  ed    the  hills    with   joy. 
Rock -like  fort-ress-es      to    them  prove. 
Tow-'ring   sen  -  ti  -  nels  filled    with  joy. 
And     has  gird  -  ed    the   hills     with  joy. 

£_-£.  _■£_  «  >   -     . 
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The  hills   He   gird -eth  with 
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jov,  with  jov,   'Tis  strength  which  no  pow'r  can  de  -  stroy;     God's  prais-es     my 
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tongue  shall    em  -  ploy, 


Since  He    gird-eth   the  hills   with 
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joy. 
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17.   FATHER'S  LETTERS. 


Anon. 

Harmonized  by  J.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.   I 

iave 

let-  ters 

from  my 

Pa-ther 

Jn 

my    liand,    in     my  hand, 

2.    Fa- 

ther 

told    me 

in    His 

let-  ters, 

The^ 

■  are  grand,  they  sire  grand, 

3.    I 

ap  - 

plied  for 

re  -  gener-a  -  tion 

In 

this    land,    in     this  land, 

4.    I 

am 

now     a 

new    ere 

-  a  -  tion 

In 

this     hind,    in     this  land, 

5.  But 

1 

need-  ed 

sane  -  ti  - 

fica-tion, 

In 

this    land,     in     this  land, 

6.   I'm 

a    strang-er 

to     the 

na-tives, 

In 

this    land,     in    this  land, 

7.  Je  - 

sus 

teeps  me 

in    con  - 

tri  -  tion 

Jn 

this    land,     in    this  land, 
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Writ-ten      by     my     El  -  der  Brother,  They  are  grand,  they  are 

in      this 


I  could  make  my- self  no  bet-ter, 
Je  -  sus  took  my  ap  -  pli-ca-tron, 
I  am  free  from  con-dem-na- tion, 
So  I  made  my  con  -  se  -  era- tion, 
They  don't  know  my  sit  -  u  -  a  -  tion, 
He's   my     fam  -  i    -    ly     Phy-si-cian, 


li 

It 
It 
It 
It 
It 


this  land, 
was  grand, 
is  grand  ! 
was  grand, 
is  grand, 
is     grand, 


grand, 
land, 
grand, 
grand ! 
grand, 
grand. 
grand. 
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They  were  writ-ten  o'er  the  sea, 
Then  I  cried,  what  shall  I  do? 
Then  the  Spir-it  led  me  thro', 
I  can  sing  and  work  and  pray, 
Then  the  car  - nal  mind  I  lost, 
Fa  -  ther's  cof  -  fers  full  of  jrold. 
All    ,-our    sickness -es    He  healed 


f\ 1 1 _ ._ Bk 1 
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But  He  sent  them  mi  -  to  me, 
For  I  have  not  read  them  through, 
Took  my  heart  and  made  it  new, 
And  be  use  -  ful  ev  -  'ry  day, 
And  re-ceived  the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost, 
I  have  wealth  that  can't  be  told, 
By  His   stripes  the  work    is    sealed 


FATHER'S  LETTERS.-Concluded. 
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as  I  can 
me  o  -  ver 
the  same  for 
can   hard-ly 


I 

be, 

new 

you, 

stay, 


of  Christ  1  boast, 
red  ne'er  grow  old, 
an't   be     re  -  pealed 


In  this  land.  (Iu  this  land.) 

In  this  land?  (In  this  land?) 

In  this  land.    (In  this  land.) 

In  this  land.   (In  this  hind.) 

In  this  land    (In  this  land  ) 

In  this  l;md.  (In  this  land  ) 

In  this  land.   (In  this  land  ) 


18.   TRUST  THOU  IN  GOD. 


(ISA.  2:22.     Psa.  1-16:  3-4.) 


J.    G.    WlIITTIER. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


Slowly. 
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1.  Trust  not  in  man,  wiili  passing  breath,  But  in  the  Lord,  old  Scripture  saith; 

2.  Search  thine  own  heart.  What  paineth  thee  In  others,  in  thyself  may  be  ; 

3.  Where  now  with  pain  thou  treadest,  trod  The  whitest  of  the  saints  of  God. 

4.  The  foot-prints  of  that  life  divine,  Which  marked  their  path,  remain  in  ihine; 
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The  truth  which  saves  tlmn  mayst  not  blend  With  false  professor,  faithless  friend. 

All  dust  is  frail :   all  flesh  is  weak  ;  Be  thou  the  true  man  thou  dost  seek. 

To  show  thee  where  their  feet  were  set,  The  litrht  which  led  them  shineth  yet. 
And  that  great  Life  transfused  in  theirs,  Awaits  thy  faith,  thy  love,  thy  prayers. 

0 — 0-±. — 0—r — 0-    r#_i_ _j 1 0 — _#-T-  _ ... 

0 — •-- — •— —     — i 1 — \-0---0 — 0- — 0— u- — i — 5— — H 

" r        r  i  I     C  * h   u    3  ' 


20.  KEPT  AS  THE  APPLE  OF  HIS  EYE. 


W.  M. 


Deut.  32 :  10 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myiabd. 
-IV 


Deut 

Psa. 
ProT 

Zeeh 


1.  He  who  found  me  in  the  des-ert  drear- y,    By  his  great  sal-va-tion 
:  12.  2.  God  a-lone  my  lead-er,    he  shall  guide  me, -On  his  prom-is-es    I 
8.  3.  Tho'  the  en  -  e  -  my  may  sore-  ly     try    me,  Sometimes  force  my  fainting 
2   4.  When  Thy  holy  word  to    me     is    dear-er  Than  these  organs  which  my 
8.  5.  When  He  comes  in  judgment  on  the  nations  We  shall  share  his  glory 
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brought  me  nigh,      He  will  lead  me,  and  when    I    am  wea  -  ry    Keep  me 

will    re  -  ly,         For    I    know  He  will,  what-e'er  be-tide  me,  Keep  me 

heart  to    sigh,      Still  the  God    of  grace  and  strength  is  nigh  me,  Keeps  me 

sight  sup-ply,     Then  Thy  presence  than  all    else  is  near-er,   Keep-ing 

in    the  sky,    Gathered  home 'mid  heaven's  ju-bi-  la-tions;  Precious 


V| 


tz=ti: 


trt: 


:tzz 


t: 


-0— H — i — i » — I— 
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as  the  ap-ple  of    his  eye.    Keep  me  as  the  ap-ple      of  Thine  eye, 

as  the  ap-ple  of    his  eye. 

as  the  ap-ple  of   the  eye. 

as  the  ap-ple  of  mine  eye. 

as  the  ap-ple  of    his  eye. 
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'Neath  thy  ten-der  shel-ter    let    me     lie;      Till  I'm  safe  with- in     my 
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Kept  as  the  Apple  of  His  Eye.— Concluded 


Bit. 
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of    thine  eye. 
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home  on     high,        Keep  me     as     the    ap-ple 
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21.   THE  HEALING  WINGS. 


D.  W.  M. 


(Mai.  4:  2) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  I     have  found  the  place  of  healing,     In  the  righteous-ness  of  God; 

2.  In    His     glorious  name  I'm  trusting, With  the  ho  -   ly    fear  of   love; 

3.  'Tis  the    way  life's  ills    to    right-en  Thus  to  trust  and  serve  the  Lord, 

4.  I    will  trust  Him,  without  "feeling,"  From  Him  life  and  strength  to  bring; 
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Life    Di-vine     to    me    re  -  veal-ing,  Thro' the  Saviour's  precious  blood. 

And  His  truth   my  life's  ad-just-ing,    So  that  naught  my  soul  can  move 
While  His  joy    our  path  will  brighten,  Bring  us  heal-ing  thro'  His  word. 
There  is    par-don,  peace  and  heal-ing  Un -der   Je-sus'  sheltering  wing. 
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There  is  heal-ing,  yes,  there's  heal-ing,There  is  heal-ing  in   His  wings; 
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Life    a-bun-dant  for   my  bod -y,  While  my  hap-py     spir  -  it  sings. 


Jt    *    if:  t  h   JN  *  ' 


23.    HE  KNOWETH  THE  WAY. 


D.  W.  M. 


(Job  28  :  7-8.    Job  23  :  10-11.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myumd, 
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Sometimes  life's  path  is    hard  to  tread,  And  oft -en  drear-y, 

OT-times    it       is      a      se  -  cret  path,  All    hid-den  and    a 

A     way     of     ho  -  ly     sol  -  i  -  tude,  Deep  in    the  heart  of 

A  place   in    low  -  li  -  ness   to     lie,  Safe  from  the  pride  of 

It      is        a     way    of   mys-ter-y,       I     can -not  un  -  der 

And  when,  thro'  faith,  I've  walked  with  thee  O'er  all  this  pil-grim 
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But  to  my  heart  the  Lord  hath  said, 
A  way  no  stealthy  li  -  on  hath 
And  feet  of  mer-cy  have  pursued 
Way  of  tri-umph-ant  faith,  so  high, 
But  this     I  know,  God  lead-eth  me, 


"  Fear    not,  I'll  bring  thee  through." 
Yet     trod-den,  neith-er    known. 

Where  trusting  saint6  have  trod. 
No  ea-gle'seye  can  scan. 
I'm     safe   in     his  strong  hand. 


Grant,  Lord,  these  longing  eyes  may  see  The  end    in    fade-  less     day. 
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eth  the   way  that   I   take,   My    Fa-ther  leads  a- 

He  knoweth,  He  knoweth  He 
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right ;    And  thro'  the  trials  He  will  make  My  faith,  like  gold,  shine  bright. 

leadeth  a-right ; 
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24.    BRIGHT  CLOUDS. 


"Men  see  not  yet  the  bright  light  in  the  clouds." — Job  37  :  21 
"The  Lord  shall  make  bright  clouds."— Zech.  10:  1. 
D.  W.  M. 

n*_# 


Eev.  D.  W.  Mylind. 


-m — m- 
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in  -  ner  side    of     ev  -  'ry  cloud  Is  bright  with  heavenly  shining  ; 
The  earth-born  clouds  may  gather  fast,  Without    a  moment's  warning, 
3.  Can  -  not  thy  dull  heart  yet  discern  God's  light  in  thick  clouds  hiding  ? 
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I    therefore  turn  my  clouds  a  -  bout,  And  always  wear  them  inside  out 

And  threat'ning  skies  be  dark  as  night,  Yet  heaven's  side  is   always  bright 

Let  faith  thine  eye-lids    o  -  pen  wide    To    see    a- bove    on     ev-'ry  side 
-•-    -0-    -0-  -0-  -0- 
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4  God  makes  bright  light  in  every  cloud,  5  M:i  v  evenine  gloom,  so  dark  with  clouds, 

And  sets  its  heaven-born  glory;  But  baste  the  'lav's  bright  turning, 

But  hv  and  by  when  sinks  Hip  night.  When  there  will  be  no  longer  night 

The  "Daysrrn'ne's"  clouds  will  all  be  bright—     And  everr  cloud  be  full  of  light- 
True  as  Prophetic  story.  F<  >■  tMs  mir  bearts  are  vearning. 
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26.    DIVINE  COMFORTER. 


Bev.  U>.  W. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 


1.  Thou  Ho-  lySpir-it,   Comfort- er,    By    God  the  Farther  given; 

2.  The   rich-es   of    the    Father's  grace  In  Christ,  Thou  bringest  me; 

3.  With  Thee  my  Teacher,  Guide  and  Friend,  With- in    my  heart  to  dwell; 

4.  Where  Thou  dost  lead  I'll    fol-  low  on,  Thy  presence  will  not  cease; 
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Sent     to     reveal  the  Christ  to   us,  And      fit  our  souls  for  heaven. 

And     by  Thy  law,  thro'  sprinkled  blood,  I        am  from  sin  made  free. 

I'll   trust    in  Thy  om  -  nip  -  otence,  As-sured  that  all     is  well 

A  -  bid-ing  joy  now  keeps  my  soul  In       ev  -  erlast-  ing  peace. 
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0     Com-fort-  er !  blest  Comfort-  er !  We    wait  Thy  pow'r  to      prove, 
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Shed    on    us  now  Thy  heav'nly  light,And    fill    our  souls  with    love. 
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27.    BE  FILLED  WITH  THE  SPIRIT. 


J.  M.  K 

Sloio. 


Eph.  v,  18. 


J  as.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  Fill  us  withThy  Holy   Spirit,  Lord,  While  we  gather  here  in  one  accord; 

2.  Lord.we  seekThee  forThy  promised  gift,  Fill  us  while  to  Thee  our  hearts  we  lift; 

3.  Come, oh, come, Thou  blessed  Holy  Ghost, Come  and  fill  us  as  at     Pentecost; 
3.  Lord, we  claim  Thy  promise  and  believe,  Now  Thy  Holy  Spirit    we  receive; 
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Fill  us,  Lord,  while  atThy  feet  we  bow,  Come  and  fill  us  with  Thy  Spirit  now. 
Send  the  blessed  Comforter    di-vine,  Send  Him  now  into  this  heart  of  mine. 
While  we  wait,oh,  grant  our  heart's  desire,  Come  and  fill  us  with  re-fining  fire. 
Thou  art  breathing  on  us  from    a-bove,  Thou  art  fill-ing  us  with  perfect  love. 
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Fill      us  now, 
After  last  verse — 


us  now,      Fill      us     with  Thy  Spi  -  rit  now; 


Fill 
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ing  now,      fill  -  ingnow,     Thy    dear  Spir- 
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fills     us  now; 
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Fill       us  now, 
Fills      us  now, 


fill 
fills 


us  now; 
us  now; 


Je  -  sus,  come  and  fill       us  now. 
Je  -  sus  comes  and  fills       us  now. 
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28,    DWELLING  IN  CANAAN. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  I    was   so  wea  -  ry,   sad  and  sore  distressed,  By    un  -  be  •  lief  and 

2.  Wait-ing,  I  heard   the  Spir  -  it  sweetly    say,    Yield  self,  and  all     to 

3.  I've  yielded    all       un  -  to  His  blessed    will,     And  He  my  wait-ing 
3.  The  Jordan's  cross'd  and  I  have  entered   in,       The  land  of  rest  from 
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ma-ny  fears  oppressed;    Yet  longed  to  reach  the  "promised  land  of  rest," 
Christ  thy  Lord  to- day;       He'll  cleanse  and  keep  you    in  the   ho  -  ly  wa}T, 
heart  just  now  doth  fill ;        Now     Je»-sus  comes  to  reign  within    my  soul, 

self  and  inbred   sin;         Now      in  fair   Ca-naan    ev  -  er-more  I   sing, 
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0  •  ver  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca  -  naan.       O-ver  in    the  land, 

Dwelling  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca  -  naan.  -j 

Dwelling  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca-naan.  >  Dwelling  in  the  land, 

Dwelling  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca  -  naan.  J 
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o  -  ver  in  the  land,        0  -ver   in  the  promised  land  of       Ca 
dwelling  in  the  land,     Dwelling  in  the  promised  land  of       Ca 


naan. 
naan. 
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29.  THE  COMFORT  OF  THE  HOLT  SPIRIT. 


Words  by  Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


Acts  9 ;  31. 


Music  by  Mrs.  D.  W.  Myland, 
Arranged  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  Walk-ing  in    the  com -fort  of  the  Ho 

2.  Walk-ing  in    the  comfort  of  the  Ho- 

3.  Walking  in    the  comfort  of  the  ho- 

4.  Walk-ing  in    the  comfort  of  the  Ho 
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■  ly  Ghost,  Walking  with  the  Lord 
ly  Ghost,  Oh!  whatpeace  my  heart 
ly  Ghost,    How  sweet  is  my  life 
•  ly  Ghost,  Free  from  all  sin,  all 


day    by   day ; 
now  doth  know; 

in     the  Lord  t 
care  and  pain ; 
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Go- ing  step  by  step,     in  the    light    of  His  word, 
Liv-ing    in    His  light,  sing   -    ing  in  His      joy? 
List-'ning  to    His  voice,  do- ing  His      good  -will, 
Praying,  work-ing,  trust -ing     sweetly  all  the  way, 
0 m e. 
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Com-pa-ny  and  strength  all  the  way. 

Mu-sic  in  my  soul     all    a  -  glow. 

Conquering  thro'  faith  in  His  word. 

Wait-ing  'till  my  Lord  comes  a  -  gain. 


Walking,  yes,  I'm  walking  in  the 
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Spir-it    of  my  Lord  1  Living,  yes,  I'm  liv-ing  cow  by  faith  in  His  word 
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So  He  keeps  me  still,  strong  to  do  His  will   Walking  in  His  comfort  day  by  day 
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30.    HIS  APPOINTMENT. 


Mrs.  L.  W.  K. 

:2 


Mrs.  L.  W.  KufcitfcL. 
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1.  Tho'  the  storm  is     rag-ing  o'er   me,  Tho'  the  wind  is    cold  and  bleak, 

2.  Thou  dost  lead  me,  bless-ed  Spir-it,      I      can  nev  -  er  walk    a  -  lone, 

3.  Let  my  faith  shine  out  more  brightly,  May  my  love  be  strong  and  pure; 
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Yet  be-yond,  a  sil  -  ver  lin-ing  Shineth  where  my  faith  doth  seek  ; 
And  I  know  that  Thou  dost  guide  me.  And  will  keep  me  for  Thine  own  ; 
Thou  art  work-ing     in    and  thro'  me,  Thou  wilt  help  me    to     en  -  dure, 
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0  !     I  love  Thee,  precious  Saviour,  Thou  dost  wind  and  storms  con-trol, 
Let   my  faitli  be    nev  -  er  shak-en,  Tho'  the  storms  en-  corn-pass  me, 
When  at   last    all  storms  are  o  -  ver,  And  dost  call    me  home  to  Thee, 
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Cho  — O  !      I    love  Thee,  precious  Saviour.Thou  dost  wind  and  storms  control, 
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I     can    nev  -  er,    nev  -  er  doubt  Thee, Thou  dost  love  and  keep  my  soul. 
Let  me    feel    it       is     my    Fa-ther,  Who  per  -  mit-teth  them  fur  me. 
Then  my  Saviour,  Friend  and  brother,  I  shall  dwell  in  heav'n  with  Thee. 
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I     can    nev-er,    nev  -  er   dmilit  Thee, Thou  dost  love  and  keep  my  soul. 


31.   WHEN  HE  GOMES  IN  GLORY. 


D.  W.  M. 


(Rev.  1 ;  7.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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There's  a  morning  breaking  o'er  this  night  of  sin,  And  the    day   of     right- 
What   a     day    of     ter-ror  to  the    unsaved  soul,  When  the  beav'ns  shall  roll 
What  an    hour  of  triumph  and  of    glo  -  ry  grand  For  the  "true  and  faith- 
So     the  saints  are  toil-ing  on   in  faith  and  praver,  Cleansed  and  wailing  lo 
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eous-ness  will  soon  be-gin ;  'Tis  the  promised  dawning  of    the   glad  time 
to-geth-er     like    a  scroll,  And  the  light  of     Je  -  sus  shining    all      a- 
ful"  who  with  Christ  shall  stand;  Blessed  time  of  freedom  when  all  care  and 
meet  Je-sus     in     the   air;   Brother,  are  you  read-y,  for   the   time   is 
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when  Je-sus  Christ  will  come  a  -  gain, 
broad  Shall  consume  the  foes  of    God. 
pain,  When  with  Christ  they  come  to  reign, 
near  When  our  Je  -  sus  shall  ap  -  pear. 
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When  He  comes  in  glo-ry   ev-'ry 
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eye  shall  see  Him,  And  the  hearts  will  wail  who  have  not  received  him;  When  He 
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comes  in    glory,  then  we  shall  be  like  Him,  Je-sus  Christ  for  sinners   slain 
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32.    "HE  KNOWS." 


C.  E.  S. 
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Cklia  E.  Stanton. 
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1       He  knows  earth's  deepest  sor  -  row,      He  knows  our  higli-est     joy; 

2.  He  knows   a-  long    life's  path-way      Are     tri  -  als    for    His    jake; 

3,  He  knows  the  heart  that  trusts  Him      In  these  dark  try  -  ing    hours; 
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The  deep-est,  dark-est   sins  of  years,  He's  a  -  ble     to     de  -  stroy. 

But  tho'  they  dim  our    vis -ion    still,  He  knows  the  way  we      take. 

When  thorns  are  in  life's  pathway  here,  Or  when  its  strewn  with  flow'rs. 
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He  knows  the  deep  heart-longings,  The    hid     -    den  tears  that    flow; 
In     His    own  way  He  leads    us,       Be  -  cause     He    loves    us        so; 
He  knows  His  own  and  leads  them    Jn    pastures  of     ten  -  der    green, 
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There's  noth  -  ing  o  -  ver-  takes  us,  But  what  our  Lord  doth  know. 
And  when  the  heart  grows  wea-ry,  He  knows,  our  Lord  doth  know. 
Has   treasures  laid  up  for  loved  ones,  By   mor  -  tal    ej'e      un-seen. 
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CHORUS. 
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He  knows,    He  knows,    He  knows,  yes,  Je  -  sus  knows; 
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He  knows,  He  knows, 
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He  knows, 


'HE  KNQWS."-Concluded. 
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He's   a   -   ble     to 

-#- 

-r 


-  liv  -  er,      For     He   knows,  He 
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33.    I'M  HAPPY  WITH  JESUS. 


D.  W.  M. 


Con  Spirito. 

:8= 


("And  He  chose  them  to  be  wi'zA  Him.") 


Kev.  D.  W.  Mylam). 
-ft — i \-i — 1- 


H ft 1— ft-| — I  P 1 — ft-j — \  — N  — ft — I \-| — I— '■ 1 

0  — 0 0 — 0— 1_, p — 0 — ^~t^ —  — 0 , _  t.0^^0—  J 


'■'    1.  T i i e  wide  world  has  no  charm  for  me, 

2.  His  peace  hath  filled  my  trust-ing  soul, 

3.  He  gives  me  joy   and  strength  each  day, 

4.  Where'er   He  calls  me      1     will    go, 

5.  Withyield-ed   life     I'll    do    His  will, 
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hap-py 
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be  with    Je  -  sus; 
be  with    Je  -  sus; 
be  with    Je  -  sus; 
be  with    Je  -  sus; 
be  with    Je  -  sus; 
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He  saved  my  soul  and  .cet  me  free,  I'm  hap-py 
My  ev  -  'ry  care  on  Him  I  roll,  I'm  hap-py 
He  guides  and  keeps  me  in  the  way,  I'm  hap-py 
He  goes  be -fore,  the  way  to  show,  I'm  hap-py 
And  when  He  comes  I'll  sing  it  still,    I'm  hap-py 
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to  be 
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sus. 
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to    be    with   Je  -  sus,    His    blessed  will  should  please  us; 
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day   I'll  walk  Hh  way,  I'm  hap-py  to   be   with  Je 
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D.  W.  M. 

jast  verse  by  J.  M.  K. 


34.    HAPPY  SOUL. 


Kev.  D.  W  Myland. 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk, 


1.  Oh,   my  gracious,  dear  Re-deem-er,    how  my  soul    delights    in  Thee, 

2.  Ev  - 'ry  question   He   will   answer,    ev'  -  ry  foe    He'll   o-ver-come; 

3.  Oh,   so  long     1  wondered     if      I   could  be  hap  -  py    all  the  time, 
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For  the     Ho  -  ly   Spir  -  it  cleans-es,   fills  and    ful  -  ly    sets   me  free. 
He  will  guide,  up-hold  and  keep  me,   as      I   make  my  heart  His  home. 
Or        must   I    wait  till     Je  -  sus  takes  me    to   that  sun  -  lit  clime. 
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As  I  wait-ed  in  sub-mis-sion,  how. He  answered  ev'-ry  cry; 
Now  I  count  it  all  as  set- tied,  and  His  word  is  true  to  me; 
But  He  gave  His  word,"  the  Lord  shall  be  thy     ev  -  er  -  last-iug  light:' 

-#-      -0-      -#-      -0-      -0-      -0-  -0-      -0-      -0-      -0- 


Tl 


And  I  trust  He  will  each  mo-ment  All  my  fu-ture  needs  sup-ply. 
He's  my  peace,  I  have  received  Him, Christ  my  all  in  all  to  be. 
Now  my  mourning  days  are  end  -  ed,   in      my  soul  'tis     always  bright. 
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So  I'm   trust       -        -       ing  and  I'm  rest      -        -      ing,         As    I 
So  I'm  trusting  and  I'm  resting,yes,I'ra  trusting  and  I'm  resting;  As    I 
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HAPPY  SOUL -Concluded. 
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in  my  Lord  a-bide ;  And  my  soul      ...    is 

in  my  Lord  abide,       as    I    in  my  Lord  abide;And  my  soul  is  very  happy, 
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I'll  Live  for  Him. 


Per.  C.  R.  Dunbar. 
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HE'S  ALL  TO  ME. 

1  Dear  Saviour,  come  and  set  me  free, 
That  Thine  forever  I  might  be, 

To  walk  in  fellowship  with  Thee 
Through  all  eternity. 

2  Dear  Saviour,  come,  Thy  love  impart 
To  this  Thy  captive  willing  heart, 
That  I  in  sweetness  may  depart 

To  fill  another  soul. 

3  0,  glorious  joy,  to  know  I'm  Thine, 
0,  blessed  thought,  that  Thou  art  mine, 
I  bow  before  Thy  holy  shrine, 

And  yield  my  will  io  Thee. 

4  Keep  Thou  this  gift,  so  sweet  to  The-3 
Its  yielding  up  has  set  me  free, 
Thy  face,  Thy  glory,  now  I  see, 

And  Thon  art  all  to  me. 

O.  B.  ALLDRIDGB 


36  I'LL  LIVE  FOR  HIM. 

1  My  life,  my  love  I  give  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  for  me 
0,  may  I  ever  faithful  be, 

My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

Refrain. 
I'll  live  for  Him  who  died  for  me. 
How  happy  then  my  life  shall  be; 
I'll  live  for  Him  who  died  for  me, 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

2  I  now  believe  Thou  dost  receive, 
For  Thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live, 
And  now  henceforth  I'lltrust  in  Thee, 

My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

I   Oh,  Thou  who  died  on  Calvary, 
To  save  my  soul  and  make  me  free, 
I  consecrate  my  life  to  Thee, 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 
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37.    LEANING  ON  JESUS. 

Songs  of  Solomon  8;  5.     John  13;  2a. 


Jas.  M.  Kirk. 


1.  I  have  been  alone  with  Je  -  sus, 

2.  Shall  i  tell  you  what  I    told  Him, 

3.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  He  told  me, 
4.Then  He  told  me  I   was    welcome, 
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My  head  up-on  His  breast 
While  I  was  waiting  there? 
While  I  was  waiting  there? 

To  stay  with  Him  for  aye, 
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For    I  was  so    ve  -  ry    wea-ry, 

I      told  Him  all   my  trou-  ble, 

For  it  took  a-wayr    my  trou-  bie, 

And  He  said  that  He  would  never 
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I    wanted  there  to    rest. 

1    told  Him  all   my  care. 

It  took  a -way    my  care. 

Cast  His  loving  child  away 
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I  have  been  alone  with    Je-  sus, 

I  told  Him  Satan's  whisperings 

He  told  me  how    He  loved  me, 

"Hark!"  hesaid,"I  am  your   Saviour, 


He  bid  me  stay  a  -  while, 
Oft  called  me  in  -  to      sin, 

His  wayward,  erring  child, 
Firm    as    a    rock    I    stand, 
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And  I  f<dt   it  ve  -  ry       precious, 

And  I  asked  Him  if      I     might  not 

And  I  felt  so  ve  -  ry      hap  -  py. 

Come  and  rest  beneath  my  shadow, 


v.  t 

The  sun -shine     of    His  smile. 
For  -  ev  -  er  stay  with  Him. 
For  still  on  me    He  smiled. 
When  weary    in     the   land." 
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LEANING  ON  JESUS. -Concluded. 


REFRAIN. 
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I      was  wea-  ry,    wea  -  ry,      And  longed  to    be     at    rest, 


For 

After  last  verse — 

Oh,  'tis    precious,  ve  -  ry     precious, 
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To    lean     on   Je  ■  sus'  breast, 
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And  oh !      it  was  so  peaceful  there,While  lean  -  ing  on     His  breast. 
For  when  the  heart  is     wea  -  ry,  "lis  the  on   -   ly  place   of    rest. 
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RETREAT,    (KM.) 


1  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Come  unto  me  and  rest, 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay_  down, 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast!  ' 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad, 
I  foundin  Him  a  resting-place, 

And  He  hath  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live!" 
I  came  to  Jesus  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ;    [vived, 
My  thirst  was  quench'd,  my  soul  re- 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"I  am  this  dark  world's  Light; 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  the  day  be  bright!" 
I  looked  to  Jesus  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun, 
*  H  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  all  my  journey's  done. 
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1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  ever}r  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat — 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads; 

A  place  than  all  beside  more  sweet — 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend. 
And    friend    holds    fellowship    with 

friend ; 
Tho'  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  Ah!   whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed? 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat, 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat. 

5  There,  there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more; 
And  heaven  comes  down,  our  souls 

to  greet, 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-Beat 


40.    IN  HEAVENLY  PLACES. 


D.W.M.                                             (Eph.  2.6.) 
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1.  In  the  heavenly  places  with  Je-sus,  The  Spir-it  lias  taken  my  soul; 

2.  In  the  heavenly  places  with  Je  -  sus,There  1  live  in  the  spir-it  of  love, 

3-  In  the  heavenly  places  with  Je-sus,  Beyond  the  fierce  tempter's  a-larm; 

4.  In  the  heavenly  places  with  Je-sus,  Ful-fill-ing  life's  dulies  I    go; 

5.  In   the  heavenly  places   a  -  bid-ing,  Let  me  linger  in  faith,  prayer  and  praise 
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Redeemed  by  the  blood  of  a-tone-ment,  I  am  sanctified,  healed  and  made  whole. 
Tho'  around  me  on  earth  be  commotion,  Faith's  calm  in  the  regions  above. 
Tho'  the  vessel  on  earth  he  may  buffet,  The  spirit  in  Christ  cannot  harm. 
And  tho'  earth  and  hell  may  oppose  me,  His  presence  and  power  I  know. 
Till  my  Lord  at  His  coming  with  power,  My  bod-y    to  glo-ry  shall  raise. 
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CHORUS, 


ik      *      ^        w      ?\      p      p      ^        i  !\        ». 

S— S=F»  ^—*~»— »^=M—szz\iZ0Zizziz=z^-\:z^i=0^-^- 
. — i _ 1 0 0 — i— #— •- — 0 — 0 — 

In    the  heav  -  en  -  ly    plac-es    I'm    dwell -ing   With     Je  -  sus   my 
-•-     .0.     .0.  •    .0.     .0.  .0.       .0.  . 

•+—        ■+■  -        -h-            -i—        -h-        -•-        -F-        •+—            -h-              _                                                      _             _ 
-.  ■  -|— — | r-0    ~  —  0 • 0 • 0 r— | W- 0 C    *     •         L ■    

_ ^_     J\ S  |S  Is  |S  \ 

0       £       J-c-»^p. : 


Se  -  cure    when  earth's  tem-pests     are 
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the  strength  of 


41.    LIVE  OUT  THY  LIFE  WITHIN  ME. 


F.  R.  Havergal. 


Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  Live    out     Thy  life  with  -  in      me,  Oh,     Je  -    sus,  King  of     kings; 

2.  The   tem  -  pie  has  been  yield- ed,  And     pu    -    ri  -  fied    of      sin; 

3.  Its   mem  -  bers  ev'- ry      mo-ment  Held    sub  -  ject    to   Thy    call; 

4.  But    rest  -  ful,  calm  and    pli  -  ant,  From  bend    and   bi  -  as      free ; 

-#-  -0-      -0-  .     -0-    -0-     .0. 
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Be    Thou     Thyself  the       an-swer       To  all       my  ques-tion  -  ings. 

Let    Thy      She-  ki  -  nah     glo  -  ry      Now  flash  forth  from  with  -  in. 

Read  -  y        to  have  Thee  use  them,     Or  not       be  used   at        all. 

Per  -  mit  -  ting  Thee  to      set  -  tie    When  Thou    hast  need  of        me. 
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Live  out 

And  all 

Held  with 

Live  out 
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Thy  life  with  -  in      me, 
the  earth  keep    si  -  lence, 
out   rest-less     long-ing, 
Thy  life  witli  -  in      me, 


In  all  things  have  Thy    way; 

The  bod  -    y  henceforth      be 

Or  strain,  or  stress  or      fret, 

0  Je  -  sus,  King  of     kings. 
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1 

I,      the     transpar-ent  me-dium,  Thy     glo  -    ry    to     dis  -  play. 

Thy      si  -  lent,  do-cile  serv- ant,  Moved    on  -   ly    as      by     Thee. 

Or     cha  -  rings  at   Thy  deal-ings,  Or  thoughts  of  vain    re  -  gret 

Be  Thou    the  glorious  an-swer,  To       all      my  question  -  ings. 
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42.   UNTO  THE  COMING  OF  THE  LORD. 


— s^» — 0 — 0  - 


W.  M. 


(2  Peter  3:  10-14,) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


+ 


t-        -  -  -  - 1  - 

These  are  days  when  trusting  souls  are  glad,  When  no    tri  -  al  can  our 
Bit  -  ter  cups   of    sor-row  love  must  take.Wrongs  endured  in  peace  for 
All    our     la  -  bors — all  our  faith  and  love,      All  our  life,  now  hid  with 
All     our  wit-ness-ing     in      ev  -  'ry    land,    Thus  ful  -  fill-ing  Je-sus' 
All     the  promised  time  of   joy  and  peace  For  this  troubled  world.when 
All     our  wait-ing    and  our  work-ing  here,     All  our  watching  (with  the 
-ft— * * « P-— r= P- 75 — r  * ^ f—  *—  -g—  • , 
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hearts  make  sad;  All  our  liv-ing  now  in  deed  and  word  Is 
Je  -  sus'  sake;  The  deep  proving  which  such  times  afford  Is 
Christ  a  -  bove,  With  the  pray'rs  and  offerings  here  outpoured  Is 
last  command,  Sending  Gospel  light  to  those  ignored  Is 
sin  shall  cease,  And  all  things  in  Je-sus  be  restored,-  Is 
time  so  near)  For  Him  whom  our  hearts  have  long  adored  Is 


3^F. 
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com-ing    of    the  Lord."     "Un  -  to  the  coming  of  the  Lord, 

Lord,  the  blessed  Lord, 
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Oh,    let    us  read-  y     be  with- out    dis-cord;    Looking  for  and  hast-en- 
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Unto  the  Coming  of  the  Lord.— Concluded. 
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ing  with  one   ac  -  cord 
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Un-to  the  coming   of     the  Lord 

speed  -  y  com-ing  of  the  Lord. 
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D.  W.  M. 


43.    DAY  BY  DAY. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Walk-ing  with  Je  -  sus   day  by  day,     As      I   life's  pathway   tread; 

2.  Walk-ing  with  Je  -  sus    day   by  day,  Rough  places  smooth  be-come; 

3.  Walk-ing  with  Je  -  sus    day  by  day,    Darkness  be- com -eth     light; 

4.  Walk-ing  with  Je  -  sus   day  by  day,     All  will   be   well  with     me; 

-»-  -#-    -»-•        -0-      -0-       -0-  -0-       -0- 
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I   would  o  -  be-di-ent    be     al-way,    Trust-ing   my  Liv-ingHead. 
Crooked  things  change  to  a  plain  straight  way.While  we    thus  journey  home. 


And  the  ef-ful-gence  of  love's  sweet  ray,  Makes  all  my  pathway  bright. 
I    shall  go    home,   with  him    to  stay,  And  like  my  Sav-iour   be. 
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Day 
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by   day, 


in      the  way,     Help  me  God's  will      to 
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Hour  by  'hour, 
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by    His  pow'r,  Where  He  may  lead    I'll      go. 
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M.  W.  L. 
and  D.  W.  Myland. 

1.  All      in    Je  -  sus 

2.  AH      in    Je  -  sus, 

3  All      in    Je  -  sus, 

4  All      in    Je  -  sus, 


44.    ALL  IN  JESUS. 
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Music  by  Jas  M.  Kirk. 
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as      our  Saviour  !    He  Him-self     a    ran-som  gave ; 
Sanc-ti  •  ft  •  ing  J     By  the  blood   on  Calvary  spilled ; 
as     our  Healee.I     In  the  hours   of  grief  and  pain ; 
He.    is     eom-ingl    For  the  peo-ple    of    His  choice, 

-9-  -0-       -»-      -•-       '0-       -#-       -0-       -0- 
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Prom  the  law's  just  con-dem-na-tion    He    hath  died  our  souls  to   save. 
With  His  promised  Ho  •  iy  Spir-it,  He  our  blood-washed  hearts  hath  filled. 
With  His  stripes  He  heals  our  sickness,  Gives  us  joy  and  strength  a-gain. 
They  are  wait-ing  for  their  Bridegroom,  List'ning  for  His  welcome  voice. 
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AH  in  Je  -  sus     All  in  Je-sus, 


-»- 

U   I 

sus, 
sus, 
sus, 
sus, 
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Sav-iour  ris  -  en  from   the  grave. 
By   His  Word  our  souls  are  stilled. 
Pre-cious  Lamb  of  God,  once  slain. 
Heaven  and  earth  will  soon    re  -  joice. 
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Sav-iour  ris-en  from  the  grave,  from  the  grate. 
By  His  Word  our  souls  are  stilled. 
Precious  Lamb  of  God,  once  slain. 
Heaven  and  earth  will  soon  re-joice. 
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e-sus,     Sav-iour  ris-en   from  the  grave. 
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45.   SANCTIFIED  BY  THE  BLOOD. 


Andante 


Words  and  Music  by  J  as.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  I  knew  my  sins  were  all     for-  giv'n, 

2.  I  heard  dear  Christians  tell  their  joy, 

3.  I  sang  "  Km  prone  to  wan-der"  too, 

4.  While  low  be-fore  Him  I     did   kneel, 

5.  I  sought  His  gift   of    Pen  -  te  -  cost, 


I     had     a        ti    -    tie  clear  for  heav'n ; 
Of    per -feet   peace   with-out      al  -  loy  ; 
For  what    1     would     not   that     I      do ; 
He  said,    be  -  lieve       be  -fore    you  feel; 
He  said,  "re-ceive    the   Ho-  ly  Ghost;" 


6.  Then,  come,  dear  Christian  tempest  tossed,  You,  too,  may  have  your  Pen-te-cost ; 


But    oh!   my  heart    was   not    all    clean,      I     was   not  cleansed  from  in-bred   sin. 

I  longed  the  "sec  -  ond   rest"  to    win,      To     be    thus    sane   -  ti  -  tied  with -in. 

Lord,  from  this  bond  -  age    set    me     free,   And  give    me      con  -  stant  vie  -  to  -  ry. 

I    dared   to  claim   His   cleansing  mine,  I've  reached  the  land     of  corn  and   wine. 

I     dared   to    say        a  -  gain      I       do,     And    He    ful  -  filled     His  word  so   true. 

Our  Lord  will  make  your  garments  white,  And  keep  you   walk  -  ing    in    the   light. 
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Now  I'm  washed                     In     the    blood,                      And  my    soul 
Now  I'm  washed                      in     the  blood, 
-  «_i_e # , #_i  -». m m m m # 
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sane  »  ti  -  fied    and  re-deemed  to    God ; 


Now  my    heart 

Now  my  heart 
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clean, 
is 


0 
all  clean, 


For  the  blood    of     Je  -  sus  cleans-eth    me    from    all     sin. 


0-Z.-0 — : 0 a  ___a 

jZ-a-JL— J f~ izrrfi 


-•-     -#- 


-5—  v- 


lT—-m—r<2.—m- 

-0- 
i — 


ina 


Copyright,  1392.  by  Myi-and  A  Kirk. 


46.    TRUSTING  JESUS  ALONE. 


D.  W.  M. 


(Eph.  1.12-14.) 
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Rev.  D  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Trust-ing  in  Je  -  sus,  His  blood  doth     a  -  tone, 

2.  Trust-ing  in  Je  -  sus,  my  spir  -  it       is     blest, 

3.  Trust-ing  in  Je  -  sus,  our  cross  -  es    grow  light, 

4.  Trust-ing  in  Je  -  sus  'mid  tri  -  als     and  care, 

5.  Trust-ing  in  Je  -  sus,  the  best     of       all  friends, 


Filled  with  His 
He       in    sweet 

Walk-ing  with 
All  tilings  corn- 

With    us      in 
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Spir  -  it,      no      long  -  er     my   own,  His,    till       I     meet  Him    up- 

ten-der-ness    giv  -  eth    me    rest,  With  Him      I      am      of      all 

Him,  all    our    path -way    is    bright,  And   thro'     o-   be-dience,  He 

mit-  ting    to        Je  -  sus     in   prayer,  He    will     my    bur -dens    so 

spir  -  it      till     life's  journey   ends,  Then    a      glad   wel  -  come   to 
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on  His  bright  throne  ;  Trust-ing 
good  things  pos  -  sessed  ;  Trust-ing 
makes  all  things  right ;  Trust-ing 
ten  -  der   -  ly      bear ;       Trust-ing 


Je 
Je 
Je 
Je 


sus 
sus 
sus 
sus 


those   who  trust  Him 


lone, 
lone, 
lone, 
lone, 
lone. 


CHORUS. 
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V    v 
Trust      -      ing  in     Je     -      sus,   When  ....  earth's  hopes  are  dim  : 
Trusting,  yes,  trusting  in  Jesus,  He's  mine.When  earthly  hopes  are  all  blighted  and  dim  ; 
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Trusting  Jesus  Alone.— Concluded. 
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rusting  a-lone  in  my  Sav 


Sav-iour  di-vine, 
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iour,    There  is  no  friend  like  Him.. . 

no  friend  like 
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Him. 
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47.    ROLLING  OVER  ME. 


D.  W.  M. 
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Eev.  D.  Wesley  Myland. 
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1.  Like     a  might-y    o  -  cean    breaking  o'er  the    lea,     Rolls  the  love  of 

2.  0  -  cean,  deep  and  precious,  filled  at  Calvary's  side,  Cleansing  ev-'ry 

3.  Flow  till  ev-  'ry  creature      in     its  tide  has  laved,    Roll    in  deep-er 

4.  Then  in  realms  of  glo  -  ry,      on    the  glass-y     sea,    We  shall  know  more 
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CHORUS. 
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Je  -  sus,    reaching   e  -  ven  me. 
sin  -  ner    bath-ing    in     its  tide, 
bil-lows    till    the  world  is  saved, 
ful  -  ly  God's  great  love  so  free. 
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Roll-ing,  roll-ing,  Like  the  deep  blue 
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sea; 


Comes  God's  love  and  mer-cy,     Roll-ing    o  -  ver   me. 
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49.    ALL  THE  WAY. 


D.  W. 


Kev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 
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0  I 
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have   a   pleading  Saviour,  He's  my  friend ;    To  my    sin-ful 
have    a   per -feci  Saviour,  He's  my   power ;  By  his  love  and 
have   a.  pre-cious  Saviour,  He's  my   joy;       He  delights  my 
have   a   pres-ent    Saviour,  He's  my  guide;    He   is  with  me 
have    a  promised  Saviour,  He's  my    hope;    Making  clear  my 
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heart  his  love  he  did  ex  -  tend 
truth  preserves  me  ev-'ry  hour 
soul,  when  earthly  cares  an-noy 

to    protect,  when  ills  be  -  tide; 

vis  -  ion  like    a     tel  -  e  -  scope 
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;   Since  I  sought  his  kind  embrace,  He  has 

•Fills  me  with  the  Spirit's  might,  Keeps  me 

;    He  with  sunshine  fills  my  heart,  Gladness 

Sweet-ly  leads  me  day  by  day    As     I 

Hope  of  coming  dawn  of  day  When  sin's 
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saved  me 
walk-  ing 
brings  to 
walk  this 


by    his  grace,  And  will  keep  my  soul  in  peace — to  the  end. 
in     the  light,    My  de-fense  by  day  and  night — my  high  tow'r. 
ev-'ry    part,  And  from  him  I'll  ne'er  de-part — sweetest  joy. 
pil-grim  way,  And    he   tells   me   he  will  stay — at  my  side. 
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night  shall  pass  a-way,   For  He's  com-ing  back  to  stay — blessed  hope  ! 
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All  the  way ev-  'ry  day, My  Saviour  leads  me  gently 

All  the  way,                         ev-  'ry  day, 
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All  the  Way.— Concluded. 
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U     1/     u     , 
the   way 

the  blessed  way 


So    I  trust  my  blessed  Je-sus  all  the  way. 
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50.    LIFT  YOUR  EYES. 


(John  4 ;  35.) 
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Eev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Lift  your  eyes   and  look  a -bout  you,   0    ye     ser-vants   of    the  Lord  ! 

2.  See    the    might-y  things  tran-spir-ing,  Doors  are  opening  near  and  far; 

3.  See    the  fields,  by  God  made  ready;   Millions  feel-  ing     af  -  ter    God, 
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See  the  fields  of  rich-est  har-vest;  Lis -ten,  'tis  the  Saviour's  word: 
War  and  pes  -  til-enee  and  fam-ine  God's  mys-te-rious  a.  -  gents  are: 
Blind-ly    sac  -  ri  -  fie  -  ing,  suffering,  In    the    way  their   fa-  thers  trod. 
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Say  not  ye  'tis  not  yet  har-vest,  Wait  not  for  a  sea- son  fair; 
God  is  car  -  ing,  lov-ing,  working,  Could  the  Church  but  march  a-pace 
How  can  we      be     so    in-  ac- tive,  While  the    ri -pened  har-vest  falls  ? 
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See  the  fields  so  white  and  read  -  y,  Few,  so  few,  the  reapers  there. 
Soon  the  glo-rious  Gos- pel  sto  -  ry  Would  be  heard  in  ev-'ry  place. 
Millions    per-ish — none  to   gath-er;  Christ  for  reap-ers   loud-ly      calls. 
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52.    CLEANSE  AND  HIDE  ME. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland, 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  Cleanse  me,  oh,    my  Saviour,  cleanse  me,  From  the  stain    of    in-bred    sin: 

2.  This  the    end      of    all  my  proneness,Now  my  wand'rings  all  shall  cease; 

3.  Oh !  the  love    and  joy    of    serv-ice     in   this  life      of  rest    to    know; 
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Make  my  heart  all  pure  and  ho  -  ly, 

Heart  renewed  and  mind  o  -  be-dient, 

Glad-ly   do  -  ing    all  He  bid-eth, 


Throne  of  Thine    a- bid- ing  reign. 
,Gar-risoned  by  His  sweet  Peace. 
Days  of  Heaven  while  here  be-  low. 
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Cleanse    me, 


hide        me,        From  all  sin  and  self  set  free: 


Cleanse,  oh  cleanse  me;  hide,  oh  hide  me; 
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Life     of    Jesus,  guide  and  keep  me,  Giv-  ing  constant  vic-to  -  ry 
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53.    TELL  HIM  ALL. 


D.  W.  M. 
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Rev.  D.  W.  MylanD. 
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1.  Tell  the  Sav-iour  all   thy   sin,  He  can  make  thee  pure  vvith-in  ; 

2.  Tell  the  Sav-iour  all    thy  fear,  He    in      ten  -  der-ness  draws  near — 

3.  Tell  the  Sav-iour  all    thy  care,  Je  -  sus  hears  and  answers  prayer; 

4.  Tell  thy  Saviour,  when  in  pain,  He  can  soothe  and  heal   a  -  gain  : 
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Wash  you  from    all  earth  -ly  dross  Thro'  the  blood    of  Calvary's 
Stills  the    tu-mult,  calms  thy  breast,  Giv-  ing  thee      e-   ter  -  nal 

0    what  grace  He  doth    be- stow,  When  in    faith    to  Him  we 
Christ  Him- self 'will  come  to    thee,    In    His  Life  thou  shalt  be 
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Cross, 
rest, 
go. 
free. 


CHORUS. 


Tell    it     all,    yes,    tell     it     all,      To    thy    Sav-iour  tell     it      all; 
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He    will    answer  when  you  call,  And  will    help  you — tell  Him  all. 
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54.    MORE  ABOUT  JESUS. 


Mrs.  Arabella  Graves. 


Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  More    about  Je- sus  would  1  know,     On     His  errands  of  love    to   go; 

2.  More   of  His  Presence  in  my  heart,  Love  and  mer-cy     to     im  -  part; 

3.  More  in  my  ear  His   lov-  ing  voice,  Mak  -  ing  His  paths  my  on  -  ly  choice; 

4.  More  on  heaven   my  words  to    be,     More     on  wings  my  thsugbts  to     flee; 
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More  in  His  Ho  -  ly  Word  to  scan,  Tell-ing  it  out  to  dy- ing  man. 
More  ofHisHo-ly  Spir-itfeel,  Fill-ing  my  soul  with  heav'nly  zeal. 
More  of  His  con  -  se  -  crat-ing  pow'r  Com-ing  to  me  in  ev'  -  ry  hour. 
Less  of  this  world  to  think  each  day,  Having  my  eyes  the    oth  -  er  waj% 
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sus, 


More,  more     a -bout    Je 
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More,  more    a  -  bout    Je 
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More  of  His  sav-,ing    ful-ness  see,   More  of  His  love  who  died  for  me. 

Xo.s<  verse. 

More  of  His  healing  power  to  know,  More  of  His  life    in     me    tc  show. 
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55,    HE  WILL  BE  TRUE  FOREVER. 


(Heb.  13 


Rev.  1>.  W.  My  land. 
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2.  Oth- 

3.  Fain 

4.  Whe 
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have    a    Friend  on 

ers  may  fail,    His 

would  1    rest     on 

n  one  by  one    my  fr 

— • # 0 0- 


whom  I      de-pend,  Naught  from  His  love  can 

love  will  pre-vail,         He     can -not  fail,  no, 

His    lov  -  ing  breast,  Wea  -  ry  from  life's  en- 

iends  have  all  gone,       Je  -  sus    and     I  to- 
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er ;      He     is      so 
er;      Con-stant  and 
or  ;  There,  like   a 
er       Still   will     a  - 


dear,  this  Friend  ev  -  er  near  : 
sure,  His  love  shall    en- dure  : 
dove,  re-freshed  in    His  love, 
bide,  and  walk  side  by    side, 
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He    will    be 

He   will    be 

Prov-ing  Him 

Faith-ful    and 
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He  will    be   true,  yes,     true     for  -  ev  -   er, 
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He,     for  -  sake     me      nev  -  er;   Trust     in      His 
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rue     tor  -    ev   -    er. 
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love      all     else 
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He    will   be   true     for 
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56.    ALL  THINE  OWN. 


D.  W.  M. 


(Rev.  8:  21.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Melt  my  soul,  dear   Je  -  sus, 

2.  Change  my  sin  -  ful     na  -  ture 
3    Make  my  faith   o  -   be-dient 

4.  Grant  me  grace  to     con-quer, 

5.  Then  when  thou  hast  finished 


Break  this  heart  of     stone; 

By      thy  jrrace   di  -  vine; 

To      thy  truth  and  power ; 
With    thy  Spir  -  it        fill 

All     thy  work    in      me, 
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Make  me    all    thine   own. 

With  the    love    of     thine. 

Ev  -  'ry     day    and    hour. 

Strong  to      do     thy     will. 

Sat  -  is  -  fied     in      thee. 
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Oh,     re  -  new    my    spir  -  it, 

Cleanse  my  heart  and  fill      it 

Let     thy  will    con-trol    me 

All     my  soul,  and  make  me 

I     shall   be    per  -  feet  -  ed — 


CHORUS. 
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All    thine  own,     0     Ho  -  ly   One!    Make  me    all     thine  own; 

-»-      m  -0-       -0-  I         I 

^-k-* w — * >*— P — * — F — F* *— F b~ Fp^t^SH 


^=fc=& 


9. — Lg ^ ^ ^_l — | • • 0 *_f_  9 E _  JJ 


^ 


Safe-ly   keep  me    till      I    meet  thee    In    thy    Father's   throne. 
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57.    COMMITTED. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


2  Tim.  1,  12. 


-| Tr-^Z^ 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 


1.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  be-liev-  ed,     On    this    assurance   I    re-lj7;  i 

2.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  be-liev- ed,   Com-mit-  ted  to  an  All-wise  God; 

3.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  be-liev- ed,     No  foe       I  fear,  or  tempest  wild; 

4.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  be-liev- ed,     In  time  of  trouble  He's  my  sta\; 

5.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  be-liev- ed,  And  so  "the  vie-  to-ry"  is  mine; 

6.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  be-liev-  ed,  This  "Hope  of  glory"  fills  my  soul; 
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In  Christ's  sweet  presence  I  am  guarded,     Se-cure      I  rest  while  He  is   nigh. 

Who  knows  our  ev'ry  human  weakness,  Car-ries  our  burdens,  bearsour  loads. 

The  Christ  in  whom  I  hide  is     a  •  ble      To  keep  in  peace  Bis  trusting  child. 

And  when  the  tempter  strong  assails  me,     Secure  I'm  kept  against  that  day. 

Not    by  the  world,  nor  man.nor  an-gel,     But  by  this  mighty  faith  Di  vine. 

0,  joy     of  life!  and  light  of  Heaven,  My  Christ!  while  endless  ages  roll. 
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CHORUS. 


I     believe  in  the  Lord,  And  1 

I  believe  in  the  Lord, 
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rest  on  His  word  ; 

And  I  rest  on  His  word 
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Hal-le  -  lu       -        jan,  now  I  praise  Him,  JesusChrist  is  my  all  to-day. 

Hallelujah, 
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58.    JESUS  SAVES  TO-DAY. 


Bev.  D   W.  Mylanb 


Nkllib  A  Myjland, 
Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 


1.  Je  -  sus  died  od  Calv'ry's  brow,  And  from  sin  can  save  you  now; Will  you 

2.  May  the  fire  from  heaven  fall,  To  con-sume  my  sins  and  all,  Pu  -  ri  - 

3.  Je  -  sus  sane- ti-fies  my  sou],  Heals  me-ev'-  ry  whit  made  whole,   I  from 

4.  He     is  com-ing  by  and  by.  We  shaL  meet  Him  in  the  sky;"Gi    ye 
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while  you  may?  Now  the  crimson  blood  doth  flow, 

my  heart  to-day:  Come,  oh  come,Thou  Ho-ly  Ghost, 

and  sickness  frees  And  He    liv-eth  in  me  now, 

He     is  nigh,  Watch  and  work,  believe  and  pray 

Will  you  come,  while  you  may 


n 
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It  will  cleanse  you  whiie  as  snow.  Now  be-lieve,  Je  -  sus  saves. 

Give  us  now    a  Pen  -te-cost;  Blessed  Lord,  come  in  and  save. 

Sweetly  keeps;  I  know  not  how;  Life  of  Christ,  how     it  saves. 

Hast'ning  in   the  glorious  day, When  the  Lord  will  come  to  save. 

Now  believe, 
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Christ  of  God,  ,  He  comes  to-day,  Seeking  those  who've  gene  astray.. 

Christ  of  God,  He  comes  to-day, 
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JESUS  SAVES  TO-DAY.-Concluded. 
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Sav-ing  souls  a-long  the  way;  Hal-le-lu    -  jab,       hal  -  le  - 

Hal  -le  -lu-jah, 
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lu  jah,      Je-su<3 

Hal-  le-  lu-jah. 


saves,  .     .    .    He  saves  to  -  day. 

Jesus  saves.He  saves  to-day ,to-day. 


Blessing. 


MERCY  FOR  ME. 


i  Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
Will  the  Father  hear  the  plea 
T  make  in  Jesus'  name? 

2  i.  have  long  withstood  His  grace, 
And  nave  grieved  Him  to  His  face, 
Wandered  far  from  His  right  ways, 

But  I  return  this  houifo 

3  Here  my  many  sins  lament, 
Notv  sincerely  I  repentc 

God  to  serve,  with  true  intent, 
My  Saviour  I  receive, 

REV.  3><  W.  MYL^ND 


i  TAKE  HIM  AS  I  AM. 


1  Here  I  give  myself  to  Thee, 
Thou  dost  set  my  spirit  free, 
And  the  blood  now  cleanses  me, 

According  to  His  Word. 

Cho. — I  take  Him  as  I  am, 
I  take  Him  as  I  am, 
This  is  my  plea,  He  promised  me, 
1  take  Him  as  I  am. 

2  Now  I  know  that  it  is  done, 
Though  the  feeling's  not  begun, 
But  'tis  promised  in  the  Son, 

Aad  I  rest  upon  His  Word. 

REV.  O.  Wc  MYLAKD. 


61.  TEUST  FOR  BODY  AND  SOUL. 


Words  and  Music  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 


1.  I    read  the  sweet  sto  *   ry      a  -  gain  and    a  -  gain.   Of  Jesus,  the 

2.  I  wished  I  could  know   it    was    al-waysHis  will,   To  heal  our  dis- 

3.  Oh,  how    1    did     hun-ger    to   hear  Him  just  say,   My  child,  1  will 

4.  Is     an  -  y  one    sick,   His  word  plainly  does  say,  ''To  call  for  the 

5.  Then  come,  my  dear  brother,  I  know  He'll  heal  you,  For  surely  He's 
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Heal  -  er,  while  here  a-mong  men  ;  But  since  He  has    suf  -  fered  and 
eas  -  es    and  sick-ness  when  ill :      I     will,  be  thou  clean,  to    the 
bear    all  your  sick-ness  a  -  way  ;  But  when  I    first    saw    that  to- 
eld  -  ers,"  for  you  they  will  pray:   Anoint  you  with    oil     "in    the 
borne  all  your  sick-ness-es     too;  Come,  plead  His  sweet  prom-is -es, 
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now  gone  a  -  way,      I  wondered  if      He     was  the  same     to  -  day. 

lep  -  er  said  He',      But  oh,     is    His    will  just  the  same  unto    me? 
day  He's  the  same,    I  ceased  from  my  works,  and  His  own  healing  came, 
name  of  the  Lord,"  "The  prayer  of  faith"  saves  you,  for  this  is  word. 

at  His  feet  fall !     He  heal-eth  my  sickness,  I  know  He'll  heal  all. 
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Row  I  do    know    our  Lord  died  on  the  tree,  From  8 
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our  Lord  died  on  the  tree,  From  sin  and  from  sick  -  ness  to  thus  make  me  free ; 
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On  Him  all  my  cares  and  my  bnrdens  I 
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nd  my  bnrdens  I    roll,      I  trust  for  my  bod  -  y  as  well  as  my  soui. 
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62.   JESUS  FOE  BODY  AND  SOUL. 


W.  H.  Laughlin. 


INVITATION   HYJWIN. 


0-    '      '      '      3-  -<Sh 

w  i 

1.  Of    the  sick  who  came  to  Je  -  sus, 

2.  Will  you  trust  this  blessed  Je   -    sua, 

3.  In  God's  ho  -  ly  word  He  teach  -  es 

4.  A      re  -  spec-ter  not  of  per  -  sons, 

5.  Je  -  sus  bore  our  pain  and  sor  -  row, 

6.  Know  we  not  our  lov-ing  Sav  -  iour 


We    are  told  He  healed  them  all ; 
Who  did  thus  His  love    re  -   veal? 
That  He    al-ways    is     the     same, 

Is    this  Je-sus  whoru  we      love; 
With  His  stripes,  too,  we  are    healed ; 
Has    for     us     a      ten  -  der    care, 
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Not  one  word  have  we  of  fail  -  ure, 
He  but  waits  for  you  to  trust  Him, 
So  dear  broth-er,  sis  -  tec,  hast  -  en  ! 
Hence  we  know  He'll  heal  you,  broth  -  er, 
And  His  word  most  plain-ly  teach  -  es, 
He,     as  then,  will  glad  -  ly      heal      us, 
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When  in  faith  on  Him  they'd  call. 

E'er  He  does  your  bod  -  y  heal. 
This  great  bless-ing   now    to     claim. 

As  be -fore  He  went  a  -  bove. 
That  our  work    is     but     to     yield. 

All  our  bur-dens  He  will  bear. 
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Then,  dear  broth-er,  come   to  Je  sus,  With 

Then,  dear  broth-er,   then,  dear     broth-er,   come    to     Je-sus,      With 
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y      and  your     soul; 

y,  with  your     bod-y  and  your  soul ; 
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For     He's   wait  -  ing    now     to 
For     He's   wait  -  ing,   yes,    He' 
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heal  you,  Glad-ly    now    to  make  you   whole, 

wait-lng  now  to  beal  you,  Glad-ly  now    to  make  you  whole,  to  make  you  whole. 
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63.   JESOS  HEALS  TO-BAY. 


J.  M.  K. 

Moderate. 


J  AS.  M.  K.IKK. 


t'  ' 


1.  Have  you  found  the  great  Physician,     Je  -  sus  Christ  of  Gal  -  i-1  ee? 

2.  Con  -  secrate  your  life   to    Je-sus,     Spir  -  it,  soul,  and  bod  -  y  too; 

3.  Do  you  doubt  God  s  will  to  heal  you? Take  His  word  and  ask  for  light; 

4.  Oh!    I'm  glad  to  tell  you,  suf-f'rer,  Chrigt  haa  more  than  healing  too; 
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who  bore  our  pain  and  sorrow,  On     the   shameful,  cru  -  el  tree? 

'  the  Lord    is   for    the  bod-y,"  Ev'  -  ry  pow'r   He  gave   to  you. 

you  seek  in  deep  contrition,  He   will  guide  your  heart  aright. 

a  -  bun-dant  o  -  ver-flowing,  He  will    glad  -  ly  give    to  you. 
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Still  He  heals  the  sick  and  suff* ring,  As      be- fore     He  went  away; 

Let  there   be     no  res  -  er -va-tion,   Give   the  Lord   full  right  of  way; 

Do   not  fear     to  claim  His  promise,  He     will    not  your  trust  betray; 

Step  out  bold  -  ly, claim  His  fullness,  Let  your  sad-ness  flee  away; 
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r'or  His  word  most  plainly  tells  us,"  He       is 

He  will  come  and  heal  His  temple,  For     He 

When  on  earth    He  gladly  heal'd  them,  And  He 

When  on  earth  He  made  them  happy,  And    He 


just 
is 


the  same  to-day.' 
the  same  to-day. 
the  same  to-day. 
the  same  to-day. 
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chorus.  JESUS  HEALS  TO-DAY -Concluded. 
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He    is     just    ....     the  same  to- day;  As    be  - 

He    is  iust  the  same  to-day,        As    be- fore  He  went  a-way,  As    be - 
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fore  ....   He  went  a -way. 

fore  He  went  away,      As  be-fore  He  went  away.  Look  to  Him,  believe  and  pray; 
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Trust  His  word  andthen  o-  bey.  "Praise  God,  He    is  just  the  same  to-day." 
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64.    COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 


1.  Come,  ye  dis-con  -  solate, 

2.  Joy     of  the  des  -  o-late, 

3.  Here  see  th°  bread  of  life. 


wher-e'er  ye 

light    of  the 

see     waters 


lan-guish, 
stray-ing, 
flow-  ing 


Come    to  the 
Hope    of  the 

Forth  from  the 


mer  -  cy-seat,    fer  -  vent-ly  kneel ; 

pen  -  l-  tent,  fade  -  less  and  pure, 

throne  of  God,  pure  from    a  -  bove. 


Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts, 
Here  speaks  the  Com  -  fort  -  er, 
Come      to    the  feast      of  love; 


-in- 
here   tell  your 
ten  -  der -  ly 
come,   ev  -  er 
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an-guish;     Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  lleav'n  can  not  heal, 
say  -  ing,    "  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heav'n  can  not  cure." 
know-ing,      Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  Hearn  can   remove. 


6b.   LET  US  STAND. 


(Judges  7!  20,  21.) 


Bev.  1).  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Let  us  stand    for  Je  -  sus,  soldiers  true     and  bold,  Clad     in 

2.  All  a -round    us  ly  -  ing,  foes  both  fierce  and  strong,  But  in 

3.  In  the   time     of  dan  -  ger  came  we     to      the     front,  And  to 

4.  Day  of    promised  tri-umph,  who  would  fait- er    here?  When  the 
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gos-pel  ar-mour    like  the  saints  of  old; 
faith  we're  marshal'd  as  a   fearless  throng; 
save  God's  people,  bear  the  bat-tie's  brunt; 
King   is  com-ing    and  the  Kingdom  near: 


Drinking  of  the  fountain, 
Not  by  might  or  numbers 
'Tis    a   day    propitious 
Od   we   go     to  vie  -  t'ry 


J& 


watching  un-to  prayer,  Proved,  and  ready  for  life's  conflict  anywhere. 

go  we  to  the  fray,  But  thro'  Christ  our  Captain  we  shall  win  the  day. 

victors  crowns  to  gain,  Overcome  with  Jesus-  in  His  Kingdom  reign. 

shouting  for  our  King,  By  His  Sword  we'll  couquor  and  deliverance  bring 
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In     my  place  I'll  stand,  like    Gideon's  faithful  band,  Ready     for 
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LET  US  STAND.-Concluded. 
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the  bat -tie       at     my  Lord's  cammand;  Holding  forth  the  Word,  the 
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Spirit's  mighty  Sword,  We  shall  triumph  o'er  the  foe  and  victors  stand. 
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66        ALL  HAIL  THE  POWER. 

1  All  hail  the  pow'r  of  Jesus'  name! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall, 
||  :Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all.  :|| 

2  Let  ev'ry  kindred,  ev'ry  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
||  :To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all.  :|| 

3  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall, 
||:We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all.  :|| 


67   0  FOR  A  THOUSAND  TONGUES 

1  0  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

2  Jesus!  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

3  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free. 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 


68.   WHO  WILL  GO  AND  WITNESS  FOR  JESUS  ? 


J.  M.  K. 


£=$=£ 


J  AS.  M.  KlRK. 


1.  "Ye  shall  be      my  wit -ness-es,"  was  Je  -  sus'  last  command,  To 

2.  Je  -   sus  has  commissioned  you  and    I        to   go      or  send       A 

3.  God    has  said     be    of  good  eour-age,  neith-  er  be       a-fraid,   Tho' 

4.  Hear    the  suf-f  ring  mil-lions  cry-  ing  for      the  Liv-  ing  Bread, When 
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ev'  -  ry  kindred  tongue  and  tribe,  in     ev'  -  ry  clime  and  land;     Go, 
mes  •  sen-ger      in  His  dear  name,  His  glorious  cross     de-fend  ;     And 
mountains  seem  to  hedge  the  way,  He  saj's     be    un  -  dismayed;  For 
Christ  was  here  His  words  were,"  Let  the  mul  -  ti-tudes    be    fed."  Then 
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tell  them  of    our  Christ  and  say    His  kingdom  is         at  hand, 

He    has  promised  to       be  with    us,  ev  -    en  to      the  end, 

Je  -  sus  is      our  Cap-  tain  and  will  al  -ways  be      our  aid, 

haste  wher-ev  -  er  man      is  found,  for  all     His  blood  was  shed, 

J. 
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Who  will  go  and  wit-ness  for  Je  -  sus?     Tell  it  out,  Tell  it 

Tell  it  out, 
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WHO  WILL  GO  AND  WITNESS  ?-Concluded. 
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Tell  it  out, 


The   blessed  gospel  sound,Tell  it 
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Tell  it  out, 
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out,  The  news  the  world  around,  Till  the  name  of  Je  -  sus 

Tell    it  out, 


Is      fe    h      ft 


has  been  beard  wherever  man  is  found.Who  will  go  and  witness  for  Je-  sus? 
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69  A  CHARGE  TO  KEEP. 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify, 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present,  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil, 
O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Masters  will. 

3  Heln  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 


70 


CAN  I  YET  DELAY. 


1  And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  little  all  to  give? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away* 
For  Jesus  to  receive? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield! 

I  can  hold  out  no  more; 
I  sink  by  dying  love  compell'd, 
And  own  the  conqueror! 

3  Come  and  possess  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 
With  all  Thy  weight  of  love. 


71.    I'LL  FOLLOW  THEE. 

By  permission.  Mrs.  Staff-Captain  Hkathcote. 

Andante.  .  . 

1.  I   heard   a     voice so    soft-ly     call    -   ing,  ''Take 

2.  The  world  was  cold, and  vain  its   pleas  -  ure;  My 

3.  I     saw   the  poor, the  maimed,  the     low    -    ly,  Look 

4.  I    drew  me  near,    the  road  was  thorn    -   y,  And 

-.g  1 * — 9 — *~  m  — ral — * — * — 9 — m * 

~m=*— i — EBS-±^ — F»-'   N   ■— q— 
.t — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 1 #_*_# — 0 — 


-ai— - 


N- 


H =i & b 9 I— 

j — a_x_ — _ — ,=5- — 4 — _ 
"#    T    C     u     b  * 


up   thy      cross and    fol  -  low    Me; A 

wea-  ry      heart saw    all    was  drear ;  It 

un  -  to       Je           -           -  sus,  look  and    live ; I 

worldlings  scoffed, the  cross  was  there  ;  ...    'Twas 
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tern  -pest    on  .............  my  heart  was  fall 

heaped  on    nie its  smiles  with  meas    - 

felt     a      wish to     be   made  ho 

nar  -  row,  too —   no  room  for   help 
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iv  -  ing.  cross this  was    to        be. 

looked,  to  find each  leaf  was     sear; 

knew  that  He would  me    for  -  give; 

knew  His  ear would  hear  my   prayer; 
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I     struggled 
And  sick  and 

I    stood    a- 
And  past  the 


m—0 * — 
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I'll  Follow  Thee.-Goncluded. 
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sore 1  struggled  vain-ly, 

wea          -          -  ry,  heav-y  -  la -den, 

far, I  hastened  on-ward, 

throng,  and  thro'  the  fol  -  ly, 
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No  oth  -  er  light  . . 
I  dreamt  I  saw  . . 
I  heard  His  voice, 
I    laid  me  low,  . . 
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my  eyes  could  see. 

my  help  whs  near. 

"My  peace  I'll  give.' 

I    laid  me  there. 


I'll  fol-low  Thee, of  life  the   giv  -  er, 


I'll  fol-low  Thee, 
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I'll  fol-low  Thee, suffering  Redeemer ;  I'll  fol-low  Thee 

I'll  fol-low  Thee,  I'll  follow  Thee, 
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By  Thy  grace, I'll 

by  Thy  grace, 
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fol-low      Thee. 
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5  I  heard  His  voice  unto  me  saying  : 
"Take  up  thy  cross,  and  follow  me," 

My  heart  is  Thine,  now  Thee  obeying, 
Speak  all  Thy  will,  dear  Lord,  to  mi 

Make  weakness  strength,  Thy  pow'r  now  give  m 
And  from  this  hour  I'll  follow  Thee- 
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6  His  cross  I  took,  which,  cross  no  longer, 
A  hundred-fold  brings  life  to  me; 
Of  weary  days  I  often  ponder, 

Of  days  that  now  bring  liberty  ; 

My  hpfirt  is  filler]  with  joy  o'erflowing, 

His  Jove  and  life  are  light  to  me. 


72.    CALVARY'S  STREAM. 


D. 


W.  M. 

Andante. 


{Dedicated  to  "Uatlie.") 


Kev.  D.  W.  Mylamd, 
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There's  a  stream  whose  wa-ter  wash-es  white  the  soul,  And  its  beul-ing 
Blood  of  Christ,  dis-solve  me  from  all  dross  of  sin  !  Promised  Ho-ly 
Here     at     Cal-vary's  fountain,  let   me    e'er     a-bide,  Till  in  lieav'n  I'm 
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fountain  makes  the  suffering  whole ;  When  that  fount  was  opened,  sin  s  dark 
Spir-it,  cleanse  my  heart  with-in  !  Stream  of  life      in     Je-sus,    save  me 
seat-ed       at    my  Saviour's  side;  Then  be -fore   the   Fa-ther,    vic-t'ry's 
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debt   was  paid,   All    my  soul's  transgressions  were    on     Je  -  sus  laid, 
ev  -  'ry    hour!   Fill  and  sane  -  ti  -    fy    me,    keep  me     by    thy  pow'r. 
palm   I'll  wave  While  I      sing     of     Calvary     and    its    pow'r  to  save. 
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Cal  -  v'ry's  stream    is 
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sus  show-ing, 
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73.    I  TAKE,  HE  UNDERTAKES. 


A.  B.  S. 


Kev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.   I  clasp  the  hand  of  Love  divine,  I  claim  the  gracious  promise  mine, And 
2    I  take  sal-va-tion  full  and  free,  Thro'  Him  who  gave  His  life  for  me,  He 

3.  I  take  the  promised  Holy  Ghost,  I  take  the  power  of  Pemte-  cost,  To 

4.  I  take  Him  fortius  mortal  frame,  I  take  my  healing  thro'  His  name, And 

5.  I  simply  take  Hun  at  His  word,  I  praise  Him  that  my  prayer  is  heard, And 

is    I  [s    !       |s  I      is  *   ^. 
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take,  He  un  -  der  ■ 

take,  He  un  -  der  - 

take,  He  un  -  der 

take,  He  un  -  der - 


this      e  -  ter  -  nal  coun  -  ter-sign,  "I 

un  -  der -takes  my    All      to      be,    "I 

fill      me     to       the    ut   -    ter-most,   "I 

all       His    ris  -    en    life        I    claim,  "I 

claim  my   an  -  swer  from  the  Lord.    "I      take,  He     un  -  der 
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takes." 
takes." 
takes." 
takes." 
takes." 


CHORUS 


I   take  Thee,  blessed    Lord, 


I    give   my-self      to    Thee, 
— 0.-d—0—\$:- 


And 
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Thou,    ac-cord-ing     to     Thy  word,  Dost  un  -  der -take    for      me. 


Copyright,  1891,  by  A.  R.  Simpson.    By  per. 


74.    TEACH  ME,  0  LORD ! 


D.  W.  M. 


(PSA.  25  :  4,  5.) 


Rev    D.  W.  MylanC 
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1.  Teach  me,    0     Lord,     to  -  day,  Cause  me  to    know  Thy  way, 

2.  Teach  me   how   Je  -  sus'  blood  Wash  -  es  my   soul     for   God, 

3.  Teach  me   Thy  will      to    know,  And     in  Thy  way      to      go, 

4.  Teach  me     to    bear    my  cross,  Will  -  ing  to     suf  -   fer    loss, 
fe#-        0-       .  _        .  _       -#- 
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Teach  me,  Lord,  how  to  pray, 
How,  thro'  the  cleans -ing  flood, 
Teach  me  Thy  love  to  show; 
Take   from    me       all        the  dross, 


Ful  -  ly     to    trust     in  Thee; 
I     am  made  white  and  pure  ; 
Re-veal -ing  grace  Di-vine; 
Make  me  like  Christ  to     be ; 
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Teach  ine     my   sins      to  leave, 

Teach  me     the    Ho  -   ly  Ghost, 

Teach  me     thy  child     to  be, 

Teach  me      to     save    the  lost, 

ZJL        .0. 
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No    more  thy  heart     to   grieve, 
Give    me    my   Pen  -  te  -  cost, 
Meek  -  ly      to     live      for  Thee, 
To     help   the    tem  -  pest-tossed, 
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Teach  me  how   to       re  -  ceive 
Fill     to   the      ut  -  ter  -  most 
Grant  me  Thy  face     to     see, 
And,    at  what-  ev  -  er     cost, 


Par-don  and  peace   so    free. 
With  love  that  will     en -dure. 
Con-scious-ly   know  I'm  Thine. 
Fin  -  ish  Thy  work    in     me. 


75.    KEEP  ON  BELIEVING, 


'  Con  espress 
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L.  M.  B. 
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When  you  feel  weak-est,    dan-gers  sur- round;     Sub-tie  temp-ta- tions, 
If      all  were  ea  -    sy,      if  all  were  bright,Where  would  the  cross  be  ? 
God    is  your  wis-dom;   God  is  your  might;     God's  ev  -  er  near  you 
Let    us  press  on    then;    nev-er  des- pair;        Live   a-bove  feel  -  ing, 
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trou-bles    a  -  bound  ; 

where  would  the  fight? 

guid-ing    you    right; 

vie  -  to  -  ry's    there ; 


Notliing  seems  hope-ful,    nothing  seems  glad, 
But   in   the   hard-ness,    God  gives  to   you, 
He  un-der-stands  you,    knows  all  your  need  : 
Je-sus  can  keep      us       so   near  to    Him, 
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CHORUS. 
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All    is    des-pair  -  ing,     oft -en-times  sad. 
Chances  for  prov  -  ing    what  He  can    do. 
Trusting  in  Him  you'll  sure-ly   suc-ceed. 
That  nev-er-more  our    faith  shall  grow  dim. 
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Keep  on  be-liev-ing, 
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eep  on  re-joic-ing, 
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Je-sus  is  near,  Keep  on  believing,  there's  nothing  to  fear;  Keep  on  be- 
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liev  -  ing,    this  is  the  way,  Faith  in  the  nii 
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this  is  the  way 
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in  the  night  as     well  as  the  day. 
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76.    HOLDING  STEADILY  ON. 

(Heb.  10;  23.)  Bev.  D.  W.  Mylasd. 
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A    might- y     bat  -  tie    now    is     on,  Our   foes  are  fierce  and  strong, 
We    went  in-  to     the    bat  -  tie- field  Not    at    our  charge  at     all, 
The    Dev-il's  shoot-ing  hard    to   kill  With  poisoned  shafts  of    hell, 
Thus  will  we    win  this  glorious  fight,  Tho'  oft-en  pressed  se  -  vere, 
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It      is       a     time  of  con-flict  here  'Twixt  pow'rs  of  right  and    wrong; 
But  thro' the  Spir-it's  mus- ter- ing    And     our  Com-man-der's  call; 
Well  knowing    if  he  wounds  the  saints,  He's  served  his  purpose   well ; 
For  Je  -  sus  Christ  is    Con-quer-or,     We    need  not  shrink  or     fear  ; 
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But  we've  a     glo-rious  Cap-tain,  brave, Who  nev -er    lost     a      fight, 
So      in   the  strength  of  Je  -  sus   and     The  arm  -  a-  ments  of    Truth, — 
'Gainst  his  masked  bat-ter- ies      of    hate  Which  thunder  at  God's  sons, 
Then  up   the  steeps  of     glo  -  ry   soon  We'll  march  at  Je  -  sus'   call, — 
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And  so  we're  hound  to  eon-quer,  For  our  cause  is  just  and  right. 
With  Spirit's  sword  and  shield  of  Faith  We'll  smite  the  foe  for-  sooth. 
We'll  hurl  the  bombshells  of  God's  truth  And  si-lence  all  his  guns. 
Meet  our  Com-maq -der   in     re-view,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of    all. 
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We're  hold-ing  stead-i 
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Holding  Steadily  On.— Concluded. 
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From  faith  de  -  liv-ered   to     the  saints  W3    nev  -  er    will    de  •  cline; 
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The  whole  pure  Gos-pel     we     be-  lieve,  The  blood  of    Je  -  sus     won, 
p.       p.      p. 
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Thro'  all    the  fray  we'll  win  the  day:  We're  holding  stead-i-ly     on 
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77.    GOD  ANSWERS  PRAYER. 
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I       be  -  lieve  God    answers  prayer;  I      am  sure    God  answers  prayer ; 
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have  proved  God      an-swers  prayer; —  Glo  -  ry        to      His  name  ! 
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78.  OUR  LORD'S  RETURN  TO  EARTH  AGAIN. 


J.  M.  K. 


Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  I 

2.  Je- 

3.  Yes, 

4.  Then 


am  watching  for  the  coin-ing  of  the  glad  mil  -  len-nial  day, 
sus' com-ing  back  will  be  the  an-swer  to  earth's  sorrowing  cry, 
the  ransom'd  of  the  Lord  shall  come  to  Zi-on  then  with  joy, 
the    sin    and  sor-row,  pain  and  death  of  this  dark  world  shallcease, 
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When  our  bless-  ed  Lord  shall  come  and  catch  His    wait-ing  Bride  a  -way; 

For  the  knowledge   of    the  Lord  shall  fill   the  earth  and  sea  and  sky; 

And    in       all  His     ho  -  ly  mountain  nothing  hurts   or  shall   destroy; 

In      a     glorious  reign  with   Je  -  sus    of      a    thousand  years  of  peace; 

■f-      -0-         m         m         a        -.»"      "P"      "P*      -#"        m         -#-      ■#- 


i — U^= — 1^= — !^= — 1^= — t^- 


fefe 


0 — m — 0--X—0 — ■ — 0 1 — -i — J 

0 — 0,--i—0 — • — •- — « — -g] ■ 


Oh!  my  heart  is  filled  with  rap-ture    as      I       la  -  bor, watch  and  pray, 
God  shall  take    a  -  way    all  sickness  and  the    sufFrer's  tears  will  dry, 
Perfect  peace  shall  reign  in     ev'  -  ry  heart,  and  love  with- out     al  -  loy, 
All    the   earth   is  groaning,  cry-ing    for  that   day    of  sweet  re- lease, 
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CHORUS.    k 


For  our  Lord  is  coming  back  to  earth  a- gain. 

When  our  blessed  Jesus  shall  come  back  a-gain. 

Af-  ter    Je  -sus  shall  come  back  to  earth  a-gain. 

For  our  Je-sus  to  come  back  to  earth  a-gain. 

-i 1 V— 


Oh!  our  Lord  is  coming 
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OUR  LORD'S  RETURN  TO  EARTH.-Concluded. 
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back  to  earth  a -gain,  Yes,  our  Lord  is  coming  back  to 

is  com-ing  back  to  earth  a-gain,  is 


earth    a-gain,  Sa-tan  will  be  bound  a  th 


a  -gain, 
com-ing  back  to  earth  again. 
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Sa-tan  will  be  bound  a  thousand  years,  we'll 
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Je-sus  shall  eome  back  to  earth 


have  no  tempter  then,    Af -ter    Je-sus  shalleome  back  to  earth  a-gain. 
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Ray  Palmer. 


OLIVET.    (6,4.) 
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MY  FAITH  LOOKS  UP. 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary; 

Saviour  divine, 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  sins  away; 
Oh,  let  me,  from  this  day, 

Be  wholly  Thine. 
2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire; 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 


80  COME,  HOLY  GHOST. 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  in  love, 
Shed  on  us  from  above 

Thine  own  bright  ray! 
Divinely  good  Thou  art, 
Thy  sacred  gifts  impart 
To  gladden  each  heart : 

Oh,  come  to-day  ! 

2  Come,  tenderest  Friend,  and  best, 
Our  most  delightful  Guest, 

With  soothing  power: 
Rest,  which  the  weary  know, 
Shade,  'mid  the  noontide  glow, 
Peace,  when  deep  griefs  o'erflow, 

Cheer  us  this  hour  J 


81    JESUS  IS  COMING  AGAIN. 


Acts  I;  11. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J  as.  M.  Kirk. 


1  Peter  1:8  1 
Titus  2:  13.  2 
Matt.  24  :  14.  3, 
1  Cur.15:  51,52.4. 
Rev.  5 : 


Our         Lord,whom  we've  not  seen,     yet 
Oh,  bless  -  ed,     glo  -  rious  hope,  when 

This         Gos  -  pel       of      the    King      to 
He  said    we   shall     be  changed  in       the 


5.  We  shall  reign  up 


the  earth   with 


whom  we     dear  -  ly 

Je  -  sus    shall    ap  ■ 

all      the  world  shall 

twink-ling     of       an 

Christ    a      thousand 
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love, 
pear, 
go, 
eye, 
years, 
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This  same   Je-sus   is     com-ing  a  -  gain.  The    an  -  gels  left  us  word  just 

This  same    Je-sus    is      com-ing   a-gain.  Oh!  Bride  of  Christ,  a-wake  !  sure- 

E'er    this  same  Je-sus  shall  come  a  -  gain.  He  said  the  end  shall  come,  when 

When  this  same  Je-sus  shall  come  a-gain. iThess.  4:  n.Yes,  soul-in-spir-ing  hope,   to 
When  this  same  Je-sus  shall  come  a-gain.   Bev.  7i  I7.ln    the     mil-len-nial  day  there 
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as     He  went    a  -  bove, 
ly     the  time     is     near, 
ev'  -  ry  tongue  shall  know, 
see  Him  and    not    die, 
will    be     no    more  tears, 


This  same    Je  -  sus       is     com  -  ing 
When  this  same   Je  -  sus   shall  come 

This  same    Je  -  sus      is     com  -  ing 
When   this  same  Je  -  sus  shall  come 
When   this  same  Je  •  sus  shall  come 


___ — | 1 1 0 — 0-1.-0—    0 0 —  0 0 —  | 1 (_. 

H-n-tH — r-1 — — — r-1 — I 1 — h- — £ — i 1 1 — Vm — m — - 

-9— ft — i & — i ■&—  s-r-B — t-   1 ' 1 V'n — h 

It — y s — y S — «_i_« — U. 1 y — IV 1 ^ 


a  -  gain, 
a  -  gain, 
a  -  gain 
a  -  gain, 
a  -  gain. 
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Com       -        ing,         com       -       Ing,        This  same  Je-sus   is  com-ing   a  -  gain ; 
Je-sus  is    com-ing,   Je-sus  Is   com-ing, 
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Com       •      ing,  com 

Je-sus  is   com-ing,    Je-sus  is 


This  same  Je-sus   is  com-ing   a-gain. 
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82.    FOLLOW  ME. 


D.  W.  M. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Siyland. 


call-ing  by  HisSpir-it,     "Q    wea-  ry  sin  -  ner, 
call-iny;  by  the  promise,      "I     will  receive  who- 
call-ing  by  the  bless-ing,    Rich- es  of  grace  which 
cali-ing  to    His  service:   "Whom  shall  I  send,  and 
-0-        #      -0-  -»-   ■#- 


come  and  fol-low  me  " 
ev  -  er  comes  to  me." 
He  in  love  be-stows, 
who  will  go  for  me?" 
-0-     »      0   %M_~?s>- 


Why  dost  thou  lin-ger?  Trust  His  sav-ing  mer-it, 
Oh,  precious  word  !  That  voice  of  peace  takes  from  us 
Pleading  His  mer  -  cy     and  His  name  con-fess-ing, 
Oh,  take  us,  Lord  !  And     in  Thy  way  preserve  us, 
•0  •     -•-  _-•-  _j*i      -  .._-_» 
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In  Him  there  is  pardon,  peace  and  rest  for  thee. 
All  our  fears  and  doubtings  when  we  come  to  Thee. 
Thro'  my  soul  His  jroodness  like  a  riv-  er  flows. 
Here  we  give  ourselves,  to  live  or  die  for  Thee. 
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Fol-low  me,  and  sing  Re- 
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demption's  sto-ry,  Fol-low  me,  and  thou  shalt  wear  a  crown 
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and   on  my  throne  sit  down. 
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83..  CHRIST'S  COMING  DRAWETH  NEAR. 

"For  yet  a  little  while,  and  the  Coming  One  will  come,  and 

will  not  tarry."— Heb.  10  :  37. 

K  W.  M.  Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 

Con  spirito.  \ 
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The  world  is  get-  ting  queer-  er,  Life's  tri  -  als  are  se-ver- 
!.  The  Church  is  grow-ing  cold  -  er,  And  Sa-tan's  arts  more  bold 
S.  Tho'  Sa  -  tan  is  de  -  ceiv  -  ing,  And  men  the  Spir-  it  griev- 
k     Bat  'mid  these  signs  por-tend-ing,  And    e  -  vils    e'er    ex-tend-i 
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rich   by  greed  are  thriv-ing,  The   poor    of    right    de  -  priv  -  ing,  While 
men  God's  word  as-sail  -  eth   And     un  -  be  -  lief     pre  -  vail  -  eth,  While 
still  will  save  most  sure  -  ly      If        it       is    preached  more  pure  -  ly,    And 
hastening  Christ's  appearing — The  thought  our  hearts  is  cheer-ing,     For 
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all       for     self  are     striv  -  ing  :  Christ's  com-ing    draw  -  eth  near, 

love      of     man  -  y       fail-   eth — Nor      hon  -or    Christ     as    Lord, 

keep    the    soul  se  -  cure  -  ly        A  -  gainst  the  Lord's  great  Day. 

the     glad  time  is      near  -  ing  When  wrongs  shall    be   made  right. 
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Christ's  Coming  Draweth  Near.— Concluded. 
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His  char- iot  wheels  I    hear;  The 
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so  near ; 
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o'er;  Christ's  com-ing  draw-eth  near. 
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84.    JUST  HAD  AN  ANSWER. 


Arr. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland, 


-nv-r-A PS * P Pn- 
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;o       prayer,   A 

trust-  ing  prayer, 
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I    have  just   had     an     an  -  swer 
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won-  der  -  ful     an  -  swer  to    prayer;  . . . 
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Oh,  praise  his  dear  name  ! 
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He  has  heard  me  a-«;ain,  And  sent  me 
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an    answer    to    prayer 

blessed  prayer. 
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85.    JESUS,  SAVIOUR,  PILOT  ME. 


Rev 


J.  E.  GffikD. 


E.  Hopper 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav- iour,  pi  -  lot   me,        O  -  ver  life's  tem-pestuous  sea; 

2.  As     a  moth  -  er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the    ocean    wild; 

3.  When  at  last      I   near  the  shore,  And  the   fear-  ful  breakers  roar; 
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Unknown  waves  be-fore  me    roll,       Hid-ing  rock  and  treach'rous  shoal; 
Boist'rous  waves  o-  bey  Thy    will, When  Thou  say'stto  them  "Be  still !" 
'Twixt  me  and    the  peaceful  regL     Then,  while  leaning  on  Thy  breast, 


Chart  and  compass  come  from  Thee,    Je  -  sus,  Sa-viour,  pi  -  lot  me. 

Wondrous  Sov'reign     of   the  sea,        Je  -  sus,  Sa-viour,  pi  -  lot  me. 

May     I  hear  Thee    say  to     me,  "Fear  not"  I      will  pi  -  lot  thee!" 
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P.  Doddridge. 


86.    HAPPY  DAT. 


1^1 
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1  O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 

On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 

And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 
Cho. — Happy  day,  happy  day, 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away ! 
He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  live  rejoicing  ev'ry  day. 

2  'Tis  done!    the   great   transaction's 

done! 
I  am  ray  Lord's,  and  He.  is  mine ; 


i 


English  Melody. 
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He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on,  [vine. 
Charmed  to  confess  that  voice  di- 

3  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart, 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 

4  High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn 

vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
A.nd  bleaa  in  death  a  bond  so  deaf. 


87.    ABIDE  WITH  ME. 


Wm.  H.  Monk. 


r 

1.  A  -  bide  with    me !  Fast   falls  the      e  -  ven-  tide,      The     darkness 

2.  Swiit    to     its   close   ebbs    out  life's   lit  -  tie    day;  Earth's  joys  grow 

3.  I     need  Thy  pres-ence    ev'  -  ry    pass-ing  hour,  What     but  Thy 

4.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross    be  -  fore  my  clos-  ing  eyes,  Shine    thro'  the 
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deep  -  ens — Lord, with  me     a-  bide!  When      oth  -  er    help  -  ers 
dim,       its      glcr-iespass     a  -way;   Change  and    de  -  cay       in 
grace    can      foil  the  tempter's  pow'r?  Who,    like  Thy-  self,     my 
gloom,  and    point  me     to     the  skies;  Heav'n's  morning  breaks  and 
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fail,  and  comforts  flee,   Help      of  the  helpless,  oh,   a  -  bide  with 

all     around   I      see!       0  Thou,who  changest  not,  a  -  bide  with 

guide  and  stay  can  be?  Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine, oh,  a  -  bide  with 

earth's  vain  shadows  flee!     In       life,  in  death, 0  Lord,  a  -  bide  with 


m 


me! 
me! 
me ! 
me! 
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S.  Medley. 


88.    LOVING  KINDNESS. 


Western  Melody. 


*   Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 
Andsing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  free! 
Loving  kindness,  loving  kindness, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  free! 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  great! 
Loving  kindness,  loving  kindness, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  great! 


Tho'  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Tho'  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  strong! 
Loving  kindness,  loving  kindness. 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  strong! 
When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gather'd  thick,  and  thunder 'd  loud, 
He  near  my  s<ml  has  always  stood, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  good! 
Loving  kindness,  loving  kindness, 
His  loving  kindness,  oh,  how  good! 


89.    DWELLING  IN  HIS  PRESENCE. 


Mrs.  Wesley  Rice. 


Psa.  15;  11. 


J  as.  M.  Kirk. 


1.   Blessed  Je  -  sus!   how  He  saves  me!  Keeps  me  un-derneath  the  blood; 
%.    Day  by  day  my    heart  grows  lighter,  For  He  dwells  supreme  within; 
3.      If    I  would  I    could  not  tell  you,  Of  the  hours   of    perfect   rest; 
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Sat-is-fies    my  souls  deep  longing,  Fills  me  with  the  peace  of     God. 
Reigning  there  triumphant   o  -  ver     All  thepow'rs   of     self  and    sin. 
When  He  draws  me  gently   to  Him,  Folds  me  closely      to  His  breast. 
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which  passeth      un-derstanding,  Joy  unspeak- a  -  ble     di  -  vine; 

Oh,  the  precious,  precious  moments.When  I    lie   low     at    His     feet; 

Whisp'ring  words  I     dare  not  ut  -  ter,  Mes-sa- ges     of  tend'rest      love; 
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Thrills  my  soul  with  heav'nly  rapture,  When  He  whispers,"  Thou  art     mine." 
Feasting  on  the     hidden  man- na      Of  communion  calm  and  sweet. 
Till  my  soul,  en  -  wrapp'd  in  glo- ry,  Shares  the  bliss  of  saints  a  -  bove. 
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DWELLING  IN  HIS  PRESENCE -Concluded. 

CHORUS. 


Glory!   glo        -        ry!  hal-le  -  lu      -      jah  !  Ihro' the  blood      .     .   I 
Glory!  glory!  halle-lujah!  hallelujah!  Thro'tlie  blood  1 

-£-= — IX  »  »T  ►  t»    l»  H    EEFfcii*2— ■  F^**-»- »- 


■rr  & 

now  am     free ;  .     .     ,     . 
now  am  free,  I  now  am  free; 
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is  -  fied  with 
I    am  sat  -  is  -  fied,  yes, 
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Je    -   sus,  He  is 

sat-isfied  with  Jesus, 
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all     .     .      .  the  world  to      me.     .     .     . 
He  is  all  the   odd  to  me,yes,all  to  me. 
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MY  JESUS,  AS  THOU  WILT. 

1  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt, 

Oh!   may  Thy  wjll  be  mine, 
Into  Thy  hand  of  love* 

I  would  my  all  resign  ; 
Through  sorrow  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

"  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done." 
1  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt, 

All  shall  be  well  for  me, 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee; 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on, 
And  sing  in  life  or  death, 

"My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done." 

JANE    BORTHWICK 


IT  IS  THY  WILL. 

1  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt, 

I  come,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee, 
I  know  that  'tis  Thy  will, 

For  Thou  hast  said  to  me, 
"  Come  unto  me,  dear  child, 

And  I  will  give  you  rest." 
Oh,  gladly  now  I  come, 

Obeying  Thy  behest. 

2  In  sickness  Thou  hast  said, 

If  I  will  come  to  Thee, 
Thou'lt  hear  the  prayer  of  faith, 

And  healing  jrive  to  me; 
Oh,  help  my  faith  to  take 

This  blessing  at  Thy  hand, 
I  know  it  is  Thy  will, 

Because  'tis  Thy  command. 

W.  H.  LAUGHLIN. 


92.    LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 


t).  W.  M. 


(Heb.  12  : 1,  2.) 


Rev.  D.  Wesley  Myland. 
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my    load   of    sin      I      see 
I      can      ev  -  er     lay      a  -  side 
on     my  path-way  light  doth  shine, 
is      the      se  -  cret   of     my  strength, 
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Laid    up  -  on     the    Lamb  of     God,  who  died  for      me,  And  His 

E   -   vils  winch  be  -   set    me,    and     the    sin  of    pride;  All    the 

For    His    spir  -  it  dwells  with  -  in      this    soul  of     mine;  And    my 

Sa  -  tan's    fi  -  ery  darts    by    faith     in    Christ  I    quench,  And    a 
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blood  doth  cleanse  and  keep  me  pure  and  free  ; 
storms  of    Sa-tan's  hate     I     shall    out  -  ride, 
heart     is    gar  -  ris-oned    by    peace 
crown  of    tri-umph    I    shall  win 

S-    .m.    .m. 
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Looking,  yes,  we're  looking  un  -  to     Je  -  sus  ev  ■ 
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'ry  day, 
■0-    -19- 


v—y—y—y— v — u — p — v 
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Looking  Unto  Jesus.— Concluded, 
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we      walk  life's  pil- grim    way;   ....  Look        -         -        ing 

walk  life's  ho  -  ly,     hap  -  py        pil  -  grim  way  ;        Looking   un  -  to    Je  -  bus 
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Je       -       -       sus,     Till        we     reach  e  -  ter-nal  day 

la-bor, watch  and  pray,  Till  we  reach  the  por-tals  of     e  -  ter  -  nal  day. 
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93.    TRIUMPHANT. 


D.  W.  M. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 

-is — n — r 


--^te — \ u v-F-h^ N — \ — Pv— h- *-f-r 

^ — Eft— #-r— dv  —  j— F-S-v— •.- — ii—  * — » — «— E-*~~;  •- 

Heav  -  en  -  born    qui  -  et-ness,  rest,  bless-ed      rest,     Heal-ing     in 
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Je  -  sus,  the   sweet-  est     and    best ;    Vic  -  to  -  ry  !     Vic  -  to  -  ry 
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Thro' God's  own  Son  ;  Glo  -  rjr      to     Je  -  sus  !  The  work  is      be  -  gun. 
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94.    MY  JESUS. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


1.  I've  found  a  friend  so   pre-cious,    a   friend  so  kind  and  true,  And 

2.  Pull  well   do      I      re-mem-ber   when  first   He  found  my  soul     So 

3.  And  since  I  learned  to  trust  Him,   to    yield  my- self    to   God,   His 

4.  And    so,  thro'  all  life's  tri  -  als —  its   cross-es.  cares  and  pain,    I 


when    I  need  as  -  sist-ance,   He  knows  just  what  to    do;      So    full    of 
full     of  sin  and  sor-row  —  but  grace  has  made  me  whole  ;  I    wondered 
love,  the  Ho- ly    Spir  -  it     sheds    in     my  heart  a  -  broad  ;  And  I    have 

know  Christ's  love  will  keep  ine,  and  work  e-ter-  nal  gain;  And  when  I 
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grace  and  wis-dom 
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so    pa-tientall    the  day: 

My    lov 

ing,  faith-ful 

why  God  loved  me, 

so    sel-fisli,  vain  and  wild, 

But    He 

had  died   to 

found  how  precions 

God's  will    is    ev  -  'ry    day 

To  those 

who  ful  -  ly 

am    per- feet -ed, 

thro'  pa-tient  suffering  here, 

I     shall 

be   like   my 
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CHORUS. 


Saviour,  He  saves  me  all  the  way. 
save  me,  and  make  me  His  own  child 
trust  Him,  and  fol-  low  all    the  way. 

Saviour,  in     glo  -  ry    to     ap  -  pear, 
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He  takes  it  all,      my  Je-sus, 


All    my  troubles,  all    my  care,    I    leave  it   all  with  Him  in  prayer,  And 
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He   will  all   my  burdens  bear;    My  precious  friend,  my     Je  -  sus. 
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95.    SOMETHING  EACH  DAY. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myuhd. 
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Arr.  from  Geo. 

1    Something  each  day — a    smile,      It      is     not  much  to    give,     And    the 

2.  Something  each  day — a    word,     We    can- not  know  its  pow'r  ;  But     it 

3.  Something  each  day — a  thought,  Un  -  sel-fish,  good,  and  true,     That 

4.  Something  each  day — a    deed        Of  kind-ness  and    of    good,     That 
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lit  -  tie   gifts   of    life    the  while   Make  sweet  the  days  we    live.    The 
grows  in  grace  and  fruit- ful-ness        As    grows  the  gen -tie  flower.  What 
aids    an-oth-er's  press-ing  need,  While  we     our  way  pur-  sue  ;    That 
links  in    clos  -  er  bonds  the  hearts   Of      hu  -man  broth-er- hood      Oh, 
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world  has   wea  -  ry    hearts    That    we     can 
com-fort      it     may  bring  Where  all       is 
seeks   to     light -en    hearts,  That   leads    to 
thus   the  heaven-ly     will        We      all     may 


bless  and  cheer, 
dark  and  drear! 
patli  ways  clear, 
do   while  here, 
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And    a 


smile  for      ev  -  'ry     day 
kind  word  spok- en      ev 
help  -  ful    tho't  each  day 
good  deed    ev  -  'ry     day 
»-        •  IS 
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For 
For 
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we 
we 
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live  Makes  sun-shine 
day  Makes  pleas-ant 
live.  Makes  hap  -  py 
live,  Makes  bless-ed 
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,11  the  year. 

,11  the  year. 

11  the  year. 

11  the  rear. 


96.    TAKE  HEART  AND  GO  ON. 


M.  E.  Sangstkr, 
Chorus  by  D.  W.M. 


Bev.  D.  W.  Mtland. 
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1    Sometimes  we  are  almost  discouraged,  The  way  is  so  cumbered  and  steep  ; 

2.  ''Take  heart !''  'Tis  the  word  of  our  Leader,  Aud  e'en  when  our  vision  is  dim, 

3.  And     in  his  own  time  he  will  show  us  Why  sorrow  and  trial  were  sent — 

4.  Then  fain  for  a  touch  of  his  garment  When  crowds  hem  us  in  and  'tis  dark ; 
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Sometimes,  tlio'  we're  spent  with  the  sowing,  There  cometh  no  harvest  to  reap 

What  else  can  we  do  but,  a  -  ris  -  ing,  Up  -  lift  weary  eyes  un-  to     Him  ? 
While  we  toiled  and  saw  nanght  for  our  toiling,  And  home  empty-handed  we  went. 
We'll  cling  to  the  thought  of  his  goodness,  Press  on,  with  the  cross  for  our  mark. 
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And  we  faint  on  the  road  and  we  falter,  As  our  faith  and  our  courage  are  gone. 
"Take  heart !"  Why,  'tis  Christ  who  hath  spoken;  And  what  can  we  do  but  obey  ? 
Though  He  gives  us  no  tangible  to -ken,   Still  must  we    a-rise  and  go    on, 
Take  heart?  Yes,  our  own  blessed  Master,  Till  the  last  of  our  heart-beats  is  gone, 
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Till  a  voice,  as  we  kneel  at  the  a!  -  tar,Commands  us,"Take  heart  and  go  on  !" 
Tho'  He  gives  us  no  tan-gi-ble  to-  ken,  Him-self  is  the  sun  of  our  day. 

As        sure,  as  his  bod-y  was  bro-ken  For    us,  that  our  fight  shall  be  won. 

A-mid  conflict  and  loss  and  disaster,  We  will  just  take  heart  and  go  on. 
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Take  heart, O 

Take  heart,  then,  take  heart,  O 
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my  brotb-er, Take  heart  and    go 

my      sis  -  ter,   my  broth-er,  Take  heart    and     go 
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Take  Heart  and  Go  On.— Concluded. 
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stead  -  i  -   ly 
siead  -  i  -  ly 


Thro'   Je  -  sus,    in    some  way  or 
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fhe      bat  -  tie    will  sure-ly     be 


oth  -  er,     my    broth -er, 
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97.    GUIDE  ME,  GREAT  JEHOVAH. 


William  Williams. 


8,  7,  4. 
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,  f  Guide  me,  0  thou  great  Je-  ho  -  vah,  Pilgrim 
'\  I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  might  :  Hold  me 
.«..  -#.     .ft.  .#.     .«.      _|f-  M-.  jfL 
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Bread  of   heav-en,  Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more.    Bread  of  heav-en,  Feed  me 
IN  5> 


want  uo  more. 
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Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 
Whence  the  healing  walers  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  j.mrney  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 


3  When  T  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 

Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current; 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  : 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 


98.    THE  CITY  OF  GOD. 


D.  W.  M 
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(Heb.  11 :  10.    Rev.  21 :  2-4.) 


Eev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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I.  There  is     a    Cit  -  y     of    Glo  -  ry     Pictured  in  God's  sacred  sto  -  ry, 
I.   There  will  be    no  more  heart-sighing,  No  weeping  eyes  and  no  cry-ing; 
5.   No  more  un-hallowed  dis-un  -  ion.     But    an    un-bro-ken  com-mun-ion ; 
1.  No    vain    re-grets  nor  re -pin-  ing,  Then  knowing  well  God's  designing 
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Built  for  the  young  and  the  hoar-y; 

Nev-er-more  sickness  nor  dy  -  ing 

0,  what  a    glo-rious    re-un  -  ion 

Works  for  his  glo  -  ry  forth-shin-  ing 
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CHORUS. 

_JN |S IN  _JS 

*—*—  w-lpd 

In  that  fair  Cit- j'    a-bove,  ..      ..  In  that  glad  Cit-y    of  love; 

In  that  fair  Cit -y,  fair  Cit  -  y    a-bove,      In  that  glad  Cit  -  y,  glad  Cit-y  of    love; 
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There  we  shall  stay  with  Je-sus  for  aye, 
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In  that  fair  Cit  -  y 


a  - bove. 


£E£E 


-\t—y- 


-m-  -B-    m        s—*- 
■0 — H 1 F — 0~—0~ 

r— FFE-F-i— »-~f-~ 
«— p— p^f— p— U— 


5  No  more  temptation  nor  sinning, 
Promised  repose — the  beginning; 
Joy  with  the  souls  we  are  winning 
For  that  fair  City  of  God. 


V      W      V       V  y     <S 
6  There  can  he  loneliness  never 
For  the  glad  souls  by  the  river — 
Reigning  with  Jesus  forever 
Tn  that  fair  City  of  God. 
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99.    CHRIST  IN  ME. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  This  is  my  won-der-ful   sto  -  ry,  Christ  to  my  heart  has  come ; 

2.  I     am  so  glad  I   re-ceived  Him,  Je-sus  my  heart's  dear  King  ; 

3.  How  can  I    ev  -  er   be    lone  -  ly,    How  can  I     ev  -  er      fall ; 

4.  Now  in  His  bo-som  con  -  fid  -  ing,  This  my  glad  song  shall  be  ; 
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Je- sus,  the  King  of    Glo  -  ry,    Finds  in   my    heart    a      home. 
I  who  so  often  have  grieved  Him,  All  to  His  feet  would  bring. 
What  can  I  want,     if     on  -    ly     Christ  is    my    all         in       all  ? 
I    am  in    Jesus  a  -  bid  -  ing,      Je  -  sus   a  -  bides     in      me. 
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Christ  in  me,     Christ  in  me,    Christ  in  me,  O  won-der-ful  sto-ry: 


l> 


-0    l 

0 


r—4-m-&± pP P—  •—  P—  P—  t^g—rJ-r- 

tp — *_[= p— p-  P-P— p=p=p— n_ ^ 


Christ  in   me,     Christ  in    me,  Christ  in  me  the  hope  of  glo  -  ry. 
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100.    WE'RE  LOOKING  FOB  JESUS. 


(Heb.  9  ; 


28.) 
-ft~ 


Eev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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We're  look-ing  for    Je  -  sus     to  come  in     his   glo  -  ry,  And  bring  the  long- 
We  need  his  strong  presence  earth's  troubles  to  lighten,  And  set- tie  the 
We    long  for     his   com-ing.    for  why  should  he  tar-ry  ?  Ex-cept  that  his 
Oh,     let     us    then  hast- en      to  bring  back  our  Master,  And  earn-est- ly 


2  .n_«_t« * «_ 

z\t&zhzhrzz^=^- 


— w- 


—luhz  r — i , — g — *r 

_ bbz — uz — ji—Jjz — bz — bz 


^-*=3=*=tzi=^*—' 0-±-0—%zzz%— grr. »— g=d 


fill-ment 


prom-ised    mil-   len  -  i   -  al    day;    But     e'er   the    ful  -  fill-ment    of 
ques-tions  which  vex  man    to-day;    rl  he  "Day-Star"  of  hope  the  dense 
•peo  -  pie  should   la  -  bor  and  pray     To    send  forth  the  Gos-pel,    his 
work    to      ful   -   fill     his    command,    In  pray'rs  and  in     offerings     to 
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that  blessed    sto  -  ry  His  "Bride"  who  are  read-y    will    be  caught  a 

dark-ness  to  light-en  And  gladden  the  world  with  his  heav-en  -  ly 

mes-sage  to    car  -  ry  To  those  who    in   dark-ness  sit,    far,  far      a 

la  -  bor  the  fas  -  ter  To  make  him  dis  -  ci  -  pies    in     ev  -  er  -   y 
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like Him,  And  see    . . .       Hira 

and    be  made  like  Him,   And   see   our  dear  Lord 
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'     101.    "TOUR  FATHER  KNOWETH." 

D.  W.  M.  (Luke  12:  30.)  Bev.  D.  W.  Myland. 

V     "  "     '     |/ 

.  Your  Father  knoweth,  He  knows  thy  care,  He  feels  thy  longings,  He  hears  thy 
.  Your  Father  knoweth,  He  knows  thy  need, Will,  as  the  sparrows,  His  children 
.  Your  Father  knoweth,    He    understands  Life's  deepest  tri-als — its  stern  de- 
.  Your  Father  knoweth;  this  faithful  friend  Will  guide  ami  keep  you  till  life  shall 
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pray'r;  And  all  thy  burdens  in  love  He'll  bear  :  He  knoweth,  your  Father  knows. 

feed;  Then  be  not  anxious,  trust  Him  indeed  :  He  knoweth,  jour  Father  knows, 
niands,  Thy  times  are  safe  in  His  loving  hands :  He  knoweth,  your  Father  knows. 

end,  On  His  compassion  you  may  depend  :  He  knoweth,  your  Father  knows. 
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eth  your  care, . 


He  hear     -     eth  your  prayer; 


h— *— r-- -— i 

F~~i/~   F~      — I/-V-+  — 

He  heareth  and  answereth  prayer  ; 
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Te  knoweth  your  troubles  and  cares,  He  heareth  and  ansv 
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He  counteth  the  sigh,  He  wipeth  the  eye;  He  knoweth,  your  Father  knows. 
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109.    HIDDEN. 


Cblia  E.  Stanton. 


—Alto  and  Tenor. 
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Christ,  iti  God  the  Fa-ther,   Seeking  joys  that  are     a-bove, 
care,  for   Je  -  sus  car-eth,    Wea-ry  trust-ing   one  for  thee ; 
dart  that  would  destroy  me,  On-ly  strikes  my  hiding  tower; 
bliss  of    sweetly  rest-ing      On    the  arms  of   Je-  sus' love; 
now  the   soft-est  whispers      Of  my  precious  Lord  and  King; 
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Feed-ing  on    the    hid  -  den  manna,      Sat  -is-fied  and    lost    in   love 
When  his  darts  the   tempter  hurl-eth,      To     thy   ref- uge  quick-Iy   flee. 
And     I     rest,  unharmed  within  Him,   Hidden  from  the  tempter's  power. 
Where  all  care  and   dis-appoint-ment  Ne'er  thy  trusting  heart  can  move. 
In     the    se  -  cret     of  His  presence,  'Neath  the  shadow    of  His  wing 
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His     shad-ow    hid-ing, 
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soul  can  know  no  harm  ; 
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Where  the  soul 


can  know  no  harm; 
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HIDDEN -Concluded. 
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place  a  -  bid-ing,    Sheltered  by  His  migbt-y     arm. 

might-y    arm. 
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Sheltered  by  His  might-y    arm. 


110.    HENLEY.    11,  10. 


Lowell  Mason. 


1.  Come  un  -  to    me,  when  shadows  dark-ly    gath-er,     When  the   sad 

2.  Large  are  the  mansions  in    thy  Father's  dwell-ing,    Glad  are    the 

3.  There,  like  an     E  -  den    blos-som-ing     in    glad-ness,  Bloom  the  fair 
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heart  is    wea  -  ry    and  dis-tress'd,     Seek-ing   for  com-fort   from  your 
homes  that  sor-rows  nev  -  er    dim ;     Sweet  are  the  harps  in       ho  -  ly 
flow'rs  the  earth  too  rude-ly  press' d  ;    Come  un -to    me,   all       ye    who 
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•+      Sir 


heavenly   Fa-ther,     Come  un  -  to     me,  and     I     will  give  you  rest. 
mu  -  sic  swell-ing,     Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heavenly  hymn, 
droop  in     sad-ness,    Come  un  -  to     me,  and     I     will  give  you   rest. 


115.   HE  BORE  OUR  SORROWS. 


A.  B.  S. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 

"   -4- 


# 0 — I 0 — 0 L^ 1 


1.  Je-sus  came  from  heav'n  a-bove,  Came  to  bear  our  sor  -  row, 

2.  Je-sus  walked  in  Gal  -  i  -  lee,      Just  to  bear   our  sor -row, 

3.  Je-sus  sane  -  ti  -  ties  our  soul.    Heal-ing  all      our  sor  -  row. 
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Lived  a  life  of  suff 'ring  love,  Lived  to  bear  our  sor  -  row. 
Je  -  sus  died  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Died  to  bear  our  sor  -  row. 
Je  -  sus  makes  our  sick-ness  whole,  Je  -  sus  bears  our  sor  -  row. 
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CHORUS. 


I'm  so  glad  that  Je  -  sus  came     To  set    the  sufl'rer    free, 
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I'm  so  glad    His  glorious   name  Has  healed  and  ransomed  me  ; 
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I'm    so  glad  He'll  do   the   same,    Poor  suff'ring  one,  for  thee. 
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119.    DAYS  WITH  JESUS. 

"  And  lo,  I  am  with  you  all  the  days,  uuto  the  end  of  the  age."— Matt.  28  :  20. 

1>.  W.  M.  Rev.  D.  Wesley  Myland. 

Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 

1.  0      bless  -  ed   days  with     Je  -  sus,    Com  -pan  -  ion  -ship  with  Him  ; 

2.  He    saved    me  thus   to     serve  Him,   In    pray'r,  and  trust  and  prais-e; 

3.  My  bod  -  y  is  His  tem-ple,  My  heart  it  is  His  home ; 
4  His  Spir  -it  fills  and  keeps  me,  His  serv  -  ice  is  so  sweet; 
5.  Shall  meet  Him   in     the    morn-ing,  When  He,    who      is      so     true, 
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Bright  hours  of  will-ing  serv-ice,  Some  pre-cious  soul  to 
In  thought  and  word  and  ac-tion,  Thro'  all  my  hap  -  py 
My  pow'rs,  in  glad  o  -  be-dience,  To  la  -  bor  "till  He 
The  joy  will  be  most  glo-rious,  When  I  my  Sav-iour 
Shall  say,    "the  night  is     end  -  ed,     And      I     have  come  for 
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sus,  Sweet  days     of  heav'n  to     me  ; 
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Glad   days      of     ho  -  ly       serv-ice,  'Till 
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121.    THE  PROMISED  COMFORTER. 


D.  W.  M. 
E„-hv 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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.   How  my  soul    is    long-ing,   long-ing,    For  the  Com-fort  -  er     Di  -  vine  ; 

0       the   way    is     of  -  ten   wea-ry,    And  my  heart  cast  down  by  fear; 

Not   by  might,  and  not  by    pow  -  er,     But  my  Spir  -  it,  saith  the  Lord ; 
.  So      by  faith,  and  not  by    feel  -  ing,     I      re-ceive  this  heavenly  E>ove  ; 
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How  I've  wished  some  day  His  presence  Might  in- fill  this  heart  of  mine. 
Howl  need  the  Ho  -  ly  Spir- it,  As  my  help -er — ev  -  er  near. 
Not  by  groans,  or  tears,  or  strivings,  But  by  trust-ing  in  His  word. 
And  I'll  trust  His  pow'r  to  cleanse  me,  Fill  my  heart  with  per  -  feet  love. 
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0  He's  com-ing,  com-ing,  com  -  ing!   Blessed  promised  Ho  -  ly  Ghost; 
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And  mj'  heart  just  now  He's  fill  -  ing,    As  He  did    on   Pen  -  te  -  cost 
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5  He  it  is  that  worketh  in  me, 

All  the  blessings  of  His  power; 
He  it  is  will  keep  and  use  me, 
As  I  trust  Him  every  hour. 
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6  Every  hour  I'll  trust  His  presence, 
Every  day  will  prove  His  love  j 
I,  His  temple,  He  my  fullness, 
Earnest  of  the  life  above, 


122.    BLESSED  QUIETNESS. 


W.  S.  Marshall. 
Adapted  by  James  M.  Kirk. 
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Joys  are  flow-ing 
Bringing  life,  and 
Like  the  rain  that 
See  a  fruit-  ful 
What  a  won-  der  - 
ft 


like     a      riv  -  er,  Since  the  Com-lort-er  has  come; 
health  and  gladness,  All  a-round  this  heavenly  Guest 
falls  from  heaven,  Like  the  sun-light  from  the  sky, 
field     is    grow-ing,  Blessed  fruits  of  righteousness  : 
ful     sal  -  ra-tion,  Where  we  al-ways  see  His   face  ; 
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He      a-bides  with    us     for  -  ev  -  er,  Makes  the  trusting  heart  His  home. 
Banished  un  -  be  -  lief  and    sad-ness,  Changed  our  weariness  to    rest. 
So     the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost  is     giv-en,    Com-ing    on     us  from   on  high. 
And  the  streams  of  life  are  flow-ing    In    the    lone-ly     wil  -  der-ness. 
What  a    per  -  feet   hab  -  i  -   ta  -  tion.  What  a   qui  -  et    rest-  ing  place. 
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Repeat  softly  ad  lib. 
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Bless-ed  qui  -  et  -ness,  ho  -  ly  qui  -  et  -ness,  What  as  -  sur-ance  in  my  soul ' 
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'n  the  storm-y  sea,   He  speaks  peace    to  me,  How  the  billows  cease  to  roll. 


(Music  by  per.  frpm   "Heavenly  Carols.") 


124.    SEND  THE  GOSPEL. 


D.  W.  M. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  A     mighty  purpose  God  has  shown,  To  those  who  will  be  all  His  own; 

2.  Thy     people,  Lord,  have  long  delayed,  Nor  ful-  ly  Thy  command  obeyed; 

3.  0,     lay  Thy  word  upon     her  heart,  Thy  Hoi-  y  Spir-it,  Lord,  im  -  part ; 

4.  0,     God,  arise!  Thy  Church  a-wake,    Let  her  glad  hol-y   off  rings  make 


His  Gos-pel     to     the  world  proclaim,  E're  Jesus  comes  to  earth  a-gain. 
Still  lived  in  self  -  ish-ness   and  ease,  Thy   hoi  -  y  will  have  failed  to   please. 
Thy  Church  her  du-ty  then    will  see,  And  Thy   o-bedient  servant     be. 
Of  men  and  means,  in  Thy  dear  name,  To  haste  Thy  coming  and  Thy  reign. 
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We'll  send  the  Gospel  round  the  world,  The  blood-stained  banner   be  unfurl'd; 


round  the  world, 
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be  unfurl'd 
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The   witness  we  will  preach  and  sing 


Thus  hasten  "to  bring  back  the  King." 
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126.    YES,  I'LL  FOLLOW  JESUS. 


Mrs.  D.  W.  M. 


Mrs.  D.  W.  Myland. 
Arr.  by  D.  W.  Myland. 
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to 
you 


fol-  low  Je  -  sus,  Fol 

to    be  faith-ful,  Calls 

to     be  faith-ful,  To 

ho  -  ly  Je-  sus,          1 


It  is     sweet 

Je  -  sus  wants 

Are  you     go  -  mg 

Yes.  ray     bless  -  ed, 
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low   all     the   way ; 
you  o'er     and  o'er  ; 
thy  Lord   and  King; 
will  heed  Thy  call; 
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Will     you  ful   -   ly   trust  His  promise,  Ev  -  'ry     mo  -  ment,  ev  -'ry  day  ? 

Come,  re  -ceive  this  bless-ed     Je  -  sus    He     is     wait  -  ing     at    the  door. 

Ev  -  er     glad  -  ly      be      o  -  bedient,  Hura-bly  speak,  or    pray,  or   sing  ? 

re  -ceive,  and  trust,  and    follow  Christ,  the  Lord,  my    all     in     all ! 
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low     all    the     way ; 
fol-low    all    the   waj-,         yes     I'll     fol-low     ev  -  'ry    day; 
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be         -  o  -  be-dient  child  -  ren,  Come  what     may. 

we  will  be  trustful  children,  come  yes  come  yes  come  what  may. 
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131.    THE  AISWER'S  ON  THE  WAY. 


Ada  Blbnkhosn. 


(2s*,  65",  24.) 


Bev.  D.  W.  Mtland. 
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1.  No   Ion  -  ger  doubt  God's  prora-iss  true,  But  trust  His  Word  to-day, 

2.  And   if     our  hearts  con-demn   us    not,  With  con  -  fi-dence  we  pray, 

3.  And  as      we   pray,    if     we      be-lieve,  We  shall,  tho'  He  de  -  lay, 

4.  Then  let     us    with    our     Father  plead  For  souls  that  are   as  -  tray. 

5.  Ac  -  cord-  ing    to      His  bless  -  ed  will      If     we    will  al-ways  pray, 
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The    an  -  swer's  on     the  way,    When      in    God's  will    we  pray; 
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All  glo   -   ry    to       our  faith -ful   Lord;  The  an-swer's  on    the  way. 
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132.    FUiiLNESS  IN  JESUS, 


D.  W.  M. 


Rev.  D.  W.  Mtland. 
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1.  0,  how  much  there  is 

2.  0,  how  much  there  is 

3.  0,  how  much  there  is 

4.  O.  how  much  there  is 


Je  -  bus,  for    the  soul  that  needs  His  grace  I 
Je  •  sus,  Much  of  pow'r    to    save  from  sin  ; 
Je  -  sus,  For   my     spir  -  it,    bod  -  y,   soul ; 
Je  -  sus,  Pow'r  to  serve  Him  here   be   -  low: 
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When  we  come  in  true  con-tri-  tion,  Humbly,  trusting,  seek    His  face. 

Par-don,  peace  and  joy  a-bounding,  As     He  comes  to  dwell  with  -  in. 

Cleansing,  com-fort-ing,  com-plet-ing,  For  He   works  to  make  me  whole. 

With  the  Com  -  for-ter  a  -  bid-  ing,    A  -  n}*-  wherewith  Him  I'll     go. 
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Je     -    -  sus,  "  Bread  of 

Je  -  sus   blessed  Je-sus, 
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Life"  my 

"Bread  of  Life" 
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to  feed ; 


my  soul 
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feed; 


Rich-est  grace  and 
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need, 
my  ev'ry  need. 
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134.    I  AM  RESTING  MY  SOUL. 


Rev.  Stephen  Merritt. 

-\ ^r 1- 


Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  I  have  now  washed  my  soul  in  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb,  I  have  ceased  from  all 

2.  Oh!  'tis  precious  and  blest    in         Je  -  sus  to  rest,  And  be  cleansed  by  His 

3.  Oh!  how  sweet  in  this  ha-ven   of  rest    to    a -bide,  No         bil-lows   of 

4.  His        serv-ice     is     blest — it  is  joy,   it     is  rest,   No       wea-ri-ness 

5.  I'm  a    child    of  the  King,  and  His  glories  I'll  sing,  And  His  name  I  will 

6.  His       yoke   is     so  sweet — the     work  is  complete — The    bur -den    is 
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sin  by  His  will ; 
blood  from  all  sin  ; 
doubt  or  of  fear ; 
comes  to  the  soul : 

ev  -  er    a  -  dore  ; 

ea  -  sy  and  light , 
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Spir-it     so  sweet-ly  the   wit-ness   be -stows, 
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The      Spir-it  has  come  and  has  made  me  His  home, 
The        o- cean  may  roll,  but  there  s  rest  for  the   soul, 
He        all  things  will  be,    to  you  and    to     me, 

He  is   all  things  to   me,  and  His  beau-ty     I      see — 
The      Spir-it's   con-trol   is  the    joy    of   my  soul, 

^       ^      m 

F——0- 

4- \— 0- 

4- 0 (. 


J_ |y fV     I.J 1 P 1 1 p _K 1 

y — *^*— F3 — * — m — g— «-— I— -*rfrs>t  —  \  — 
-0-j g.  ^i-   &• 

And     whis-pers   to     me  :  "Peace,  be  still." 

And -is  now  sweet-ly   dwell -ing  with- in. 

For  the  Mas-ter  does    al  -  wars  ap-  pear. 

While  the  Spir-it      is     keep  -  ing  con-trol. 

His       love   is     as    great     as  His  pow'r. 

He   is   with  me   by     da}'     and  by    night. 
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I   am   rest-ing  my  soul 
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in  the  heav-en   of  love,  I   am    liv- ing  for  self    no    more; 

for  self  no  more  ; 


My 
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I  AM  RESTING  MY  SOUL.-Goncluded. 
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life  I  now  hide  in  the  dear  Crucified,  And  Bis  name  I  will  ev  -  er   a-done. 
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135.    CLEANSING  FOUNTAIN. 


From  "Salvation  Songs.' 
IS 


Arr.  by  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  Called  from  a-bove,  I  rise  And  wash  away  my  sin  ;  The  stream  to  which  my 

2.  It  runs  di-vine-ly  clear,  A  fountain  deep  and  wide,  'Twas  opened  by  the 

3.  Deep    in  my  soul  I  feel  The  living  waters  spring,  And  joy  the  wondrous 


-W--P-W- 


^> 


-r«- 

tz: 


Sii 


CHORUS. 

-4- 


■■■!■■  I — n — !— r-1 H i-i — h~ 

•=E|:i±?-Eirr=J=:g=:itEi- 


5- 


spir-it  flies  Can  make  the  foulest  clean, 
soldier's  spear  In  my  Redeemer's  side, 
news  to  tell,  And  full  sal-va-tion   sing. 
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I  come, dear  Lord,  to  Thee,  Oh! 
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come  just  now  to  me  ;  Oh,  wash  me,  cleanse  me  in  the 
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4  Oh,  life-reviving  flood, 

Through  nil  my  senses  flow! 
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Till  all  I  am  is  lost  in  God, 
And  1  but  Jesus  know. 


My  thirsty  spirit  craves 
No  lesser  joy  than  this, 

I  know  that  Jesus  fully  saves, 
And  1  am  fully  His. 


136.   SINCE  THE  COMFORTER  HAS  COME. 


J.  M.  K. 


J  as.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  I'm    nev  -  er  lone  -  ly    an-y   more,  Since  the  Com-fort-er   has  come; 

2.  Oh  I  what  have  I     to  dread  or  fear,  Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come  1 

3.  I'm    liv-ingin      abounding  grace,  Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come; 

4.  Yes,    I  have  grace  and  glo-ry  here,  Since  the  Com-fort-er   has  come; 

5.  I       can    do  all  things  thro'  His  strength,  Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come; 
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My  heart  with  joy     is    flow-ing   o'er,  Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come. 

The  pow'r  of    pen  -  te  -  cost  is     here,  Since  the  Com-fert-er  has  come. 

I'm  dwell-ing    in   "the   secret  place,"  Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come. 

And  long  for  Christ  to   soon  ap-pear,   Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come. 

The   vic-tor's  crown  I'll  win  at  length,  Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come. 
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Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come, 
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has  come,  has  come, 
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Heaven  has  begun  with  me  ; 
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fled  and  free,   Since  the  Com  -  -         fort- 

Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come, 
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Since  the  Comforter  Has  Come.— Concluded. 


ifc= 


er   has    come,     has       come,  Since  the   Com- fort -er    has  come. 
Since  the  Com-fort-er  has  come, 
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137.    JESUS  CAME  TO  SAVE. 


Mrs.  D.  W.  M. 


gJP 


Mrs.  D.  W.  Myland.    Arr.  by  Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  came   a      lov-ing  Saviour,  Came    to    save  from  sin; 

2.  Je  -  sus  free  -  ly  sanc-ti  -  fi  -  eth,  By      the  Spir-it's  power; 

3.  Je  -  sus  came  to  heal  this  bod  -y,  Oh,      so    sick   of     sin  ; 
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Lost  one,  Je  -  sus  waits    to  free  you,  Will    you    let    Him    in? 

Ful  -  ly    cleanses,   fills   and  seals  us,  Keeps   us     ev  -  'ry     hour. 

He    will  strengthen  this  weak  tem-ple,  As      He  dwells  with-in. 
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Christ  will  save  you,  lost  one,   Save and      sanc-ti -fy; 

and  sanctify,  save  and  sanc-ti  -fy; 
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Yes,  He    will  heal  your  bod  -y,     And   is  com-ing 
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by  and  by. 
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1  We  are  looking  for  His  coming,  5  Yes,  He's  coming,  surely  coming! 

It  is  drawing  nigh;  "Hasten,  Lord",  we  cry; 

Oh,  be  ready  to  go  with  Him,  He  will  come  in  power  and  glory, 

With  Him  by  and  by.  Come  for  you  and  I. 

Copyright,  1806,  by  D.  W.  Myland. 


D.  W.M. 


148.    I  AM  OVEE  JOEDAN. 

("  Now  therefor  arise,  go  over  this  Jordan."    Josh:  1:  2, 3.) 

Rev.  and  Mrs,  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  1      am    ov  -  er    Jor  -  dan,      in      fair    Can-aans    land ;  Read  -  y 

2.  Up    and  on    to      A    -    i,      ston  -  ing      ev    -  'ry      sin;       To    the 

3.  On     to  Tim-nath-ser  -  ah,     there    in    light    to      dwell ;  With  my 


:B 


_^ — is — p — |  — £ — h — I— i \ — &— J- — I— 

1 * * £ztj %~  5— B» g-F-aj-T-JF-g— -„ g *— 


for  the     bat-tie,  with  my  Josh-ua  stand;  Marching  on     to     vie- t'ry, 

Lord  o   -  be-dient,    I     shall  sure-ly     win;  On  through  ev-'ry     fortress, 

heav'nly  Bridegroom,  whom  I  love  so     well ;   Bless-ed     land  of  prom-ise, 
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Faith  is    not     in     vain;  Jer  -  i- co    to  conquer,  all  the  land    to    gain. 
In      Je-ho-vah's  name;  Like  the faith-ful  Cal-eb,  Hebron's  height  to  claim, 
land     of    love  and  rest;  Come  and  take  thy  portion,  rise  and  claim  God's  best. 
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am    ov  -  er    J 
I      am    ov  -  er    Jor-dan,    Jor-dan,  yes,  I'm    ov  -  er    Jor-dan   Jordan 
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Go-ing   on  rejoic-ing  to  my  heav'nly  home;  Marching  on  to  glo-  ry,    glo-ry, 
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I  AM  OVER  JORDAN -Concluded. 
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Telling  the  glad  story,  sto-ry,    of  the  glor'ou 
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4  Come  thou  over  Jordan,  with  the  Ark 
of  God ; 

Come  and  follow  Jesus  where  the  saints 
have  trod ; 

Taste  the  milk  and  honey  of  His  pre- 
cious word ; 

Prove  the  Spirit's  fulness,  trusting  in  the 
Lord. 


dom  when  our  King  shall    come. 
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5  Climb  the  steeps  of  Zion,  in  the  conr 

ing  hour ; 
Resurrection  glory  >  or  translation  power: 

Dwell  within  the  city— New  Jerusalem, 
There  to  reign  with  Jesus,  praise  His 
name,  Amen ! 
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149.    KEVIVE  US  AGAIN. 
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praise  Thee,  0 
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For                Je    -  sus  who     died    and     is      now      gone      a   -   bove. 

Who   has     shown  us  our     Sav  -  iour,  and     scat  -  tered     our  night. 

Who  hath  borne     all  onr     sins,     and  has  cleansed  ev  -  'ry       stain. 

May    each  soul      be  re   -  kin  -  died  with     fire         from    a  -  bove. 
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Hal-le-lu-jah!  Thine  the  glory,  Hallelu-jah  !   Amen,     revive   us    a- gain. 
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150.    CHRIST  IS  COMING. 


W.  M. 


W.  Macombeb. 


1.  In   the   glow     of  earth -ly    morning,   In    the  sol-emn    hush   of  night; 

2.  Oft  me-thinks     I   hear  His  footsteps,  Steal-ing  down  the  paths  of  time; 

3.  Long  we've  waited,  blest  Re-deem-er,  Wait-ed  for      the  first  bright  ray 
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Down  from  heaven's  o  -  pen  por-tals,  Steals  a  mes  -  sen-ger   of    light, 
And   the  fu  -  ture  dark  with  shadows,  Brightens  with  this  hope  sublime. 
Of    the  morn  when  siu  and  sor  -row    At  this  pres  -  ence  flee    a  -  way; 
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Whisp-ring  sweetly    to     my   spir  -  it,  While  the  hosts   of  heav-en    sing; 
Sound  the  soul-  in-spir-ing   an-them;  An -gel  hosts,  your  harps  attune; 
But   our  vig  -  il's   near-ly      o  -  ver;  Hope  of  heav'n,  oh,  price-less  boon ! 
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the  wond'rous  thrilling  sto  -  ry:  Christ  is  com-ing-  Christ  my  King, 
's  long  night  is  al- most  o  -  ver,  Christ  is  com-ing-  Com-ing  soon, 
the  east   the   glow   ap-pear-ing,  Christ  is   com-ing-  Com  -ing  soon. 
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This  the  wond-'rous  thrilling  sto  -  ry —  Christ  is  coming-Christ  my 

Earth's  long  night  is  al  -  most   o  -  ver,     Christ  is  coming-  Com  -  ing 

In    the  east    the    glow  ap  -  pear-ing,    Christ  is  coming-  Com  -ing 
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151.    MY  JESUS,  I  LOVE  THEE. 


King, 
soon, 
soon. 


London  Hymn  Book. 


By  per.  A.  J.  Gordon. 
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love  thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine,  For  thee   all  the 


Je  -  sus,     I 
I  love  thee,  be-cause  thoa  hast  first  lov  -  ed    me,  And  purchased  my 

I  will  love  thee   in       life,     I   will  love  thee  in  death,  And  praise  thee  as 
In        mansions   of      glo  -  ry    and  end-less  de  -  light,    I'll    ev    -    er     a- 
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fol  -  ies  of  sin  I  re-sign;  My  gracious  Re -deem 
par  -  don  on  Cal-va-ry's  tree;  I  love  thee  for  wear  - 
long  as  thou  lend-est  me  breath  ;  And  say  when  the  death 
dore     thee  in    heav-en     so   bright  ;  I'll  sing  with  the     glit  - 
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ter-ing 


g & •— »-Ft — *  —  F 

z^eeeeeeee6ee?-"e* 


"— Clt 1 tp-j_-v-A — I -\-  Fir^- — 3 — 3-I — I— H_ 1 

_I_J 0 — fl.__j._H 1 m-V- — * — 0 \ 1 — I  ! 


Sav  -  ior  art  thou, 
thorns  on  thy  brow; 
cold  on  my  brow ; 
crown  on  my  brow  ; 


If    ev  -  er    I    loved  thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 


153.   I'LL  LIVE  THE  WORLD  AROUND. 


D.  W.  M. 


(Matt.  28:  18-20.) 
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Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  I'll  live  my  life  all  round  the  world,  And,  touch  its  ev  -  'ry  shore 

2.  The  "go     ye    in  -  to  all  the  world"  Is    pos  -  si  -  ble    for   all; 

3.  'Mid  all     a  -  bil  -  i-  ties  and  states,  We  meet  this  lov  -  ing  claim; 

4.  'Tis  not  alone  the  voice  that  speaks  God's  word  on  for-eign  soil, 

5.  The  feet  that  trod  the  dai  -  ly  round,  The  hands  that  labored  long 

6.  "For  me     to  live  is  Christ,"  then  I    Must  live  the  world  a-round; 
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In  love  and  faith — in  pray'r  and  gift,  Or,    by    my  pres-ence  more. 
For  with  that  word,  there  comes  "all  power"  To    ex  -  e  -  cute  the     call. 
And  though  we  go,  or  stay  and  send,    The  hon  -  or    is   the    same. 
Who  Christ  o  -  bey:  but  al  -  so  those  That  with  the  stuff  do    toil. 
That  gifts  might  flow, while  oth-ers  go,  Shall  join  redemption's  song. 
To  haste  His  com-ing,  all  must  hear  The  bless  -  ed  Gos-pel  sound. 
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I'll    live  my  life  the  world  a-round,  In  pres  -  ence  or  in  pray'r; 

I'll  live 
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By  will  -  ing  gifts,  the  Gos-pel  sound  I'll  pub-lish  ev  -  'ry-where! 
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158.    VICTORY  IN  MY  SOUL. 


Kev.  D.  W.  Mylahd. 

.  There  is  vic-t'ry  in  my  soul,  'Tis  the  gift  of  grace  di-vine;  While  the 
!.  There  is  vie -t'ry  o  -  ver  sin,  Thro' the  pow'r  of  Je-sus' blood  ;  Cleansing 
!.  There  is  vie-  t'ry  o'er  the  world, With  its  pleasure,  pomp  and  show;  With  the 
1.  There  is  vie-  t'ry  o'er  the   foe,      In  the  tests  of    ev  - 'ry  hour;  Thro' the 
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Spir  -  it  keeps  con-trol,     All  His  peace  and  pow'r  is  mine, 
all   my  heart  with-in,    Bringing    in    the  peace  of  God. 
Gos-pel   flag   unfurled,  Where  our  Captain  leads  we  go- 
strength  of  Christ,  we  know,  We  shall  conquer  all  his  pow'r. 
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Oh,  there's  vict'ry, 
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yea,  there's  vict'ry,  there  is  vie        -         t'ry,  There  is  vic-t'ry  in  my  soul 
vict'ry  in  my  soul, 
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while  the  Spir  -  it  keeps  con-trol;  There  is    vic-t'ry  ev  -  'ry   daj 
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walk  the    ho  -  ly  way,  There  is    vic-t'ry     in    my    soul. 

vic-t'ry,  vic-t'ry  in  my  soul. 
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162.    THE  SHELF  BEHIND  THE  DOOE. 


Rev.  S.  E.  Wheatlake. 


E.  L.  Bowyeb. 
Arr.  by  D.  W.  My  land. 


L      I   came  to    Je  -  sus  long  a  -  go      all  lad  -  en  down  with  sin, 

2.  I     tore  it  down  and  threw  it  out    and  then  the  bless-ing  came; 

3.  So  man  -  y    peo  -  pie   of    to  -  day    are  des  -  ti  -  tute   of  power; 

4.  Some  smoke  and  chew  to  -  bac  -  co,  and  some  love  their  fan  -  cy  dress; 

5.  That    lit  -  tie  shelf  be-hind  the  door  will  cause  you  much  distress; 
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I   slight  Him  long  for  pard'ning  grace  He  would  not  take  me  in. 

But  e'er     I     got  the  vie  -  to  -  ry      and  felt  the    ho  -  ly  flame. 

'Tis  plain  to    see  they  can-not  stand  temp-ta-tion's  try-ing  hour. 

Oth  -  ers  have  wronged  their  f  el  -  low-men,    re-fus-ing    to   con-fess. 

Es  -  pe  -  cial  -  ly     a  -  bout  the  time  you  think  of    get-ing   blest. 

QjB.      JL      M.      *-      Si 


At  last     I  found  the  reas-on   why    as  light  came  more  and  more; 

Be  -  el  -  ze-bub  came  rushing  up    and  said  with  aw  -  f  ul  roar, 

By  way  of     an     ap  -  pol  -  o  -  gy  "My  weakness"  is  their  cry; 

They  wonder  why  they  are  not  blest    as     in    the  days   of    yore: 

While  pleading  for  the  vie  -  to  -  ry     be  -  fore  the  Lord  in  prayer, 
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I  had    a  shelf  with  i  -  dols  on    just  in    be  -  hind  the  door. 

"You  can -not  live  without     a  shelf  right  here  be  -  hind  the  door.' 

'Tis  all    be-cause  of      i  -  dols  that  they  are  using  on  the  sly. 

The  reas  -  on  why    is     on   the  shelf  just  in    be  -  hind  the  door. 

How  man  -  y  times  you  think  a-bout    the     i  -  dols  hid-den  there. 
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THE  SHELF  BEHIND  THE  DUOR -Concluded. 


Chorus. 
A. 


That  shelf  be-hind  the     door — don't  use    it       an  -    y  -  more: 
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But  quickly  clean  that  corn-er  out   from  ceil-ing     to   the  floor; 
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For    Je  -  sus  wants  His  tem-ple  clean,  He  can-not  bless  you  more 
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Your  soul  is  dark,  you  surely  know  you  have  no  peace  with  God; 
You  daily  tremble  lest  you  feel  the  chastening  of  His  rod. 
The  blessed  Holy  Spirit  puts  this  question  o'er  and  o'er: 
What  are  you  going  to  do  about  this  shelf  behind  the  door? 
You  need  not  go  to  foreign  lands  to  find  a  household  God. 
To  look  upon  idolatry  you  need  not  go  a  rod, 
But  in  this  land  where  Gospel  light  is  shining  all  around 
If  you  should  look  behind  the  door  an  idol  could  be  found. 
Some  hypocrites  may  look  like  saints — from  men  their  idols  hide; 
But  what  about  the  judgment  day  beyond  death's  fearful  tide? 
That  hidden  spot  behind  the  door  will  be  a  public  place 
Where  God  and  men  and  angels  too  shall  every  idol  trace. 
Copyright,  1898,  by  D.  W.  Myland. 


168.    UNDER  HIS  WINGS. 


B.  E.  W. 


(Psa.  91 : 4.) 


B.  E.  Warren. 
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1.  I'm  ia  the  Lord's  sacred  pa-vil  -  ion;     I     rest  in  the  ho  -  li  -  est    place; 

2.  I'm  in  the  Lord's  sacred  pa-vil  -  ion, Where  peace  like  a  river  doth  flow; 

3.  I'm  in  the  Lord's  sacred  pa-vil  -  ion ;  Thus  sheltered  securely  from  harm ; 

4.  I'm  in  the  Lord's  sacred  pa-vil  -  ion, Where  I  would  for-ev-er  a  -  bide; 
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His  kingdom  and  all  its   do-min-ion,  I've  found  with  abundance  of  grace. 
Where  manna  from  heaven  is  giv-en;  Where  joys  are  e-ter-nal    I   know. 
With  Him  I  have  constant  communion,  I'm  rest-ing  on  His  mighty    arm. 
Though  once  far  a-way — a  lost  a  -  lien —  In     Je  -  sus   I   now  can  con-fide. 
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Uri  -  der  His  wings,  yes,    un  -  der  His  wings ;  I'm  rest-ing  in     Je  -  sus, 
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Oh,  it    is    precious? 
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Rest-ing  in     Je  -  sus,   Un-der  His   wings. 


From  "Songs  of  Evening  Light."    By  per. 


170.    JESUS  SATISFIES  ME, 


D.  W.  M. 


Psa.  107;  9,  17;  15. 


Eev.  D.  W.  Myt.and. 
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1.  Je  -  sus   has  my     transgressions  borne 

2.  When   I    am  wea  -  ry,  worn  and  sad, 

3.  When   I  may  feel    temp-ta-tions'  pow'r 

4.  When   I     am  whelmed    in     sor-rows' wave, 
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fies  me. 
fies  me; 
fies  me; 
fies  me; 
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He  was  the  Lamb 
Languish-ing  spir  - 
Giv  -  ing  me  grace 
Lift  -  ing  my  soul 
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on  Calv  -'ry  shorn,  Je 

it    He  makes  glad,  Je 

for     ev  -  'ry  hour,  Je 

a  -  bove  the  grave,  Je 
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is  -  fies  me. 
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is  -  fies  me. 
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Je  -  sus  sat  -  is  -  fies    me,     In  Him  my  high-est    joy      I    see; 
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Sav-iour,  Broth-er,  Friend  is 


is  -  fies  me. 
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When  I  am  busy  for  my  Lord, 

Jesus  satisfies  me; 
Trusting  His  never-failing  word, 

Jesus  satisfies  me. 


16  While  I  am  waiting  for  my  King, 

Jesus  satisfies  me: 
i     When  I  shall  meet  Him,  I  wilt  sing 

Jesus  satisfies  me. 
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173.    HID  AWAY  WITH  JESUS. 


John  F.  Starchek. 


(Col  3:3.) 


1.  I'm    hid    a -way  with  Christ  in  God,  Yes,  hid 

2.  The  nar-row  way  is      now     so  plain,  I'm  hid 

3.  0  broth-er  dear,  to     keep  good  cheer,  Be  hid 

4.  0     sin-ner,  turn  to     God   and   live,  Be     hid 
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a-  way  in  Je  -  sus: 
a -way  with  Je-sus; 
a  -  way  with  Je  -  sus ; 
a -way  with  Je-sus; 
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I'm  now  be-neath  the  dripping  blood,  I'm  hid  a-way  with  Je-sus. 
That  fools  shall  nev-er  err  there -in,  I'm  hid  a-way  with  Je-sus. 
For  then  you'll  find  your  Saviour  near,  Keep  hid     a-way  with   Je  -  sus. 

A  crown  of  life  to  you  He'll  give,  When  hid  a-way  with  Je  -  sus. 
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I'm  walking  with  my  blessed  Lord,  I'm  trusting  in  His  precious  word. 
The  gate  that's  straight  is  just  be-fore,  Which,  when  we  reach  we'll  sigh  no  more. 
We're  basking  now  in  heaven's  light,  By  faith  and pray'r  our  way  shines  bright. 
Re-pent,  be-lieve  and  love  Him  too,  For  He  has  done  so  much  for  you. 
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I     find   His   serv-ice      is    not  hard,  I'm 
Our  sor-rows  then  will    all    be   o'er,    I'm 
We   get   so  near  that  heav'ns  in  sight, When 
He'll  wash  and  cleanse  you  thro'  and  thro' — Be 
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I'm  hid      a-way,  yes,  hid 


hid 
hid 
hid 
hid 
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a-way  with  Je  -  sus. 
a-way  with  Je  -  sus. 
a-way  with  Je  -  sus. 
a-way  with   Je  -  sus. 


hid  with  Christ  in 
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HID  AWAY  WITH  JESUS.-Concluded. 


I'm  dead  to  sin,     a  -  live    in  Christ,  I  m  washed  in    His    blood. 
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174.  ROOM  AT  THE  CROSS. 


.  v 
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W.  B.  Blake. 


W.  B.  B. 
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1.  Room  at   the  Cross  for    a  trembling  soul,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you: 

2.  Room  at  the  Cross  for   a  breaking  heart,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you; 

3.  Room  at  the  Cross  for  earth's  weary  and  worn, Room  at  the  Cross  for  you  ; 
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la  -  den  may  be  made  whole,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you 
the    bet  -  ter  part,     Room  at  the  Cross  for  you 


Where  the    sin 

Choose,  then,  like  Mary, 

Come,  then,  oh  !  come,  then,  ye  souls  who  mourn,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you 
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Room,  room,    room 


the  Cross, 
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the  Cross,  There's  room  at  the  Cross  for    you. 
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From  "Songs  of  Evening  Light."     By  per. 


184.   ALL  AND  ALWAYS. 


D.  W.  M. 
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D.  Wesley  Myland. 
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All  and  al-ways  saved  in  Je-sus,  Thro'  be-liev-ing  in  the  blood  ; 
All  and  al-ways     I  am  strengthened,  Since  the  spirit  filled  my  soul ; 
All  and  al-ways  for  my  Master,  Ev-'ry-where  o'er  land  and  sea  ; 
AU  and  al-ways  in  the  Bat-tie,  Fight  of  faith  I'll  ne'er  give  o'er  ; 
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Lif?   e  -  ter  :  nal    I  have  tast-ed,    And  am  now    a  child  of  God. 
Christ  to  me    is     all  -  suf  -  fi-cient,  He  can  make  the  suffering  whole. 
Sing-ing  of  the  grand  old  Gospel,  Truth  of  God  whieh  makes  men  free. 
Win  a  crown — be  more  than  Conqueror,Reign  with  Christ  forever  more. 
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All and  al-ways  true        to  Je    -     sus, 

All  and  always  true  to  Je-sus,   ev-'ry-where  be  true  to  Je-sus, 
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All.... 
All  and 
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and  al-ways  Christ's    to  be ; 

alwavs  Christ's  to  be,  yes,     ev  -  er  more  for  Christ  to  be  ; 
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. .   .      and    al  -  ways  in  .       His        ser  -  vice, 
always  in  His  ser-vice,  always  in  His  blessed  ser-vice, 
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ALL  AND  ALWAYS.-Ooncluded. 
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All and    al-ways    free. 

All  and  al-ways  free, .  „ . . .      yes,    ev  -  er-more  be  free. 
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185.    HOW  I  LOVE  HIM. 
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D.  W.  M. 


(Jno.  14;  21.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Oft    my  Saviour  calls  me  forward,    In  -  to  paths  I     do  not  know; 

2.  Love  is  proved,  not  by  the  eas  -  y      Or   the  pleasing  things  of  life, 

3.  Christ  is  call-ing,  ev  -  er   call-ing  For  the  "Heralds",  true  and  brave, 

4.  So  with  trustful  heart  I'm  go-ing,  Je  -  sus    is    my  constant  friend ; 

0         .         .  ■#-      -f-       _        ^      #-      #-  -F-  • 


^=£ 


— -« ji — 4 


i     ^ — »     .2: — * — p — * 9 — 9 — w-t" 


And  my  love  for  Him  is  test  -  ed,     By    my  read  -  i  -  ness  to  go. 
But    by   self  -  denials  and  sufferings  In    the   bat  -  tie  and  the  strife. 
Who  will  go   and  tell  the  na-tions    Of  His  wondrous  pow'r  to  save. 
He  who  calls  will  sure-ly  keep  me,    E  -  ven     to  my  journey's  end. 
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How   I  love  Him,  oh.  how  I  love  Him  !  I    love  my  Saviour  dear 
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?'er  He  leads  me   here. 
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I    love  Him  so  I'll  glad-ly     go  Where  e'er  He  leads  me   here. 
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194  HONEY  IN  THE  ROOK. 

"And  with  honey  out  of  the  rock  should  I  have  satisfied  the." — Ps.  81 :  16. 
F.  A.  G.  F.  A.  Gravks. 
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1.  U      my  broth-er,  do  you  know  the  Sav  -  iour,  Who    is  won  -  drous 

2.  Have  you"tast-ed  that  the  Lord  is    gra  -  cious,"  Do  you  walk  in  the 

3.  Do  you      pray      un  -  to  God  the  Fa  -  ther,  "What  wilt  thou  have 

4.  Then  go      out      thro'  the  streets  and  by  -  ways,  Preach  the  word  to  the 
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kind     and  true  ? 

way  that's  new  ? 

me       to         do  ?" 

man  -  y  or  few  ; 

* 0 0 


I       v—v- 


He's  the"Rock  of        your     sal  -  va  -  tion  !" 
Have  you  drank  from  the  liv  -  ing  foun  -  tain  ? 
Nev  -  er    fear  He  will  sure  -  ly      an  -  swer  ; 
Say    to      ev    -    'ry        fal  -  len  broth  -  er, 
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There's  Honey  in    the  Rock  for  you 
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Oh,  there's  Honey    in  the  Rock,  my 
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broth-er,  .  .  .        There's  Honey    in    the  Rock  for  you  ;        Leave  your 
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my  brother, 


for  you  ; 
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sins  for  the  blood  to  cov-er,  There's  Honey  in  the  Rock  for  you.  for  joo. 
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204.   ON  THE  GLORY  SIDE. 


Dedicated  to  "Allie"  and  Don  Kirk. 
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(2  Cor.  4  ;  17, 18.) 


Rev.  D.  Wesley  Myland 
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If,  while  you  live  'mid     sin    be-low,    You  would  in  Christ  a  -  bide; 
Of-tiines  life's  sky  is     hung  with  shrouds. Which  Je-sus'  face  would  hide; 
The   ris-ing  fogs  of    doubt  and  fear,  The    mists  of   hu- man  pride 
This  Age  is  dark,  storm  -clouds  o'er-cast  The    sky,  my  sun     to     hide  ; 
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Thro'  faith,  this  se-cret  you  should  know:  Live  on  the  Glo 
Then  push  your  head  a  -  bove  the  clouds,  Get  on  the  Glo 
Would  oft  ob-scure,  when  Christ  is  near ;  I  need  the  Glo 
I       climb  the  heights  of    hope  at   last,   And  reach  the  Glo 
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I'm      on  the  Glo -ry  Side,       With  Christ  once  cru- ci  -  fied, 

I'm     liv-ing  on  the  Glo  -  ry,  Glo-ry  Side, 
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By  faith  I  rise 'bove  cloudy  skies :  I'm  on  the  Glo-ry    Side. 

over  on  the  Glo  -  ry,  Glory  Side 
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206.    MY  LORD  AND  I. 


Words  of  a  hymn  sung  in  the  rocks  and  caves  of  France  during  the  fierce  persecution 
of  the  Huguenots  three  hundred  years  ago. 

Music  and  last  verse  by  May  Agnew.    By  per. 
Con  espress        . 
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I   have       a  Friend  so  pre    - 
Sonie-times  I'm  faint  and  wea 

I      tell     Him  all     my   sor    - 
He  knows  how    I      am   long 
He   tells     me  of    His  king 
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eious,  So  ver  -  y   dear    to    me; 

ry,  He  knows  that  I  am  weak, 
rows,  I     tell    Him  all  my   joys, 

ing  Some  wea  -  ry  soul  to  win, 
dom,    It      is      not  far     a  -  way, 
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He  loves  me  with  such  ten-der  love,  He  loves  so  faith-ful  -  ly; 
And   as    He   bids  me   lean  on  Him,  His  help  I    glad-ly     seek, 

I  tell  Him  all  that  pleas-es  me,  I  tell  Him  what  an-noys; 
And  so  He  bids  me  go  and  speak  A  lov  -  ing  word  for  Him; 
And  oh,  His  heart  is    long-ing  To  take  me  there  some  day. 
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I  could 
He  leads 
He  tells 
He  bids 
Ini-  mor 
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not  live    a  -  part  from  Him,  1  love    to   feel  Him  nigh, 

i  me    in    the  paths  of  light  Beneath  a     sun  -  ny     sky, 

me  what   I  ought  to  do,  Tells  of   His  rich  sup  -  ply, 

me   tell  His  wondrous  love,  And  why  He  came  to    die; 

tal  bliss  is    wait-ing,       And  joys  that  nev  -  er    die; 


And  so  we  dwell 
And  so  we  walk 
And  so  we  talk 
And  so  we  work 
Soon  there  will  reign 


to  -  geth-er, 
to  -  geth-er, 
to  -  geth-er, 
to  -  geth-er, 
to  -  geth-er, 


Mv  Lord 
My  Lord 
My  Lord 
My  Lord 
My  Lord 
precious 


and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
Lord  and 
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218.    TELL  ME  OF  JESUS. 


D.  W.  M- 


( Acts  8;  5.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Tell    me 

2.  Tell    me 

3.  Tell    me 
Tell    me 
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Je  -  sus:  Je  -  sus  who  came  Bringing  sal  -  va  -  tion, 
Je-sus:  once  cru-ci-fied,  Por-tals  of  heav'n  un- 
Je  -  sus:  He  who  a  -  rose  Might  -  y  in  tri  -  uniph 
Je  -  sus:  soon  He  will  come  Just   as  He  promised, 
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Blest    be 
fold  -  ing 

o  -  ver  His  foes ; 
bring -ing  me  home 


Leav-ing  His  throne  of     glo  -  ry  on  high, 
Bear-  ing  my  sins     on     Cal  -  va-ry's  tree, 
Liv  -  ing  High  Priest,  ex  -  alt  -  ed     I    see, 
In  -  to    the  place  He's  gone  to  pre-pare, 
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Giv  -  ing  Him  -  self    for    sin-ners  to  die 
That,  thro'  be  -  liev  -  ing,  saved  I  might  ber 
Now  with  the    Fa  -  ther  pleading  for  me. 
Where  I    His  glo  -  ry     ev  -  er  shall  share. 


Tell  me,  oh,  tell  me  of 
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232.    LET  THE  COMFOETEE  COME  IN. 


D.  W.  M. 


(Jno   20;  22.) 


Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 
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1.  Broth  -  er,  are  you  weak  and  wea  -  ry      in      the  way  ? 

2.  Have  you  tried  sin-cere  -  ly     to      be  good  and  true  ? 

3.  Do      your  earn-est     ef  -  forts  oft  seem  fruit-less  here  ? 

4.  Bless  -  ed   Spir  -  it !    In     my  heart  He'll  live  each  day, 
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Is      the 
Have  you 

And     the 
Lov  -  ing, 
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strug-gle  grow-ing  hard  -  er      day     by    day  ? 

failed  when  do  -  ing  just    the    best  you  knew  ? 

bar  -  ren  plac  -  es      in     your   life   look  drear  ? 

pray-ing,  working     ev  -  'ry-thing  God's  way  ; 
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Look  from  self      to 
Leave    it    all     with 
Learn    to    live      in 

He        is    read  -  y — 
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Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
waiting, 
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pen  wide  your  heart,  Let  the  Com-fort-er  come  in 

pen  wide  your  heart,  Let  the  Com-fort-er  come  in, 

pen  wide  your  heart,  Let  the  Com-fort-er  come  in 

pen  now  your  heart,  Let  the  Com-fort-er  come  in, 
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Let  the  blessed  Com-fort-er  come  in,  come  in, 
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the  Com-fort  -  er    come  in 
fort-er  come  in,  come  in 
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Cease  all  doubts  and  questions,  o  -  pen 
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LET  THE  COMFORTER  COME  IN.-Concluded. 
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now    your 


heart 
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Let     the  Com-fort  -  er       come 
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233.    BLEST  BE  THE  TIE. 


Rev.  John  Fawcett. 


Tune — Dennis.    S.  M. 
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1.  Blest   be      the     tie     that  binds   Our  hearts  in  Christian  love ; 

2.  Be  -  fore    our     Fa-ther's  throne  We  pour    our  ar  -  dent  pray'rs ; 

3.  When  we      a   -   sun  -  der     part,      It  gives    us  in  -  ward  pain, 
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The  fel  -  low  -  ship  of  kin  -  dred  minds  Is  like  to  that  a-bove. 
Our  fears  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one — Our  com-forts  and  our  cares 
But   we   shall  still      be  joined  in' heart.  And  hope   to  meet     a -gain. 
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233  2'.    I  LOVE  THY  KINGDOM,  LORD. 


1  I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  house  of  thine  abode, 

The  Church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  Church,  O  God  ! 
Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 


J 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend  ; 

To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows. 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

T.  DWIGHT. 


234.    JESUS  HATH  DONE  ALL  THINGS  WELL. 


Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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Arr.  by  M.  L.  McPhail. 
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I        sing  the  praise  of  him    to -day  Who  washed  my  many  sins  a-way; 

I        mar-vel  at  his  grace  to  me,     It      is  so   boundless  rich  and  free; 

A       bless-ed  life  it      is      to    be,Thro'  Jesus,  saved  so  wondrously; 

Oh,    wondrous  peace!  Oh,  sacred  rest!  In   him  I  am  su-premly  blest; 
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Cho. — And  above  the  rest  this  note  shall  swell  This  note  shall  swell,  this  note  shall  swell; 
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His  love  is  more  than  tongue  can  tell;  My  Jesusnatn  done  all  things  well. 
His  grace  is  more  than  tongue  can  tell;  My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 
His  pow'r  is  more  than  tongue  can  tell;  My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 
His  peace  is  more  than  tongue  can  tell;  My  Jesus  bath  done  all  things  well. 

fl-J^  Retard  in  Cho. 
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"And  above  the  rest  this  note  shall  swell,  My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 
Copyright.  1894,  by  Henry  Date. 

235.    A  HEART  TO  PRAISE  MT  GOD. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Tune,  Azmon  C.  M. 
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1.  O,     for    a  heart  to  praise  my    God,  A  heart  f-rom  sin  set  free! 

2.  A  heart   re-signed,   sub-mis-sive,  meek,  My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 

3.  A  heart  in    ev  -  'ry  thought  re-newed,  And  full  of  love    di  -  vine; 

4.  Thy  na-ture,  gracious  Lord,  im  -  part;  Come  quick-ly  from  a  -  bove: 
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A  heart  that  al-ways  feels  thy  blood  So    free  -  ly  spilt  for  me! 
Where  on-ly  Christ  is  heard  to  speak,  Where  Jesus  reigns  a  -  lone. 
Per-fect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good,    A      cop  -  y,  Lord,  of  thine. 
Write  thy  new  name  u  -  pon  my  heart,  Thy  new,  best  name  of  Love 
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238.    STEP  BY  STEP. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  'Tis 

2.  'Tis 

3.  Step 

4.  Je- 
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so  sweet    to  walk  with  Je -sus,    Step  by  step  and  day   by    day: 

so    safe      to  walk  with  Je-sus,  Lean-ing  hard  up  -  on    His  arm, 

by    step    I'll  walk  with  Je- sus,  Just    a     rao-ment    at      a     time, 

sus,  keep  me  clos  -  er — clos-er,    Step    by    step,  and  day  by    day: 
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Step-ping   in    His    ve  -  ry  footprints  Walking  with    Him  all    the    way. 
Following  closely  where  He  leads  us,  None  can  hurt  and  naught  can  harm. 
Heights  I    have  not  wings  to  soar  to      Step  by  step     my   feet  can  climb. 

Stepping     in    Thy    ve  -  ry  footprints,  Walking  with  Thee  all    the  way. 
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Step  by   step, 
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Step   by   step,     I   would  walk  with  Je     -      sus, 

Walk  with  Je  -  sus, 
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All     the      day, 
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all      the      way,  Keep-ing  step  with   Je 


sus. 
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A.  B.  S. 


242.    HIMSELF. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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Once    it  was    the  bless-ing,    Now   it     is     the  Lord  ; 
Once  't  was  painful  try  -  ing,    Now  'tis  per-fect  trust ; 
Once  't  was  busy   planning,    Now  'tis  trustful  prayer  ; 
Once    it  was   my  work-ing,    His  it  hence  shall  be; 
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Once  it     was   the 
Once  a     half  sal- 
Once  'twas  anxious 
Once  I    tried   to 
.— F-    -••        * 
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feel- ing,  Now  it  .is  His  Word 
va  -  tion,  Now  the  ut  -  ter  -  most ; 
car-  ing,  Now  He  has  the  care  ; 
use  Him,  Now  He   u  -  ses    me  ; 
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Once  His  gifts  1  want-ed,  Now,  the 
Once  't  was  ceaseless  bold-ing,  Now  He 
Once  't  was  what  I  want-ed;  Now  what 
Once    the  power   I   want-ed,     Now  the 
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Giv  -  er  own ; 
holds  me  fast; 
Je  -  sus  says  ; 
Might-y  One; 
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Once  I  sought  for   heal-ing,   Now  him-self  a  -  lone. 
Once  't  was  constant  drifting,  Now  my  anchor's  cast. 
Once  'twas  constant  asking,  Now  'tis  ceaseless  praise, 
Once    for  self    I      labored,    Now  for  Him   a  -  lone. 
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243.    GO  AND  TELL. 


A.  B.  S. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Send  the  gospel  of  sal  ■  va  -  tion,   To  a  world  of  dy  -  ingnien;  dyiug men. 

2.  'Tis   the  church's  great  com-mis-sion,  'Tis  the  Master's  last  command;  command. 

3.  Christ  is  gath'ringout  a  peo  -  pie,    To  his  name  of    ev  - 'ry  race;  ev'n  race. 

4.  Give  the  gospel  as    a      wit-ness,    To   a    world    of  sin- ful  men;  sinful  men 
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Tell  it  out  to  ev  -'ry  na-tion,  'Till  the  Lord  shall  come  a 
Christ  has  died  for  ev  -  'ry  crea-ture,  Tell  it  out  in  ev  - 'ry 
Haste  to  give  the    in  -  vi  -   ta  -  tion,  Ere  shall  end  the  day    of 

Till    the  Bride  shall  be  completed,  And  the  Lord  shall  come  a 
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-gain, 
land, 
grace, 
-gain. 


* cp X- * i — F» *- 

— V  -ha tj P — *  -\-m —  •- 

up — i k — i^ — H 1_ 


pi 


CHORUS. 


U-* 


-&Z& 0- — i — i t$f& 1    *— -g-FH1     ^— < — ' — ^F— i ^t- 

and  tell. .. .   them,  go  and  tell  them,  Jesus  died      for  sin-ful  men. 

Go  and  tell,  Go  and  tell,  Sinful  men. 
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Go  and  tell  them,  go  and  tell  them,   He   is   coming  back   a  -  gain. 

a-gain. 
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244.    NEVER  ALONE. 


Anon. 


From  the  English — Arr  by  Myland  &  Kirk. 
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I've  seen  the  light- ning  flash  -  ing,  And  heard    the   thun  -  der   roll — 
I've  heard  the  voice    of    Je      -     sus,    Tell- ing    me  still  to  fight  on, 
(  The  world's  firce  winds  are  blow  -  ing   Temp  -  ta-tions  sharp  and  keen — 
\    He  stands  to   shield   me  from  danger,  When  earth-ly  friends  are  gone, 
/When  in      af  -  flic  -  tion's  val  -  ley      I'm  treading  the  road   of    care. 
\    My    feet    en-tangled  with  bri  -  ars      Read  -  y      to      cast    me   down, 
(    He   died   for  me  on  the    mountain —  For    me     they  pierced  His  side — 
}    For    me  He's  waiting  in    glo   -   ry,     Seat  -  ed      up  -  on      His  throne, 
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I,ve  felt  sin's   breakers    dashing —  Trying  to  conquer  my  soul- 

He  promised    never  to   leave  me, —      [  Omit        ..... 
I     feel     a     peace    in   know-ing      My    Sav  -  iour  stands  be  -  tween. 
He  promised   never  to   leave  me, —     \_Omit        . 
My  Sav -iour  helps  me  to  car- ry     My     cross  when  heavy  to      bear, 
My  Sav-iour  whispers  His  promise:  "I  [Omit         . 
For    me    He  opened  that  fountain,    The    crim  -  son,  cleans-ing   tide, 
He  promised    never  to   leave  me, —     [  Omit         ..... 
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Never  to  leave  me  a-lone. 

Never  to  leave  me  a-lone. 

'Never  will  leave  thee  alone. 

Never  to  leave  me  a-lone. 


No,    nev-er   a  -  lone,- 


No, 
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no,  never  alone, 


nev-er   a- 


no, 
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lone, —  He  promised  never  to  leave  me;  Never  to  leave  me  alone,  me  alone 
never  alone, 
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245.    GOD  WILL  TAKE  CARE  OF  YOU. 


D.  W.  M.  Arr. 


("He  caretk  for  you."  1  Pet.  5;  6,  7.) 


Eev.  D.  W.  My  la  wd. 
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1.  God  will  take  care  of  you;  be    not   a-fraid.  He  is  your  safeguard  thro' 

2.  God  will  take  care  of  you  thro'  all  the  day,   Shielding  your  footsteps,  di- 

3.  God  will  take  care  of  you,  e'en  to  the   end;    Oh,  what  a    Father,    Re- 

4.  God  will  take  care  of  you  long  as  you  live,  Granting  you  blessings  no 
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sunshine  and  shade,  Tender-ly  watching  and  keep-ing  his  own,  He  will 
recting  your  way.    He    is  your  Shepherd,  Protector  and  Guide,  Leading 

deemer  and  Friend!  Je  -  sus  will  answer  when-ev  -  er  you  call  He  will 
oth-er   can  give;    He  will  take  care  of  you  when  time  is  past,       Safe  to 
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not  leave  you  to    wander     a-lone. 

his  children  where  still  waters  glide.     God  will  take  care  of  you  and  me. 
take  care  of  you,  trust  him  for  all. 
his  kingdom  will  bring  you  at  last. 
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Faith-ful  -ly  guard  us  where-ev-er     it    be:  Fear  not,  but  trust  him,  what- 


5 #_i_^ 0 #_• 0 0 

V       V     V       V       V     V 


0— — ^~d — -* p* . —  S * 1 a — P-*f 1 H^ — A- J-l 

ev  -  er   be-tide;      In    his    great    lov-ing     heart  ev  -  er        a -bide. 
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Rev.  W.  J   Stuart,  A.  M. 


1.  Out    of   shadow  in 

2.  Out    of   sorrow    in 

3.  Out    of  sinning  in  -  to  grace 

4.  Ev  -  er  with  him  I'll    a-  bide, 

5.  Out    of  life    in  -  to 


to  light,  Out     of  blindness  in  -  to  sight;  Out  of 
to  joy,  Praise  his  naire!  'tis  sweet  employ  Ev-  er 
At    his  feet      I   find  my  place ;  Ev  -  er 
Spotless,  by     his  riv  -  en  side ;  Here  I'll 
the  tomb,  By    his  side  there  is  no  gloom  ;  From  the 


darkness  in-  to  day,    Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way. 

to  my  Lord  to  pray ;  Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way. 

with  my  Lord  to  stay,  Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way. 

live,  I'll  never  stray,  Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way. 

throne  there  comes  a  ray,  Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way. 
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Jesus,  Jesus  guides  me, 
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Guides  me  all  the  way;  Out  of  darkness  into  day,  Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way 
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6  Out  of  death  to  endless  life, 
Up  from  all  the  sin  and  strife; 
Clothed  upon  with  white  array, 
Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way. 


7  Up  before  the  throne  of  gold, 
I  shall  know  a  joy  untold; 
With  the  blood-washed  I  will  say, 
Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way. 


"The  chiefest  among  ten  thousand  ;  yea,  he  is  the  altogether  lovely." 
W.  S.  M.  Solomon's  Song.  -yy   g   martw 
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1.  Je  -  sus    is     the  Al  -  togeth  -  er  Love   -  ly,      Yea,     he     is      the 

2.  Je  -  sus    is     the  Al  -  togeth  -  er  Love   -  ly ;    Sweet.  -  er  than    the 

3.  Je  -  sus    is      the  Al  •  togeth  -  er  Love   -  ly,        O  -  pen  now  thy 
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fair-  est    of     the   fair;        Oh,     who      is  there  in  heaven   a-bove    be- 

hon  -  ey    is      his  word :      'Tis    filled  with  precious  prom  -  is  -  es       of 

heart    to  him      a  -  lone,       For       in    his  death  and  glo  -  rious  res  -  ur- 
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x/.o. — See    him  on     the  cross   for  man's  sal- 
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side     him,  Who   on  earth  can  with  my  Lord  compare?  Join,  ye  sons  of 
mer  -  cy       For  the  soul  who  puts  his  trust  in  God. 
rec  -  tion       He     to    us  the  grace  of  God  hath  shown. 


va  -  tion,  Suffering  death  and  bearing  sin  and  shame, 
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men,    in    a  -  dor  -  a 


mmm 
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tion,   Give   to  himthehon-or  due  his  name; 
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"And  when  he  putteth  forth  his  own  sheep,  he  goeth  before  them,  and  the  sheep  follow  him: 

for  they  know  his  voice." — John  x  :  4. 
John  K.  Clements. 

Andante. 
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Tno.  R.  Swbnhtt. 


1.  Like  a    shepherd,  tender,  true, 

2.  All    a- long  life's  rugged  road 

3.  Thro' the  sun  •  lit  ways  of    life 


P  f 
Je-eus  leads, 
Je-sus  leads, 
Je-sus  leads, 


.  Je-  sus  leads,  .  . 
.  Je-  sus  leads,  .  . 
.  Je-sus    leads,  .  . 


Je-  sus  leads, 


Dai  -  ly  finds  us  pastures  new, 
Till  we  reach  yon  hlest  a  -  bode, 
Thro'  the  warrings  and  the  strife 
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Je - sus    leads ;  .  . 

Je-sus    leads;  „  , 

Je  - sus    leads ;  .  . 

Je-  sus  leads ; 
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If  thick  mists  .  are  o'er  the   way,  „  .  Or  the  flock  .  'mid  danger   feeds, 

All  the  way,  .     before,  he's  trod,  „   And  he    now  .  .  the  flock  precedes,  .  . 

When  we  reach  .  the  Jordan's  tide,  Where  life's  bound -'ry-line  re-  cedes,  .  . 

If  thick  mists      are  o'er  the  way,  Or  the  flock      'mid  danger  feeds, 


He  will  watch  them  lest  they  stray, 
Safe  in  -  to      the  fold   of      God 
He  will  spread  the  waves  a  -  side, 


Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 


leads, 
leads, 
leads, 


Je  -  sus  leads. 
Je-sus  leads. 
Je  -  sus  leads. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  While  we  now,  dear  Lord,  at   thy    al  - 

2.  Let   the    al  -  tar  -  fire,  bless-  ed  Lord, 

3.  Ev-  'rything     is      now    on    the    al  - 

4.  Lord,  burn  up  the  dross,  all    the  gold 
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tar  kneel,  Come  in  might-  y 
be    felt,    Till  these  hearts  of 
tar   laid,    We  have  un  -  to 
re  -  fine,   Now  up  -  on    our 
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pow'r,  now  thyself  re- veal;  Lord,  the  old-time  fire  we  de  -  sire    to   feel, 
ours  with  thy  love  shall  melt;  Touch  our  lips,dear  Lord,as  the  coals  are  dealt, 
thee  full  sur-  render  made;  May  the  fire  consume,  let  it    not   be  stay'd, 
hearts  may  thine  image  shine,  That  we  may  be  seal'd,  Lord,  forev-  er  thine, — ■ 
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Send  the  fire,   send  it  now,  just  now. 

Send  the  fire,   send  it  now,  just  now. 

Send  it,  Lord, send  it  now,  just  now. 

Send  the  fire,   send  it  now,  just  now. 


I 
Send  the  fire, 


send  the 


dear  Lord, 

is   fc 


fire,  While  we  here    at  thy  al  -  tar    bow,    Glo  -  ri  -  fy    thy 

just  now,  j  ^       v 
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name,  send  the  liv  -  ing  flame, — Send  the  fire,  send  it  now,  just  now. 
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1.  More  about  Je  -  sus  would  I  know,  More  of  his  grace  to  oth-  ers  show ; 

2.  More   about  Je-sus  let  me  learn,  More  of  his  ho  -  ly  will  discern; 

3.  More   about  Je  -  sus ;  in  his  word,  Holding  communion  with  my  Lord ; 

4.  More   about  Je  -  sus ;  on  his  throne,  Riches  in   glo  -  ry  all  his  own ; 

•    -   ■  *  J    Is  J- 


:¥=1: 


:  i>  rf 


ir 


More    of  his  sav-ing   ful-ness  see,  More   of  his  love  who  died  for  me. 
Spir  -  it    of  God,  my  teacher     be,  Showing  the  things  of  Christ  to  me. 
Hearing  his  voice  in    ev  -  'ry  line,  Making  each  faithful  say-ing  mine. 
More  of  his  kingdom's  sure  increase ;  More  of  his  coming,  Prince  of  Peace. 
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More,   more      a  -  bout    Je  -  sus,    More,   more      a  -  bout    Je 
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More  of  his  sav  -  ing   ful-  ness  see,  More  of  his  love  who  died  for 
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&tfte  an  Mvnxg  Strong, 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  We  are  marching  on  like  an     ar-my  strong,  We  are  marching  in  the 

2.  We  are  marching  on  thro'  a  world  of  care,    We  are  marching  in  the 

3.  We  are  marching  on  thro'  the  ranks  of  sin,    We  are  marching  in  the 

4.  We  are  marching  on  to  the  realms  of  light,  We  are  marching  in  the 
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King's  highway;    And  our  hearts  break  forth  in  a  joy-  ful  song,  We  are 
King's  highway;  But  the  shield  of  faith  on  our  hearts  we  bear.  While  we're 
King's  highway;      O  the  victor  crowns  that  we  all  may  win,  While  we're 
King's  highway;  And  the  morning  star    is  our  beacon  light,  For  it 
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marching  in  the  King's  highway, 
marching  in  the  King's  highway, 
marching  in  the  King's  highway, 
shin-eth  in  the  King's  highway. 
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We  are  marching,  marching  on, 
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marching,  marching  on,      Hap-  py    in    the  Lord  to  -  day;     Like  an 
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[highway, 
army  brave  and  strong  we  can  sing  our  song,  We  are  marching  in  the  King's 
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Jf*NNiE  Wilson 


I,  H.  Mkredjth. 


1.  We  are  building  on  the  Rock,  the  Rock  of  A  -  ges,  Tow'ring  grandly  o-  ver 

2.  We  are  building  on  the  Rock,  the  Rock  of  A  -  ges,  Sate  tbo'  angry  billows 

3.  We  are  building  on  the  safe  and  sure  foundation,  God  in    loving   mercy 

4.  We  ave  building  for  the  coming  years  e-ternal,  When  like  fitful  dreams  shall 
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times  tempestuous  sea ;  We  are  building  on  the  Rock,  the  Rock  of  Ages,  Safely 

fiercely  'round  us  beat ;  Tbere  abiding  while  the  tempesc  wildly  rages,  Harm  can 

for  our  souls  has  U\id ;  There  alone  is  found  the  fortress  of  salvation,  There  a- 

earthly  things  be  post ;  Building  firmlv  for  the  future  life  super  -  mil  On  the 
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nev  -  er  reach  tins  calm 
lone  may  ev  -  hy  hope 
Rock  that  shall  fci  .  ev  • 
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treat, 
staid, 
last. 


build 
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building    on     the   Rock, 
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build   -  injr.  We  are  building  on  the  Rock  of  A  -  ges,  We  are  bnild  -   ing, 

building  on  the  Rock,  building  on  the  Rock 
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1.  Dost  thou  know  at  thy  bolt  -  ed   heart's-door  to-night,  The  Saviour    in 

2.  Out  -  side  he  has  stood  thro'  the  length  of  the  years,  Since  Mother  the 

3.  You      turn  not  away  when  a  friend's  at  your  door,  Here's  one  there's  none 

4.  All  the  pain  and  the  shame  of  his  death  on    the  tree    A    welcome  from 


meekness  doth  stand,  And  Jongs  for  admission?  pray,  lis  -  ten   now  To  the 
love-dame  first  fann'd ;  You  have  spurn'd  and  rejected,  O  give  heed  to-night  To  the 
like   in  the  land,     Who    asks  to  come  in    to    for- ev  -  er  abide;  Heed  the 
you  should  command,  Since  the  weight  of  your  sins  in  his  body  he  bore ;  Heed  the 


knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand.  Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand, 

Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of  the  naU-pierced  hand, 
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Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand  ;  .....  Swing  the  door  open  wide, 

Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of      the    nail-pierc- ed  hand ; 
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Bid  him  enter  and  abide,  Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand. 

Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of     the    nail  -  pierced  hand. 
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Annie  E.  Agnew. 


Melody,  arr. 


1.  List     to     the  sto  -  ry 

2.  Anthems   are  ringing 

3.  Now  he      is  pleading 


Of  the  Christ,  who  for  thy  soul  Left  all  his 
O-  ver  earth  and  sea  and  shore,  Glad  tidings 
Up  in  heaven  for  thee  this  hour,  There  in-  ter- 
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glo  -  ry,        All     to  make  tliee  whole ; 
bringing,        Telling   o'er  and     o'er 
ced  -  ing        In    his  love  and  power; 


On  the  cross  he  suffered, 
Of  a  Sav  -  iour  ris  -  en  ; 
Oh,  the  par  -  don  proffered, 
M.      JL        .ft. 


Bled    and  died     on      Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Thus   for  thee      he   purchased 

For    the  stone    is    rolled    a-  way,  From  the  grave's  dark  pris  -  on 

Blood     to  take    thy     sin       a-  way,  Love    di  -  vine       is      of  -  fered, 
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Life   so  full  and    free. 

He    is  risen  to  -  day. 

Wilt  thou  come  to-  day  ? 

JfL'    JfL    JfL 


call  -  im 


Sweet  and  low  he 
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calls   for  thee;     Je  -  sus      is      call -ing,     Wilt  thou  come  and   see? 

jfc    jO.         Je  '  sus                  ca"  -   inS>                             /^s 
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1.  I've  been   a  wand'rer  far  from  God  Upon  the  mountains  of  sin,    A 

2.  I    hear  the  Saviours  loving  voice,  No  more  his  pleadiug  I'll  spurn,- 

3.  Oh,   blessed   service    of   my  Lord,  A    trusted  servant  to     be,     A 
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wea-  ry  outcast  from  the  fold,  My  soul  all  dark  within  ;  But  ah!  the 
wea-  ry,  too,  of  earth's  cold  cheer,  So  ea-  ger  to  re  -  turn  To  pastures 
foll'wer  of    the  blessed   One,    A  slave,  and  yet  so   free!     E-  ter- nal 


Sas'iour  pleads  with  me  In    gen- tie,  loving  voice,     I      cannot  turn  my 

green,  where  I  can  feed  My  hungry,  sin-sick  soul,  And  there  my  Saviour's 

life   in  heav'n  above,  In  mansions  fair  and  bright,  A  place  with  Je-  sus 


gSSE 


— m- 


2c 


t 


&£ 


CHORUS. 


■&~- 


ifr^ 


-9-P- 


t£±+ 


Lord  away — I'll  make  him  now  my  choice, 
child   to  be  While  endless  a  -  ges  roll, 
near  the  throne  Will  be  my  soul's  delight. 
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I     will  say  "  Ye: 
iL»  M.   ft.     M. 


will  say 
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"  Yes "      to    Je  -  sus, 
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I will  say  "Yes"     to     Je  -  sus, 

I      will  say  "  Yes,"  say 


>•  ft  y — #— •    t-  fr   bte  ~  a 


^=n 


i 


C.opjnjhi,  188J,  bj  Jehu  J.  Hood. 


r« 


u  u 


-y- 


vs/ 


♦ CONCLUDED.     11 


With  outstretck'd  hands  my  Saviour  stands,  And  beckons  the  wand'rer  to  come; 

the  wand'rer  to  come ; 
+.    JL  JL    *.  +.     f    JL'fvIt 
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Yfithout  de-  lay  I'll  now   o-  bey,  And  he  will  welcome  me  home. 


will  welcome  me  home, 
ft,' 


:  Prayer  is  the  key  to  unlock  the  door,  and  the  bolt  to  shut  in  the  night  " 

Jno.  R.  Swsnhy. 


1.  Prayer  is  the  key  For  the  bending  knee  To  open  the  morn's  first  hours; 

2.  Not  a  soul  so  sad,  Nor  a  heart  so  glad,  When  cometh  the  shades  of  night, 

3.  Take  the  golden  key  In  your  hand  and  see,  As  the  night  tide  drifts  away, 
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See  the  incense  rise  To  the  starry  skies,  Like  perfume  from  the  flow'rs. 
But  the  daybreak  song  Will  the  joy  prolong,  And  some  darkness  turn  to  light. 
How  its  blessed  hold  Is  a  crown  of  gold,  Thro'  the  weary  hours  of  day. 
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4  When  the  shadows  fall, 
And  the  vesper  call 

Is  sobbing  its  low  refrain, 
'Tis  a  garland  sweet 
To  the  toil-dent  feet, 

And  an  antidote  for  pain. 
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5  Soon  the  year's  dark  door 
Shall  be  shut  no  more: 

Life's  tears  shall  be  wiped  away, 
As  the  pearl  gates  swing, 
And  the  gold  harps  ring, 

And  the  sun  unsheathes  for  aye, 
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1.  Would  you  go    re-  joicing  on     In  the  light  of  God's  dear  Son  ?  Come  and 

2.  Would  you  tread  among  the  rlow'rs.Would  you  rest  in  sylvan  bow'rs  ?  Come  and 

3.  Would  you  gain  a  home  on  high     In   the  gold-  en  by  and  by  ?    Come  and 
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journey  in  the  King's  highway;  Would  you  ev'ry  moment  prove  All  the 
journey  in  the  King's  highway;  Would  you  drink  from  living  rills  Flowing 
journey  in  the  King's  highway;  Would  you  livewithGod'sdearSon  Whilee- 
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sweetness  of  his  love  ?  Come  and  journey  in  the  King's 
from  the  E- den  hills?  Come  and  journey  in  the  King's 
ter  -  nal  years  roll  on?    Come  and  journey    in     the  King's 


highway, 
highway, 
highway. 
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Come  and  jour 
Come     and    jour-  ney,  come  and  jour  -  ney   in 
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ney,       come   and  jour 


the    King's  high 


ney, 
way, 


Come  and 

Come      and 
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jour      -      -      ney,     come  and  jour   -   ney;  Come  this  moment  and  be  glad, 

journey ,come  and  journey     in     the  King's  highway  ; 
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♦ CONCLUDED.        13 
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Come,  in  shining  robes  be  clad,  And  go  singing  in  the  King's  highway. 


mto  p?t®  f&ar&eUouaf  Hfgfit 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


t=4- 


-*"T- 


■N- 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


-*--- 


~*    fr^S 


I        I             i  ' 

1.  Won-  derful  mercy  that  sought  us,  Wand'ring  a- far    in   the   night; 

2.  Singing  love's  beauti-ful    sto   -   ry,  Ech  -  o  the  heav'nly  re  -  train ; 

3.  Out  from  the  sin  and  its   sor  -  row,  In  -  to  the  life  pure  and  free ; 

4.  Soon  shall  we  meet  by  the  riv  -    er,  There  in  sweet  songs  we'll  unite ; 
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Precious  the  Saviour  who  brought  us  In  -  to  his  marvellous     light. 

Blessing  and  hon-  or  and   glo   -    ry  Be  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 

Waiting  the  glo  -  ri  -  ous  mor  -  row,  When  our  Redeemer  we'll   see. 

Je-  sus  will  bring  us  for  -  ev    -    er  In  -  to  his  marvellous     light. 


D.8. — Bro'tfrom  the  kingdom  of  dark- ness      In  -  to  his  marvellous     light. 


D.S. 


Saved  to  the  glo- ry    of     Je  -    sus!    Saved  by  the  power  of  his  might! 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 


1.  Send  out  the  search-light  in  sin's  storm-y     night,Where,  lashed  by  the 

2.  Send  out  the  search-light,  brave  hearts,  we  implore,  A       res  -  sel  is 

3.  Send  out  the  search-light,  the  sig-  nal    of     love,     The    Mas  -  ter  will 

4.  Send  out  the  search-light,  tho'  cloudy   the     sky,   We'll    scat  -  ter  the 
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tempest,the  breakers  are  white ;  Keep  steady  the  beacon,  revealing  the  shoal, 
sinking  in  sight  of  the  shore ;  Far  o-  ver  the  deep  sounds  the  cry  of  distress, 
give  us  his  help  from  a-bove ;  Our  lantern  was  kindled  at  Bethlehem's  star, 
darkness  with  light  from  on  high  ;  The  life-giving  gospel,  the  light  of  the  cross, 
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The  fierce,  sweeping  currents  en- gulf-ing  the  soul.   Send  out  the  search-light, 
Who  springs  to  the  rescue  ?  God  grant  them  success. 
And  brightened  at   Calv'ry,  its  rays  spread  a  -  far. 

Will  save   dy-  ing  sinners  from  in  -  fi  -  nite  loss. 
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Send  out  the  search-light,  O-  ver  the  dark,  rolling  wave;  roiling  wave ;  Sendout  the 
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search-light,  Send  out  the  search-light,  Je-sus  is  mighty,  he's  mighty  to  save. 
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J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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the  field 


1.  There's  a    call     for     soldiers     on 

2.  There's  a    call     for    soldiers    on     the  field 

3.  Be    -    hold !  our  Cap-  tain    leadeth     on 


of  bat  -  tie,  There's  a 
of  bat  -  tie,  There  is 
to    vie  -  to  -  ry,   And 
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D.  C. — Then    gird  your  ar  -  mor  on,    go  forth     to  fight  the  wrong,  Be 
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fight  to    win  o'er  Satan's  host  arrayed;  Then  gird  your  armor  on,   Go 
earnest  need  for  workers  true  and  brave;  Tho'  fierce  the  conflict  be,  Tho' 
Satan's  horde  is  scattered  far  and  near;  Then  shout  the  battle-cry, With 


not  dismayed,  tho'  fierce  the  conflict  be;  Then    on      to  vie  -  to-  ry  I  Then 
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forth  to  fight  the  wrong,  Be  not  a-  fraid,  for  Jesus  leads  the  way. 
strong  the  foemen  be.  Press  firmly  on,  the  cause  of  Christ  to  save. 
banners  waving  high,  The  God  of   bat-  tie  leads  us,  do  not   fear. 
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on      to  vie  -  to-  ry !  "  For  Je-  sus  on-  ly  "  let  the  watchword  be. 
CHORUS.    I 
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1,2.-See  the  hosts  of 
3.-See  the  hosts  of 
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sin     advanc-  ing,     Sa  -  tan    is  leading      on,    Then 
sin     retreat-  ing,     Sa  -  tan    is  leading      on,    Then 
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on     for  Je-  sus !  on    for  Je-  sus !  Ev  -  er  singing  the  victor's  song.    , 
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1.  Je-sus  is   my  joy  and    sunshine,     All  along  life's  dreary   way; 

2.  And  the  glo-  ry  of    his     presence    Fills  my  weary  soul  with  peace; 

3.  Day  by  day  the  way  grows  brighter;  O'er  my  path  heav'ns  golden  ray 

4.  Beauties  never  seen  by     mor-  tals.     To  the  eye  of  faith  appears; 
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His  blest  presence  makes  my  pathway  Bright  as  heaven's  golden  day. 

And  my  heart  is    full   of  gladness — Full  of  songs  that  nev- er  cease. 

Sheds  its  beams  of  glorious  sunlight.   Like  un-to  the  "perfect  day." 

As    we  near  the  heav'nly  portals,     Far  beyond  this  vale  of  tears. 
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Joy,  joy,  blessed  joy  and  sunshine,  Fills  my  happy  soul  to-day; 

my    happy  soul  to-day; 
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Peace;     blessed  peace  is  ev  -  er  mine,   Shining  all   a-  long  my  way. 
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Grace  Weiser  Davis. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  No  dan  -  ger  can     my   soul    affright,  Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 

2.  No   tempter  shall   my   soul    al-lure,  Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 

3.  Let  earth-  ly   rich  -  es  come    or    go,    Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 
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No  harm    I    fear,     by    day    or  night,  Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 

In  him      1    hide —  I      rest     se  -  cure,    Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 

In  him   the  high- est  wealth  I    know,  Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 
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Since  he         is       mine,      There's  peace   di    -    vine,  My  soul  he  fills  witk 

Since  Christ  the  King  of  kings  is  mine,  Within  my  heart  there's  peace  divine,  y      ^ 

-    -  ■&-    ■»-  -9-  P    r 


joy  that  thrills,  Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine!  Since  he  is  mine,  There's  peace  di  - 

Since  Christ  the  King  of  kings  is  mine, Within  my  heart  there's 
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vine,  My  soul  he  fills  with  joy  that  thrills,Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 

peace  divine,               JS        IS      JS      JS                                      ^            . 
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Copyright,  1898,  by  J.  Huward  iintwiale. 

My  yoke  is  easy, — burden  light, 
Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 

Each  day  my  path  way  seems  more  bright, 
Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 
Ge&pei  Hmannas — C 


V 
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5  In  him  I  have  each  need  supplied, 
Siuce  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine! 
In  him  my  soul  is  satisfied, 
Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  minel 
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StOgaitg  to  <&Wint> 


J.  Howard  Rnt.vislb. 


1.  Go  forth  at  Christ's  command,  Go  forth  to  ev'ry  laud,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 

2.  Be  brave  to  help  them  win  Who  strive  to  conquer  sin, Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 

3.  See!  Satan's  banners  wave,  Oh,  haste  the  lost  to  save  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 

4.  O  children  of  the  free!  Let  this  your  watchword  be:  "Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 
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Christ,  Thro' loy- al- ty  to  Christ;  Let  strong  your  efforts  be     To  gain   the 

Christ,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ;  Point  out  the  path  of  light,  Be  strong  to 

Christ,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ;  Beat  back  the  hosts  of  sin,  Press  on   the 

Christ,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ;"  Let  hills  and  valleys  ring,While  men  and 
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D.  8.  — Go  forth  to  fight  the  wrong,  And  shout  the 
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Fine. 


vie-  to  -  ry,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty,  yes,  loy-  al-  ty,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ. 

do  the  right,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty,  yes,  loy-  al-  ty,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ, 

fight  to  win,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty,  yes,  loy-  al-  ty,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ, 

angels  sing,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty,  yes,  loy-  al-  ty,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to  Christ. 
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victor's  song,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty,  yes,  loy-  al-  ty,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty   to  Christ. 
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Onward,onward,army  of  theLordl  There's  naughtto  fear  while  trustingin  his  word; 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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1.  When  my  life-work  is  end-  ed,  and  I  cross  the  swelling  tide,  When  the 

2.  Oh,  the  soul-thrilling  rapture  when  I  view  his  blessed  face,  And  the 

3.  Oh,  the  dear  ones  in  glo-ry,  how  they  beckon  me  to  come,  And  our 

4.  Thro'  the  gates  to   the  cit  -  y     in     a  robe  of  spotless  white,  He  will 
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bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see;  I  shall  know  my  Redeemer  when  I 
lustre  of  his  kindly  beaming  eye ;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  him  for  the 
parting  at  the  riv-  er     I     re  -  call ;  To  the  sweet  vales  of  Eden  they  will 
lead  me  where  no  tears  will  ever  fall ;    In  the  glad  song  of  a-  ges  J  shall 
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retch  the  oth- er  side,  And  his  smile  will  be  the  first  to    welcome  me. 

me  «y,  love,  and  grace,  That  prepares  for  me  a     mansion  in    the    sky. 

sing  vuy  welcome  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Saviour  first    of     all. 

.mingle  with  delight ;   But  I  long  to  meet  my  Saviour  first   of     all. 

P ft. 


I  shall  know  him,  I  shall  know  him,  And  redeem'd  by  his  side  I  shall  stand, 
I  shall  know  Sum, 
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I  shall  know  him,  I  shall  know  him  By  the  print  of  the  nails  in  his  hand. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
SOLO  OR  DUET. 


Adam  Geibkl. 
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When  beyond  the  hills  we 
When  at  e- ven  tide  their 
Soon  our  toiling  and  our 
When  the  soul's  eternal 


1.  We  shall  cross  the  mystic  river,  one  by  one, 

2.  We  have  seen  our  friends  cross  over,  one  by  one, 

3.  Days  and  weeks  are  passing  swiftly,  one  by  one, 

4.  We  shall  cross  the  mystic  river,  one  by  one, 
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see  life's  setting  sun; 
earthly  race  was  run; 
journey  will  be  done, 
morning   is     be -gun; 
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With  the  boatman,  grim  and  pale,  Ev-  'ry 
We  have  heard  them  say  "  good-bye,"  As  we 
Then  with  joy  we'll  sail  a-  way  For  that 
When  the  boat   for  us  shall  come,  We  will 
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soul  must  shortly  sail, — We  shall  cross  the  mystic  river,  one  by  one.  (one  by  one-) 
stood  with  tear-dimm'd  eye, — We  have  seen  them  cross  the  river,one  by  one. 
land  of  perfect  day, — Soon  we'll  go  where  friends  are  waiting,  one  by  one. 
sail  away  for  home, — We  shall  cross  to  be  with  Jesus, one  by  one.    '  . 
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One  by    one,  one  by  one,  We  shall  cross  the  my; 

One  by   one,  one    by   one, 
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riv-  er,   one   by    one,  To  that  land  beyond  the  tide,  There  for- 

I  one  by  one, 
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ev  -  er      to    a-  bide,— We  shall  cross  the  mystic  riv-  er,   one   by   one. 
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Mrs.  Frank  A.  Bkeck. 


Jno.  R.  Swknet. 
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1.  My  soul,  stay  not  in  shadows,  Where  the  mist  of  sorrow  clings;  There  is 

2.  On  wings  of  faith  mount  upward,  Far  beyond  all  earthly  things;  There  is 

3.  There  is  triumph  in    all  trial, 'Tis  the  peace  that  Jesus  brings;  O'er  the 

J.    J  .    • U  1     f*. 


joy  for  the  heart  bidding  shadows  depart,  There  is  joy  for  the  life  on  wings, 
peace  that  will  last  till  thy  journey  is  past,  There  is  joy  for  the  life  on  wings, 
faith -mounted  soul  Sorrow  hath  no  control,  There  is  joy  for  the  life  on  wings. 
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Mount  up,  my  soul,  with  gladness,  Where  the  sunshine  cheers  and  warms; 
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The   life  on  wings  is  the  life  that  sings,  Then  soar 


above  the  storms. 
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22       jao Wug  is  too  l^arD  tov  3tmf$> 


C.  W.  McCrossan. 

With  spirit 


F.  S.  Shbpard. 


1.  Nothing   is   too  hard  for    Je  •    sus,    He  the  roughest  road  hath  trod ; 

2.  Nothing   is   too  hard  for    Je  -    sus;  Tempted  one  and  sore  -  ly    tried, 

3.  Nothing  is   too  hard  for    Je  -    sus;  Friend,  the  Saviour  speaks  to  thee, 
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He  can  aid  us  in  our  tri  -  als,  Safely  bring  us  home  to  God. 
Sa-  tan  bath  no  power  to  con  -  quer,  If  in  Christ  thou  dost  a  -  bide. 
"  I   will  give  thee  life  su  -  per  -  nal,     Lasting    as       e  -   ter  -  ni  -   ty," 
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Nothing  is   too  hard  for     Je  sus,  Tell  the  news         all  around.' 

Nothing  is  too  hard  for  Christ  the  blessed  One  Tell  the  news  all  around; 
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Quickly  spread  the  joy  -  ful   mes    -    sage  "Wheresoev-  er  man   is   found. 

Quickly  spread  the  joyful  message  all  around, 
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1.  Come,  contrite  one,  and  seek  his  grace,    Je  -  sus  is  passing 

2.  Come,  hungry  one,  and  tell  your  need,   Je  -  sus  is  passing 

3.  Come,  wea-  ry   one,  and  find  sweet  rest,   Je  -  sus  is  passing 

4.  Come,  burdened  one,  bring  all  your  care,  Je  -  sus  is  passing 


by; 

by} 
by; 

by; 
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See  in     his  rec  -  on  -  cil  -  ed  face  Tbe  sunshine   of     the      sky. 
The  Bread  of  Life  your  soul  will  feed,  And  ful  -  ly    sat  -  is  -    fy. 
Come  where  the  longing  heart  is  blessed,  And  on     his   bos  ■  om       lie. 
The  love  that  list-  ens  to  your  prayer  Will  "no  good  thing"  de  -  ny. 
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Pass  -  ing  by,  .  .      pass  -  ing  by,  .  .  Hasten  to  meet  him  on  the  way, 

Passing  by,        passing  by,  passing  by,       passing  by, 

P+-0-0-  -«-•-«-  -*-  -0-  J  Is  J 

ri      i    -|      |    — *~r^ — !* — 0 

-WH*-*-5? 


-I i jr 


1—^-1- 


P-m-m-m.  -«-• 

-g rP-gHg  r-0-0-0 [-1 


pope — l 

■  r 


"I — gzp 


t/ — r- 


p—wy — t 


I 


*F 


1/    p   u 


rit. 


Jesus  is  passing  by  to-day,   Pass-  -  mg  by,  .  .      pass- 
Passing  by,         passing  by,  passing  by,        passing  by. 

J0-J0U0-. 


ing  by. 


•»-'-&-  -9-  -0-   -0-    -0- 

-0  —»—»—© #-.  ' 


mp 

-0-0-0- 


Copjright  UtuL.  bt  Jno.  tt.  8w«u> 


24 


Jno.  R.  Clements. 
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1.  Many  souls  are  sinking  in  the  wreck  to-day,  Lend  a  hand!     lend  a  hand!    ^ 

lend  a  hand! 


2.  You  may  rescue  many,ifthe  storm  you  brave, 

3.  Some  there  be,thro'toiling,who  have  weary  grown,    "fn  a  an   '^    , 
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To  the  rescue,  quickly  man  the  boat,  away!  Lendahand!       lend  a  hand! 
Just  your  earnest  effort  is  requir'd  to  save — 
On  the  wreck  are  many  who  are  far  from  home, 
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Lend  a  hand  ! 


Waves  are  dashing  high,  soon  'twill  be  too  late,  Grasp  the  oar  at  once,  do  not 
Falls  the  dark'ning  shade,  fiercer  grows  the  gale;  Tho'thestormking'smightmaketh 
Push  a-  way,  a-  way!  God  will  surely  bless,  Strength  will  give  to  aid  those  in 
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long  -  er  wait;  You  may  save    a    soul  from   an    aw  -  ful    fate — Lend  a 

stout  hearts  quail,  Yet  without  your  aid,  naught  can  e'er    a  -  vail —  Lend  a 

sore    dis-  tress,   As  your  ef  -  forts  be,      so   will    be    sue-  cess,     Lend  a 
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hand!  lend    a    hand!  Lendahand!  lend  a  hand  I 

Lend  a  hand  1  lend  a  hand  !     Lend  a  hand  !  lend  a  hand  ! 
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To  the  rescue  quick  1  man  the  boat,  away  I  Lend  a  hand!  lend  a  hand! 

Lend  a  hand  !     ^^  lend  a  hand  ! 
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Mrs.  Sarah  F.  Adams. 
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Rev.  S.  G.  Neil. 
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1    f    Nearer,   my  God,    to  thee!    Nearer     to  thee, 
'I  E'en  tho'  it 


be      a  cross  ( Omit )  That   raiseth    me; 
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D. G. — Nearer,  my  God,    to  thee!  {Omit )     Nearer    to  thee! 
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Still    all     my      song    shall     be,    Near  -  er,     my     God,       to      thee, 
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2  Though  like  the  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear, 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given , 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 
Gostel  Hosannas — 1) 


4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee! 

5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  1 
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1.  Come  in,  come  in,     O      blessed  One ;  My  heart  is     all  thine  own; 

2.  Come  in,  come  in,     O    blessed  One ;  Thou  King  of  kings  di-  vine, 

3.  Come  in,  come  in,     O     blessed  One,  "Whose  name  the  angels  praise, 

4.  Come  in,  O    Sun  of  Bighteousness,  And  source  of   endless   day, 
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Here  make  thy  constant  dwelling  place,  Thy  tern- pie  and  thy  throne. 
My  life,     my  will,  my   ev-  'ry  pow'r,  Without     reserve  are  thine. 
While  mortal  tongues  in  humbler  strains  There  grateful  tribute  raise. 
Thou  Lamb  of  God,  whose  cleansing  blood  Has  washed  my  sins  away. 
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Hal     -      le-lu-jah,    hal     -     le- lu-jah,  For  the  grace  that  makes  me  free; 

Glory,    halle  -  lu  -  jah,        glory,   halle  -  lu-  jah, 
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Hal     -      le-lujah,     hal     -      le-lujah,     Hal -le  -  lu-jah,  Lord,  to  thee 

Glory,    halle  -  lu-  jah,         glory,   halle  -  lu-  jah, 
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1.  An  -  gels  a  -  bove  are  sing  -  ing,  Heav-  en  -  ly  harps    are   ring  -  ing, 

2.  There,  where  the  stars  are  gleaming,  There,  where  thy  smile  is  beam- ing, 

3.  Nev  -   er- more  sin    nor  sigh  -  ing,  Nev  -  er-m ore  grief  nor    cry  -  ing, 
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Voic  -  es    to    me      are  bring-  ing    Whis-  pers  of   joy      to  be ; 

Sweet-  ly   my   soul     is    dream-ing,     Long-  ing  thy  face    to         see : 
Nev  -  er-more  pain  nor    dy  -  ing, —  Joy      ev  -  er-  more    for        me : 
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Oh,  to  be  yon- der,  up  yon  -  der,  Nev-er,  no,  nev-er  to  wan  -  der, 
Ev  -  er  thy  pow-er  con- less  -  ing, — Seeking  thy  fa  -  vor  and  bless- ing, 
Praising  thee  ev-  er    and   ev  -   er,     Leaving   thee  nev-  er,   no,   nev  -  er, 
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Ev  -  er  my  heart  growing  fond-  er, — Fond-er,  dear  Master,  of      thee. 

Still      is  my  soul   ev  -  er  press-ing, — Pressing  yet  near-  er  to      thee. 

Dwell-  ing  in    glo  -  ry     for  -  ev  -  er, —  Ev  -  er,    for  -  ev  -  er  with  thee. 
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1.  To  the  cross  of  Christ,  my  Saviour, 

2.  At  the  cross,  while  meekly  bow-  ing, 

3.  At  the  cross,  while  prostrate  ly-  ing, 

4.  At  the  cross  I'm    calmly    rest-  ing, 


I      had  brought  my  weary  soul, 
Je  -  sus,  smiliug,  bade  me    live ; 
Je  -  sus'  blood  flowed  o'er  my  soul, 
Ev  -  'ry  moment  now    is    sweet; 
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burdened,  faint,  and  broken-  heart  -  ed, 

"  I    have  died  for  your  transgressions, 

All    my  guilt  and  sin  were  cov  -  ered, 

I      am    fast-  ing  of    his    glo  -     ry, 
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Praying,"  Je-  sus,  make  me  whole. " 

And     I    free-  ly      all     for-  give." 

And  he  whispered/'Cbild,  be  whole." 

I     am     resting      at      his    feet. 
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Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry    be     to     Je  -    sus, 
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I       am  counting  all  but   dross, 


have  found  a    full    sal  -  va  -    tion,     I      am   resting      at 
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I'm  resting  at     the  cross,  I'm  resting  at    the  cross.  I'm  resting    at    the 
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1.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,  Where  no  eye  but  his  can     see, 

2.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,  When  he  bids  my  weary    heart 

3.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,  When  I  climb  the  mountain's  height, 

4.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,   One  sweet  hour  of  fervent  pray'r; 
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When  my  soul  to  him     is      lift  -  ed,   What  a   calm  it  brings  to      me! 

Come  a-  while  and  rest  be-  side  him,  From  the  cares  of  earth   a  -  part. 

And   be-  hold,  as    in      a      vis  -  ion,    Yonder  world  of  pure   de  -  light. 

Oh,  'tis  then  my  troubled  spir  -  it    Learns  from  him  its  cross  to  bear. 
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Then  on  wings  of  joy    as  -   cending,     Holding  fast    his  hand  di-  vine; 
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Oh,  the  joy,  the  bliss   of  knowing 
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I     am    his    and  he   is    mine. 
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1.  Vic-  tory,  vie-  tory,  glorious  vie-  tory,    Onward,  soldiers    of  the  Lord; 

2.  Vic-  tory,  vie-  tory,  glorious  vie-  tory,  Faint  not,  fear  not,  boldly  stand  ; 

3.  Vic-  tory,  vie-  tory,  glorious  vie-  tory    Still  is  sounding  from  the  sky, 

4.  Vic-  tory,  vie-  tory,  glorious  vie-  tory,    Soon  we'll  lay  our  armor  down; 
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Hear  the  soul  -  in  -  spiring  promise,  We  shall  conquer  thro'  his  word. 
"Wave  our  ban-  ner,  shout  ho-san  -  na,  With  the  Spirit's  sword  in  hand. 
While  be-  fore  our   great  Commander      Sa-  tan's  vanquislvd  armies  fly. 

Soon  give   up    the    cross  for  -  ev  -  er,   And    re-ceivethe  victor's  crown. 
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We    shall    o   -   vercome    the  world,    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah    to      his  name, 
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We   shall    o  -  ver- come  by    faith;      We  shall   o  -  vercome  the  world, 

-0-    JL 


=*-F<* — ^ — « 

f f — ^ — S — z 


hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah    to    his  name,  Who  has     triumphed    o  -  ver  death. 
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1.  Where'er  he  leads  us    we   can    go,  Step  by  step,  step  by  step 

2.  As    Je  -  sus  liv'd,  so   may  we  live,  Step  by  step,  step  by  step 

3.  His  works  of  love  we    all   can    do,  Step  by  step,  step  by  step 
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The  bless  -  ed    way     to 
And     to      his  name  the 
And     be      to     his     ex  - 

oth  -  ers   show, 
glo  -  ry     give, 
am  -  pie    true, 
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Walking   step   by     step. 
Walking   step   by     step. 
Walking  step   by     step. 
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Step,        step,        step   by  step,  While  walking  thus  we     can  •  not  stray; 
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Walking  step    by     step. 
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4  The  way  to  heav'n  we  may  pursue, 
Step  by  step,  step  by  step ; 
And  keep  the  cross  and  crown  in  view, 
Walking  step  by  step. 


5  The  life  divine  we  can  attain, 
Step  by  step,  step  by  step ; 
And  rise  at  last  with  him  to  reign, 
Walking  step  by  step, 
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1.  In  the  shelter  of  the  Saviour's  love,  There  my  soul  would  evermore  abide, 

2.  'Neath  the  shadow  of  his  mighty  wing   I  am  safe,  tho'  waves  of  sorrow  roll, 

3.  Blessed  anchor  of  the  trusting  soul !  Thee  I  trust,  my  rock,  my  hope  and  guide, 
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Thro'  the  cleansing  pow'r  of  Jesus'  blood  I'm  safe,  whatev-  er  may  betide ; 
'Mid  the  tempest,  I  can  sweetly  sing,  For  Jesus' blood  has  saved  my  soul ; 
Ev'ry  raging  storm  thou  dost  control,  With  thee,  no    e  -  vil  can  betide  ; 


Tho'  I've  wandered  faraway  from  God,  Tho' my  feet  have  trod  the  paths  of  sin, 
Tho'  the  clouds  oft  gather  in  the  sky,  Making  dark  the  lonely  way  I   go, 
Oh,  the  greatness  of  thy  boundless  love!  Thou  didst  save,  poor  sinner  tho'  I  be, 
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Yet  I  know  there's  pardon  thro'  the  blood  For  all  who  plunge  the  fount  within. 

Yet   I   hear  the  promise  of  his  word,  "  Sufficient  grace   I  will  bestow." 

Thro' the  cleansing  of  thy  precious  blood  I'm  saved  to  all    e  -  ter-  ni  -  ty! 
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In  his  love    I  will  abide,     Safe      -      ly  sheltered  by  his  side, 

In    his    love,   his    love  Safely,  safe-  ly 
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I  am   ful-  ly  sat-  isfied,  For  I  know  thro'  his  blood  I'm  redeemed. 

1     am   ful  -  ly, 
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1.  O  Lord,  thy  mighty  grace  impart,  Wash  me  in  thy  blood ;  Take  full  pos- 

2.  From  outward  fault,  from  secret  sin,  Wash  me  in  thy  blood;  Let  now  thy 

3.  Ar-  ray  my  soul   in  robes  divine,   Wash  me  in  thy  blood;  The  garments 

4.  Un-  til  that  happy  day  shall  break,  Wash  me  in  thy  blood  ;  When  in  thy 
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session    of  my  heart, Wash  me  in  thy  blood.  Saviour,make  me  all  thine  own, 
Spir-  it   rule  within,  Wash  me  in  thy  blood. 
of   sal-  vation  mine,  Wash  me  in  thy  blood, 
likeness     I     awake,  Wash  me  in  thy  blood. 
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Trusting,  trustingtheealone,Sinkme'neath  thecrimsonflood,Washmeinthyblood. 
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1.  Je-sus    is      the  light,  the  way,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 

2.  We  who  know  our  sins  forgiven,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 

3.  As  we  journey  here    be  -  low,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 
4  We  will  sing  his  power  to  save,  We  are  walking  in  the  light,  We  are 


m 


-* — p — §- 


-*-1 — 0- 


!         U — F- 


■a-t 


S 


4    p  *  f — » 


-»—-*- 


walking  in  the  light ;  Shining  brighter  day  by  day,  We  are  walking  in  the 
walking  in  the  light ;  Find  on  earth  the  joy  of  heaven,  We  are  walking  in  the 
walking  in  the  light ;  Oh,  what  joy  and  peace  we  know,  We  are  walking  in  the 
walking  in  the  light;  We  will  triumph  o'er  the  grave,  We  are  walking  in  the 


beautiful  light  of  God.  We  are  walk    -    -    ing  in  the  light,  We  are 

Walking  in  the  light,  beautiful  light  of  God, 


walk     -     -     ing  in  the  light,  We  are  walk    -    -    ing    in  the 

Walking  in  the  light,  beau- ti-ful  light  of  God,  Walking  in  the  light, 


light,   ....       We  are  walking  in    the  beauti  -  ful  light  of  God. 
Walk  -  ing    In    the  light,  3  - 
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I'm  pressing  ou  the  upward  way,  New  heights  I'm  gaining  ev'ry  day; 
My  heart  has  no   de-  sire  to  stay  Where  doubts  arise  and  fears  dismay; 

I  want  to  live  above  the  world,  Tho'  Satan's  darts   at  me  are  hurl'd; 
I  want  to  scale  the  utmost  height,  And  catch  a  gleam  of  glo-  ry  bright; 


-P— P— P- 

U  l*  u 


I 1 1 1 ^ — I 


»-- — 0— 


r 


:t=t 


it 


Still  praying    as    I  onward  bound,  "  Lord, plant  my  feet  on  higher  ground." 
Tho'  some  may  dwell  where  these  abound, My  pray'r,my  aim  is  higher  ground. 
For  faith  has  caught  the  joyful  sound,  The  song  of  saints  on  higher  ground. 
But  still  I'll  pray  till  heav'n  I've  found,  "  Lord,  lead  me  on  to  higher  ground." 
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Lord,  lift  me  up    and  let  me  stand,  By  faith,  on  heaven's  ta-  ble-land; 
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A    higher  plane  than  I  have  found,  Lord,  plant  my  feet  on  higher  ground. 
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Mary  Brown. 

Andante, 
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CONSECRATION. 


Carrie  E.  Rounsefell. 


1.  It  may  not  be  on  the  mountain's  height,  Or    o-  ver  the  stormy      sea; 

2.  Perhaps  to-day  there  are  loving  words  Which  Jesus  would  have  me  speak— 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  lowly  place,  In  earth's  harvest  fields  so  wide — 


It  may  not  be     at  the   battle's  front    My  Lord  will  have  need  of  me; 
There  may  be  now   in  the  paths  of  sin  Some  wand'rer  whom  I  should  seek — 
Where  I   may  labor  thro'  life's  short  day    For  Je-  sus  the  cru  -  ci  -  fied — 
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But,  if     by  a  still,  small  voice  he  calls   To  paths  that  I  do    not  know, 
O    Saviour,  if  thou  wilt  be  my  guide,  Tho'  dark  and  rugged  the  way, 
So    trusting  my  all  to  thy  tender  care,  And  knowing  thou  lovest    me, 
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I'll  answer,  dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  thine. 
My  voice  shall  echo  thy  message  sweet, 
I'll      do    thy  will  with  a  heart  sincere, 
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I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
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I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear  Lord, 
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Over  mountain,  or  plain,  or  sea; 
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I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say,dear  Lord,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
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Don't  ^ou  i&woto  P?e  eatea? 

Like  Elijah,  when  he  sat  under  the  Juniper  tree  and  prayed  for  the  Lord  to  take  his  life,  how  often 
in  hours  of  trouble,  sit  under  our  Juniper  tree  of  sorrow  alone  and  cry  out,  "  I  am  passing  through 
waters  and  '  Nobody  Cares."' 
Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  J.  Howard  Entwisl::. 
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row  From  the  load  it  bears,      Go    and 
gled      In  the  tempter's  snares?  There  is 
•  en,     Stricken  un  -  awares?      Yet  you 
Is  your  body  fill'd  with  anguish,     With  the  pain  it  bears?   Think  of 
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When  your  spirit  bows  in  sor 
Have  your  feet  become  entan 
Have  you  been  by  grief  o'ertak 
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tell  your  heart  to  Jesus, — Don't  you  know  he  cares?    Yes,  there  is  One  who 
One  who  died  to  save  you,  Don't  you  know  he  cares  ? 

will  not  be  for-  sak-  en,  Don't  you  know  he  cares? 
how  the  Saviour  suffered — Don't  you  know  he  cares  ?  ^ 


D.8. — Don't  you  know  he  cares? 


D.8. 


shares  your  burdens,  Ev'ry  sorrow  shares;     Go  ami  tell  it  all    to   Je- sus, — 
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5  Loss  of  friends  and  loss  of  fortune — 
Life  a  dark  look  wears; 
Yet  the  Saviour  still  is  with  you, 
Don't  you  know  be  cares? 


6  So  amid  life's  cares  and  struggles, 
Blending  songs  with  prayers — 
Always  put  your  trust  in  Jesua, 
Don't  you  know  he  care§  ? 
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Ada  Blenkhorn. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  Would  you  to   your  Saviour  now   be    rec  -  onciled?  Let   the  blessed 

2.  Would  you  hold  communion  sweet  with  God  above?  Let  the  blessed 

3.  Would  you  have  his  peace  within  your  heart  a- bide?  Let  the  blessed 

4.  Would  you  have  the  God  of  life    to    be  your  friend  ?  Let  the  blessed 
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Would  you  hear  him  call  you  his  be  -  lov  -  ed  child? 
Would  you  know  the  height  and  depth  of  his  great  love? 
Would  you  from  the  storms  of  life  in    Je  -  sus  hide? 
Would  you  have  him  dwell  with  you  till  life  shall  end  ? 
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Let   the  bless  -  ed    Christ   come 


Let    the  bless  -  ed  Christ  come 
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in,  come   in,  Let   the  blessed  Christ 
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come  in  ;  come  in ;  Give  to    him  who 


loves  you,  welcome  sweet  and  true,  Let 
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the  blessed  Christ  come  in.  come  in. 
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E.G.C. 


Eli  G-  Chhjstt. 


1.  It    pays    to  serve  Je-sus,     I  speak  from  my  heart;  He'll  al-  ways  be 

2.  And   oft  when  I'm  tempted  to   turn  from  the  track,   I     thiuk    of  my 

3.  There's  a  place  that  remembrance  still  brings  back  to  me,  'Twas  there  I  found 

4.  How  rich    is   the   blessing  the  world  cannot  give,  I'm    sat  -  is- fled 

rs 


with  us,      if       we     do     our  part ;  There's  naught  in  this  wide  world  can 
Saviour, — my  mind  wanders  back  To  the  place  where  they  nailed  him  on 
pardon, — 'twas  heav-  en      to     me;   There    Je  - sus spoke  sweetly      to 
ful  -  ly      for      Je  -  sus     to     live,    Tho'  friends  may  forsake   me     and 


pleasure      af-  ford,  There's  peace  and  contentment  in  serv-  ing   the  Lord. 
Cal  -  va  -  ry's  tree —  I     hear      a  voice   saying, —  I       suffered  for  thee  ! 
my   w«a  -  ry  soul,  My   sins     are  for-giv-en,     he  made  my  heart  whole, 
tri  -  als       a- rise,  lam  trusting  in      Je-sus — his    love  nev- er    dies. 


f    I    love  him  far  better  than  in  days  of  yore,  \  I'll  do  as  he  bids  me  what- 
\  I'll  serve  him  more  truly  than  ever    be-  fore,  J 


5  Will  you  have  this  blessing  that  Jesus 

bestows, 
A  free,  full  sal  vation-as  ev'ry  one  knows? 
Oh,  sinner,  poor  sinner,  to  Calvary  flee, 
The  blood  of  my  Saviour  wa6  shed  there 

for  thee, 


6  There  is  no  one  like  Jesus,  can  cheei 
me  to-day,  [away, 

His  love  and  his  kindness  can  ne'er  fade 

In  winter,  in  summer,  in  sunshine  and 
rain,  [same, 

His  love  and  affection  are  always  the 
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"  Why  stand  ye  here  all  the  day  idle  ?  " — Matt,  xx  :  6. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  O  idler,  why  loiter  the  bright  hours  away?  The  hours  that  will  ne'er  come  again; 

2.  O  why  stand  ye  idle?  some  soul  ye  may  save,  That's  drifting  away  from  the  right 

3.  O  why  stand  ye  idle?  thy  brother's  in  need;  No  help  or  assistance  is  nigh, 

4.  O  idle  no  longer  the  bright  hours  away,  There's  work  in  the  vineyard  to  do, 
FN 
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Ths'  fields  are  all  white  of  the  harvest  to-day,  Uugather'd  the  sheaves  on  the  plain. 

O  hasten  ere  it  shall  sink  down  to  the  grave,  Be  lost  in   e-  ter  -  nity's  night. 
Oh,  then  tohissuff"  ring  and  cries  now  give  heed,  Lest  he  for  thy  carelessness  die. 
The  harvest  is  passing,  is  passing  away,   The  Master  is  calling  for  you. 


why  . 


stand  ye  i  -  die? 


O  why  stand  ye  i-  die  to-  day  ? 


O  why  stand  ye    i  -  die?  O  why  stand  ye    i  -  die? 
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O    can  you  not  see  that  the  night's  coming  on,    And  the  har-  vest  is 
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Slowly. 
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passing  a- way?    The  harvest  is  passing  a-  way,     Passing    a  -  way. 
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Myron  W.  Morse,  and  Fanny  J   Crosby 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Our  blessed  Redeemer  is  passing  this  way,  Is  it  nothing  to  you,  is    it 

2.  The  Master  is  calling,  oh,  list  to  his  voice,  Is  it  nothing  to  you,  is    it 

3.  Yon  region  so  lovely,  where  all  will  be  song,  Is  it  nothing  to  you.  is    it 
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you?  Oh,  hear  him  this  moment  so  ten-der-ly  say,  Is  it 
you?  Awake  from  your  slumber,  believe  and  rejoice.  Is  it 
you  ?  The  Saviour's  glad  welcome,  the  glorified  throng,  Are  they 


nothing,  is  it  nothing  to 
nothing,  is  it  nothing  to 
nothing,  are  they  nothing    to 


you  ?  There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the 
you?  The  sands  of  your  life  are  fast 
you  ?       The     an-  gels  are  there,  brother, 
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cru  -  ci-  fied  One,  There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  Father's  own  Son  ;  Oh, 
pass-  in<;  a-  way,  Oh,  haste,  quickly  haste,  ere  the  close  of  the  day,  Re- 
where  will  you  be? —  'Tis   time  that  you  halted  on  life's  restless  sea,   And 
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hasten  just  now,  to  the  dear  Saviour  come,  Is  it  nothing,  is  it  nothing  to   you? 
pent  and  receive  him.oh.do  not  delay,  Make  it  something. make  it  something  to  you, 
settled  this  question  :"  Did  Christ  die  for  me?"  Is  it  nothing,  is  it  nothing  to  you? 
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P?e  C0  ffivtziom. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Swkney. 
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1.  When  theheart,  made  pure,  is  the  temple  of  the  Lord,  And  we  feel  h  is  presence  there, 

2.  Therearefloodsof  light  from  hisglorythatdescend  When  we  think  our  prospect  dim, 

3.  He  will  cheer  us  on  when  we  follow  in  his  track,  And  our  hearts  with  gladness  fill; 

4.  Let  us  grow  in  grace  and  a  knowledge  of  the  truth,  Let  us  dwell  in  perfect  peace ; 
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Oh,  the  joy  that  comes  when  we  gather  in  his  name,  At  the  hallowed  hour  of  pray  'r. 

There  are  heights  of  love  that  his  children  may  attain,  By  a  closer  walk  with  him. 

For  we  know  hy  faith  that  his  everlasting  arms  Are  beneath  and  'round  us  still. 
Till  we  all  clasp  hands  in  the  palace  of  the  King,  And  our  transport  ne'er  shall  cease. 
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He  is  precious  unto  all  that  believe  him,  He  is  precious  unto  all  that  be- 
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lieve  him  ;  Oh,  the  blessings  we  may  claim,  when  we  gather  in  his  name, 

For  the  Lord  will  answer  prayer. 
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Amanda  R.  Meusch. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  As    we    journey   on  our  pathway,  Which  thro'  life's  great  valley  leads, 

2.  Let   us  help  the   weary   pilgrim,  Whom  we  meet  up  -  on  our  way, 

3.  Let    us   not    de-  lay  our   actions,  Thoughtless  for  an-  oth-  er   day; 


''77  -i  i  >       #Z- S 


r* #_^_* zzrc?zz^« z.__#  r«zzzc 

X — p_A_S__p_ttzz_p__p__p_  -t=t 
-# — I h — h — H 1 1 1 1=5 r 


Let  us    scat  -  ter  seeds  of  kindness,  Strew  our  path  with  loving  deeds. 
With  a   kind  -  ly  word  and  action,    With    a    lov  -  ing  deed  to  -  day. 
There  are  souls  that  must  be  rescued,     Let  us  help  them  while  we  may. 
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pass this  way  but  once, 
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We     pass    this     way, 


this     way     hut    once, 
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pass this  way  but    once ;  Let    us 

We    pass    this     way,  this     way    but    once ;      Let      us 
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scatter  seeds  of  kindness,  For  we  pass  this  way  but  once. 

scatter  seeds  of  kindness,  scatter  seeds  of  kindness, 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J.  Howard  Entwislk. 


A  hand  all  bruised  and  bleeding  is  knocking  at  the  door,  Is  knocking 
How  often  when  in  sickness,  your  body  racked  with  pain,  This  knocking 
While  standing  by  the  casket    of  some  de-  parted  friend,  With  sorrow 


4.  Why  will  you  keep  him  knocking?  why  don't  you  let  him  in?  He'll  fill 


at  the  door     of  your  heart;        It  is  the  hand  of  Jesus,   who  long  has 

re-  sounded  in  your  ears ;  How  often  in  the  nighttime  the  knock  would 
your  heart  was  sick  and  sore;  Whatcaus'dthattrainof  thinkingof  howyour 
your  pathway  with  delight ;  That  hand  so  torn  and  bleeding  will  wash  a- 
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knocked  before,  Tho'  oft  you  have  told  him  to  depart.  Oh,don't  you  hear  him  knock- 
come  again, So  loud  it  would  fill  your  soul  with  fears.  [ing, 
life  would  end?  That  hand  was  then  knocking  at  the  door, 
way  your  sin,  Oh,  welcome  the  Saviour  in  to-ni«;ht. 


knocking  at  the  door?  He's  knocking  at  the  door  to  come  in;   He  wants  an  invi- 
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tation  to  cross  your  threshold  o'er,  Then  Jesus  will  save  you  from  all  sin. 
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1.  There     is       a    danger  line   on   the  sea     of    life,     It    is  mark'd  by  the 

2.  When  the  Is  -  ra-  el  of  God  came  from  Egypt  land,  They  were  stopp'd  by  the 

3.  Areyou  in  the  breakers, brother,  and  roughly  toss'd,  Is  your  soul  in  dis- 
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roar  and  the  spray  and  the  strife;  There  to  lure  our  souls  Satan  does  bis  best, 
sea  and  the  Jordan's  stormy  strand, 

Tho'  they  fear'd  the  waves  witb  tbeir  foamy  crests, 
tress,have  yon  peace  and  comfort  lost?  Let  the  shore-line  go,pull  away  and  trust, 

Is       N     I        m.    A     #  M 
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But  out  beyond  the  breakers  there  is  rest,  sweet  rest. 

They  knew  that  on  the  Canaan  side  was  rest,  sweet  rest. 

Get  out  beyond  tbe  breakers,  there  is  rest,  sweet  rest. 


Out  beyond  the 
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y  [last. 

Out, launch  out,'till  the  storms  are  past,Out  beyond  the  breakers  we'll  be  safe  at  the 
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1.  Oh,  to  have  the  mind  of  Je  -  sus,     Pur-  er  than  the  light  of  day  ; 

2.  Oh,  to  have  the  mind  of  Je  -sus,  "With  the  heav'nly  flame  aglow  ; 

3.  Oh,  to  have  the  mind  of  Je  -  sus,     On  the  Father's  service  bent ; 

4.  Oh,  to  have  the  mind  of  Je  -  sus,  When  like  him  the  cross  we  bear, 
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Calm  as  skies  that  smile  at  morning,  When  the  storm  has  passed  away  1 
Scatt'ring  love's  sweet  bene-  factions  All   around    us    as    we    go  ! 
Meek  and  low-  ly,  true  and  faithful,  With  the  Father's  will  content ! 
Patient  in  "much  tribulation,"  Joyful  through  the  pow'r  of  prayer ! 
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Oh,  to  have  the  mind  of  Jesus !  Oh,  to  "  see 
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is  ! "  This  our  highest,  holiest  longing,  This  is  heaven's  crowning  bliss. 
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F.  Burobtte  Short. 


1.  Oh,  the  joy  that  we  may  know  when  u-  ni  -  ted  here  be-  low    We  are 

2.  Oh,  the  rap-  ture  of  the   soul,  tho'  the    stormy  billows  roll,     If    in 

3.  Oh,  the  tranquil  peace  and  love  that  he  giv  -  eth  from  a-bove,  And  the 

4.  When  our  journey  here  is   past,  and  the  twilight  comes  at  last, When  the 
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marching  to  the  palace  of  the  King;  With  our  faith  serenely  bright  ev'ry 
Jesus  we  are  sheltered  from  a-  larms;  We  can  shout  aloud  his  praise,who  di- 
comfort  that  his  sacred  presence  brings;  When  he  calls  his  own  apart,  and  corn- 
deeper  shades  of  evening  shall  descend;  What  a  morning  will  be  ours,  in  those 
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burden  will  be  light,  And  togeth  -  er    of    hismer-cy  we  shall  sing. 

rect-  ed    all  our  ways,  For  beneath    us  are   his   ev  -  er-  last  -  ing  arms. 

munes  with  ev'ry  heart,  While  we  rest  beneath  the  shadow    of    his  wings. 

nev  -  er-fading  bowers, When  we  join  the  nobleiSsong  that  ne'er  shall  end. 


Sing   the  song the  hap  -  py     song, That  fills  with 

Sing   the  song,  the  hap  .  py  song, 
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joy the  realms  of  glory;  And  praise  his  name,his  name  forevermore. 

that  fills  with  joy 
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Seno  out  tfie  SunUafit 


Ellen  Dake. 


J  no.  R.  Swejckt. 


Send  out  the  sunlight,  the  sunlight  of  cheer,  Shine  on  earth's  sadness  till  it  disap- 
Send  out  the  sunlight  in  letter  and  word;  Speak  it  and  think  it  till  hearts  are  all 
Send  out  the  sunlight  each  hour  and  day.  Crown  all  the  years  with  its  luminous 
Send  out  the  sunlight  that  speaks  in  a  smile,   Often  it  shortens  the  long,  weary 
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pear — Souls  are  in  waiting  this  message  to  hear,  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love, 
stirred — Hearts  that  are  hungry  for  prayers  still  unheard, 

Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 

ray,Nourish  the  seeds  that  are  sown  on  the  way,  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 

mile,  Often  the  burdens  seem  light  for  awhile,  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 
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Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love,.  .  .  . 

the  sunlight  of  love,  the  sunlight  of  love, 
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Send  out  the  sunlight,  Send  out  the  sunlight,  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 

the  sunlight  of  love 
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5  Send  out  the  sunlight, as  free  as  theair! 
Blessings  will  follow  with  none  to  com- 
pare, [spair! 
Blessings  of  peace,  that  will  rise  from  de- 
Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 


6  Send outthe sunlight, youhaveitinyoul 

Clouds  may  obscure  it  just  now   from 

your  view;  [come  true, 

Pray  for  its  presence!  your  prayei  will 

Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 
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J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  On   for     Je-  sus !  stead-  y    be  your  arm  and  brave;  Onward,  onward, 

2.  On    for     Je-sus!   tiresome  tho'   the    conflict     be,    Tho' the  hosts  of 

3.  On   for    Je-sus,     till  the  sound  of  strife  is  o'er!  When  the  great  Com- 
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take 

the  shield  and  sword ; 

On 

for 

Je  - 

sus! 

standard    of 

your 

sin 

are  press -ing  hard; 

On 

for 

Je  - 

sus! 
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ev  -    er  press  -  ing    on  j 


On     for      Je 


marching     on       to 
Fine. 


Cap  -  tain  wave,  Press  -  ing 
vie  -  to  -  ry,  End  -  less 
ev  -    ermore,      And    with 


on  -  ward,  trust  -  ing  in  his  word, 
life  will  soon  be  your  re  -  ward. 
Je   -  sus     reign      e  -    ter  -  nal  -    ly. 
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CHORUS. 
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As       we    shout     the      glad      re  -  demption    song. 


March    -    ing,  marching  on,  ..  .We're  marching  onward  still  for  Je  -  sus; 

Marching  on,  marching  on, 

.£-  -p.  M.  _&.  jS.   .p.  -P-     .ft.    JL     .ft.      ^2. 


-~~ 


March    -   ing,  marching  on,...    Beneath  the  banner    of     the  free. 

Marching  on,  marching  on,  f  I 

■P-  -P-  -P-  -P-  -P-  -®-  -P-   -P-     _  .    _        I  -p- 


±Z 


''oBTOutit.  IbM,  bj  Joha  J.  H<k>4 


££ 


e 


1 


50 


$£e&er  Sag  "Jio"  to  3Jestt0. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 

Slow,  with  expression. 
j2 
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J.  Howard  Entwisle. 


In  the  fight  against  sin.  If  a  crown  you  would  win,  Never  say  "  no  "  to 

When  he  bids  you  to  speak  To  a  soul  that  is  weak,    Never  say  "  no  "  to 

If  he  wants  you  to  walk,  If  he  wants  you  to  talk,     Never  say  "no"  to 
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Jesus;  When  his  or  -  ders  you  hear,  Move  ahead,  never  fear,  Nev-  er  say 
Jesus;  If  he  says,"  lend  a  hand,  That  your  brother  may  stand,"  Nev-  er  say 
Jesus;        If   he  bids  you   to  stay,   If  he  bids  you  to  pray,    Nev- er  say 


CHORUS. 


no"  to    Jesus. 


No!  no!  never  say  "  no,"  Never  say  "  no  "  to  Jesus ; 
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Oh,  be  faithful  and  true,  What  he  tells  you  to  do,   Never  say  "  no  "  to  Jesua. 
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4  If  he  calls  you  to  go 

Where  the  deep  waters  flow, 

Never  say  "no"  to  Jesus; 
If  he  calls  you  to  make 
Sacrifice  for  his  sake, 

Never  say  "no"  to  Jesus. 
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5  If  he  calls  you  to  give 
All  to  him  while  you  live, 

Never  say  "no"  to  Jesus; 
For  at  last,  by  and  by, 
He  will  call  you  on  high, 

Never  say  "no"  to  Jesua 
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1.  Corue  to  the  Saviour,  believe  in  his  name,   Jesus  is  all  that  you  need ; 

2.  Jesus  has  triumph'd  o'er  sin  aud  the  grave,  Jesus   is  all  that  you  need ; 

3.  Give  your  life  o-  ver  to    Je-  sus'  control,    Jesus   is  all  that  you  need ; 
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Je-  sus  is  now  and  for-  ev-  er  the  same,  Je-  sus  is  all  that  you  need. 
He  is  a-  bundaut-  ly  a  -  ble  to  save,  Je-  sus  is  all  that  you  need. 
Je-  sus  will  meetev'ry  want  of  the  soul,    Je-  sus  is  all  that  you  need. 
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Claim  his  sure  promise,oh, fully  believe,  Ask  for  his  blessing  and  you  shall  receive, 

Jesus  will  pardon  if  you  will  confess,  Jesus  will  comfort  in  time  of  distress, 

Jesus  is  calling,  oh,  turn  not  away,  Make  him  forever  your  life  and  your  stay, 
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Je-  sus  will  help  you  the  past  to  retrieve, 
He  will  be  with  you  for-ev-  er  to  bless, 
Will  you  belong  to  him  wholly  to-  day? 
S  N      IS      N 
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Je-  sus  is  all  that  you  need. 
Je-  sus  is  all  that  you  need. 
Je-  sus  is  all  that  you  need. 

_N_N.JS__.S_  N.     N      UJ 


D.S. — why  turn  away  from  the  Saviour  to-day  ,When  Jesus  is  all  that  you  need? 

CHORUS.  ,  ,  .  J).8. 


Je-  sus  is  all  that  you  need,  .  .  .     All  that  you  ever  can   need ;  .  .  .    Oh, 

you  need,  can 'need; 


N    N    N 


N    N 


I       h  I 


us.  ;■!>■*_ — • — • — • — « H — f"T* *~~ * 

___fl 7i—lt-m—^-  t—i— f-g-T a 


Ooturicbt,  1U9&,  to  Jalia  J.  Hooi 


fi*ML 


N    s 


N     N     N 


____ 


N=-f- 


52 


Harriet  E.  Jones. 
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1.  You're  sailing  t'ward  thefearful  rapids, brother, Face  the  harbor-home!  You're 

2.  Beware  of  hidden  rock  and  sand,  my  brother,  Face  the  harbor-homel    Oh, 

3.  Before  you  there  is  awful  danger,  brother,  Face  the  harbor-home!  Just 
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drifting  farther  from  the  beacon, brother, Face  the  harbor-home!  See  theclouds  of 

turn  toward  the  shining  beacon, brother,  Face  the  harbor-home!  Shining  stars  their 

turu  about  and  there  is  safety,  brother,  Face  the  harbor-home!  Brightly  now  the 


darkness  o'er  you,  See  the  many  wrecks  before  you,  Turn  this  moment,  we  im- 
watch  are  keeping,  Angry  waves  are  'round  you  sweeping,  Guardian  angels  must  be 
light  is  burning,  Wise  are  they  the  light  discerning,  Oh !  at  once  your  back  be 
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plore  you,  Face     the  harbor-home!      Face    the  harbor-home!      Face      the 
weeping,  Face     the  harbor-home! 
turning,  Face     the  harbor-home! 

Face, O  face  Face, O  face       the    harbor-home  !  Face, O  face 
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harbur-home!  The  light  discern, your  frail  bark  turn,  And  face  the  harbor-home! 

the     harbor-home  I  quickly  face  harbor-home ! 
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JENNIE  WlLSOt< 

"This  is  the  victory  that  overcometh  the  world."  x  John 

'•  4"  Jno.  R.  Svvbnby. 
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vie  -  to  -  ry  "  shall   our    mot  -  to     be,  While  we  march  as 

2.  "On 

to 

vie  -  to  -  ry,"    for      on      Cal  -  va  -  ry       Je  -  sus  conquered 

3.  "On 

to 

vie  -  to  -  ry,"    till     the   world   is   free  From  the  cru  -  el 

4.  "On 

to 

vie  -  to  -  ry,"   till  those  heights  we  see  Where  the  an  -  gel 

y  1                       S 

0 

m.-    -/t   Jt.      .*-      -m.      jp->    -t-             .£-•    .*-   j*.'    jfL 

fc-s lg |s 1 — is U brr — i S 1 — 1 1 1 1 

fe^t4-r— 

-F— 
-! — 

V- — w, — -p — 

— F F F F F 

—\ 1 b ("{ — 1 — 

—f- T 1 1— T 1 ■ 

— • 0 0- • 

w— 4— l 

-1 — 

V ^ 1 

— 1 1 )/ L> — 1 

— i y — i y^ 

t-V—$ — y 5— 

J— 4: 


-I 1 


-9 S 


soldiers  of  Christ  our  Lord ;  Ne'er  shall  come  defeat  when  the  foe  we  meet, 
death  that  our  souls  might  live ;  Let  us  trust  his  name,  and  his  promise  claim, 
bondage  and  blight  of  sin  ;     Onward,    onward  press,  gaining  new  success, 
arm  -  ies      of  Jesus  stand,  Then  with  joyous  song  we  shall  join  the  throng, 
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If    for  bat  -  tie  or  -  ders   we  take  God's  word.  "  On 

In  the  Christian  warfare  he'll  triumph     give. 

Stars  to  shine  for-ev   -  er  thro'  Je  -   sus     win. 

Singing  happy  praise  in     the  glo  -  ry  -  land. 
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1.  Lost,  lost   on  the  mountains  of    sin  and    de- spair, 
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Till     Je  -  sus    in 

2.  My  days,  swiftly  passing,  have  brought  from  above 

3.  How  well    I      re  -  member,  in    sorrow's  dark  night, 

So     man-  y  bright 
The  lamp  of    his 

4.     Be  -  fore  me  the  tow'rs  of    Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem  rise, 

Each  day    I     am 
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love,  sought  and  rescued  me  there,  He  saved  me  from  v\  and'ring,  he 
tok  -  ens  of  mer  -  cy  and  love ;  "More  grace"  he  has  giv  -  en,  and 
word  shed  its  beau  -  ti  -  ful  light,  And  sweet  was  the  voice  of  the 
near-  ing  my  home  in  the  skies ;  My  Sav-  iour  a  mansion  of 
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gave  me    re-  lease,  And    led  me     to  pathways  of      blessing  and  peace, 

burdens  removed,  Yes,      o  -  ver  and     o  -  ver,  his  goodness  I've  proved, 
Comfort-  er   then,      A  -    waking  new  praises      a  -  gain  and    a-  gain, 

joy  will  prepare,  And  loved  ones  are  waiting    to     welcome  me  there. 
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And  shall  I    turnback   in  -  to  the  world?  Oh,     no!    not     I!     not     I! 
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in  -  to     the  world  ?  No, 


no,  not 
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1.  Wheresoe'er  we   be  on  life's  raging  sea,  With  its  wild  and  angry  foam, 

2.  Oh,  this  light  divine  for  us  all  doth  shine,  And  will  guide  us  all  the  way, 

3.  Sweetestpraisewe'llsingtooui  mighty  King,  When  we  reach  that  peaceful  place, 

4.  We  will  ever  steer  by  this  light  so  clear,  Till  we  reach  the  shining  shore, 
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There's  a  lovely  light  in  the  darkest  night  That  will  guide  us  safely  home. 

Till  our  feet  shall  stand  on  the  golden  strand,  In  the  realms  of  endless  day. 
Where  the  friends  we  knew,  who  tohim  were  true,Now  behold  his  smiling  face. 
Where  our  souls  shall  rest  on  the  Saviour's  breast,  And  be  safe  forev  -  er-  more. 
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There  is  a  light,  beautiful  light,  Shining  out  over  life's  dark  sea; 

There  is  a  light,  beautiful  light, 
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There's  a  lovely  light  in  our  Father's  house,  Shining  now  for  you  and  me. 
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"  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow." — Isaiah  i.  18. 
Fanny  J.  Crosby.  W.  H.  Doane.    By  per. 

duet.  Gently.  [1st.  \2nd. 
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1.  "  Tho'  your  sins  be  as  scailet,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow  ;  as  snow  % 

2.  Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you,  Oh,  return  ye  unto  God  !  to  God  I 

3.  He'll  forgive  your  transgressions,  And  remember  them  no  more ;  no  more  j 
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Tho'  they  be 
He    is    of 
"  Look  un-  to 
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.  like  crimson,  They  shall  be  as  wool ;  * 
compassion,  And  of  wondrous  love ; 
ye  people,"  Saith  the  Lord  your  God', 
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Tho'  they  be  red 
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Tho'  your  sins   be     as    scarlet,  Tho'  your  sins  be       as    scarlet, 

Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you,  Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you, 

He'll  forgive  your  transgressions,  He'll  forgive  your  transgressions, 
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They  shall  be     as  white  as  snow,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow." 

Oh,  return  -    ye    un  -  to  God !  Oh,  return     ye    un  -  to    God ! 

And  remem  -  ber  them  no  more,  And  remem  -  ber  them  no  more. 
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1.  We  are  ou    the  winning  side,    In    a    mighty  war,    Christ  is  our  Com- 

2.  We  are  on   the  winning  side,  Onward  let   us    go,        Surely  we  shall 

3.  We  are  on   the  winning  side,  Let  our  hearts  be  brave,  Trusting  in  the 
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mand  -  er,  He  our  Conqueror, 
tri-umph  O-  ver  ev-  'ry  foe. 
Sav  -  iour,  Strong  indeed  to  save. 


We  are  on   the  winning  side,  On    the 
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winning  side;  We  are  ou     the  winning  side,  Sure  of  great  reward;   Unto 
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Un-  to  him,  for  -  ev  -  er  let  the 
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glo-ry   be,  We  are  on   the  side  of  vie- to- ry,  The  side   of  the  Lord! 
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1.  In  the     ro-  sy  morning  hours,  While  the  dew  is  on  the  flow'rs,  And  the 

2.  Let  our  hearts  and  strength  and  will  Join  his  bidding  to  ful-  fill,    Laying 

3.  If  but    lit  -  tie  we  can  do,     Let   us    faithful- ly   pur- sue     Ev- 'ry 
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world  is  full  of  beauty, light  and  song;   Let  us  hear  the  gentle  call  Of  the 
down  our  cares  and  burdens  at  his  feet;  Let  our  lives  be  full  of  love,  Bright  with 
path  of   du-ty   opened  by  his  hand,   Let  us  bring  our  very  best,  For  his 

JfL     -*-     .0.     JL      -fSL  .      -*-    .0.       m       m       m     -0-   -*-      -0.      _ 


* 


-W— P 


-v — k- 


i— €— I- 


-#-§• 


42=  - 


2?.  & — From  the  rosy  morning  glow  Till  the 


Lord  who  loves  us  all,  Let  us  serve  him  while  the  moments  speed  a 
sunshine  from  above,  Yes,  there's  joy  in  serv- ing  Je- sus,  oh,  how 
blessing  make  request;  We  shall  serve  him  bet- ter    in   the  hap- py 


-  long, 
sweet! 
land. 


sun  is  sinking  low,  Then  go  home,  his  ev  -  er  -  lasting    joy     to  share. 
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Work  for  Je  -  sus,  oh, how  blessed!  LetuslaborfortheKingwhosename  webear, 


Let  us  work  and  sing,  Let  us  work  and  sing, 
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1.  Living  for  Jesus  meekly  each  day;  Fill'd  with  his  fulness,  0  joyful  lay! 

2.  Blessings  he  gives  me, precious  and  sweet, 

Strengthens  my  faith  for  vict'ry  complete; 

3.  O  wondrous  grace,  0  power  divine,  That  we  should  in  thy  blest  image  shine 

4.  In  realms  of  glory,  thy  face  to  see,  Join'd  with  the  ransom'd  all  about  thee, 
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This  is  life's  sto-  ry  with  Christ  alway,     Living  for  Je  -  sus  on  -  ly. 

Safe-  ly  I'm  kept   at      Je   -   sus'  feet,    Living  for  Je     sus  on  -  ly. 

And  live  sustain'd  by  pow'r  wholly  thine,  Living  for  Je  -  sus  on  -  ly. 

Then  we  will  praise  thee  in  ho  -  ly  glee,    Living  for  Je  -  sus  on  -  ly. 
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Living  for  Je-  sus  all  the  day  long,  Singing  for  Je-  sus,  that  is  my  song; 

hi 


P— *— ^ 


:t=: 


-g — I* — !• — I* — 1=2 


r\\     |     I  : 


s>---  -\ 


*_*_£_ 


-&- 


H~F 


,s 


I—P—P—fZUL. 


rrrr 


1 


Fighting  the  battle  of  right  against  wrong,  Living  for  Je  -  sus    on  -  ly 
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1.  March  on,  happy  soldiers,  rejoice  as  you  go,  The  Lord  is  our  strength  and 

2.  March  on  to  the  warfare  of  right  against  wrong,  The  Lord  is  our  strength  and 

3.  March  on,  hearing  ev-  er  the  banner  of  love,  The  Lord  is  our  strength  and 
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shield;  His  name  gives  us  courage  to  meet  ev-  'ry  foe,  The  Lord  is  our 
shield;  Stand  up  for  King  Je-  sus,  be  valiant  and  strong,  The  Lord  is  our 
shield;    Proclaiming  good  news  from  the  Father  above,   The  Lord  is  our 
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strength  and  shield.  "  Fear  not,"  he  hath  told  us,  "  I'll  be  with  you  still,  To 
strength  and  shield.  "  Be  filled  with  the  Spir-  it"  of  wisdom  and  might,  And 
strength  and  shield.  The  great  gos-  pel  ar-  my  shall  spread  far  and  wide  The 


guard  you  from  danger,  to  save  you  from  ill; "  Then  sing,  marching  onward  to 
clad  in  the  glitter- ing  ar- mor  of  light;  The  word  of  our  God  puts  the 
joys  that  for  -  ev  -  er    in    Je  -  sus  a-  bide ;  Eide  on,  blessed  Saviour,  tri  - 


fair  Zion's  hill,  The  Lord  is  our  strength  and  shield.  We'll  march  along  with  a 
tempter  to  flight,  The  Lord  is  our  strength  and  shield, 
umphantly  ride,  The  Lord  is  our  strength  and  shield. 
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conq'ring  song,  We're  victors,  victors  on  the  bat-  tie-field,   If  trusting  our 


King,  From  our  hearts  we  can  sing,  The  Lord    is  our  strength  and  shield. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Saviour,     pi  -  lot    me,        O  -  ver  life's   tempestuous   sea; 

2.  As       a    moth- er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the    o  -  cean  wild  ; 

3.  When  at    last      I    near  the  shore,    And    the    fear-ful    breakers  roar 


Unknown  waves  be- fore  me  roll,  Hid- ing  rock  and  treach'rous  shoal ; 
Boist'rous  waves  o  -  bey  thy  will,  When  thou  say'st  to  them  "  Be  still !  " 
'Twixtmeand    the  peaceful    rest,   Then,  while  leaning     on   thy  breast. 


Chart  and  compass  come  from  thee:  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
Wondrous  Sov'reign  of  the  sea,  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
May     I     hear    thee  say   to     me,  "Fear  not,    I       will   pi  -  lot   thee!" 

JR.       .&. 
i± 


F 


62 


R.  K.  C. 


R.  Kelso  Caetes. 


3 


i 


1.  Standing  on 

2.  Standing  on 

3.  Standing  on 

4.  Standing  on 

5.  Standing  on 
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es  of  Christ  my  King,  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal 
es  that  can  -  not  fail,  When  the  howling 
es  I  now  can  see  Per -feet, present 
es  of  Christ  the  Lord,  Bound  to  him  e  = 
es  I  can  -  not  fall,  Listening  ev  -  ery 
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a-geslet  hisprais-es  ring; 

storms  of  doubt  and  fear  as  -  sail, 

cleansing  in  the  blood  for    me; 

ter  -  nally  by  love's  strong  cord 

moment  to   the  Spir-its'  call, 


Glo  -  ry  in    the  highest,  I    will  shout  and  sing, 
By  theliv  -ins  Word  of  God  I  shall  pre -vail, 
Standing  m  the  liberty  where  Christ  makes  free, 
,  0  -  vercomingdai-ly  with  the  Spir-its' sword, 
Rest-ingin   my  Saviour, as  my   all    in     all, 
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Standing  on  the  promises  of  God.  Stand     -     ing,  stand      -      ing, 

Standing  on  the  promises,  Standing  on  the  promises, 
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Standing  on  the  promis-  es 


of  God  my  Saviour ;  Stand    -    -    ing, 

Standing  on   the  promis- 
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I'm  standing  on    the    promis-  es      of  Godo 


stand     -      -       ing, 

Standing   on      the  prom-  is-  es, 

0      ?•       0      0'       0      0 


I 


Jf^rr-i-p 


£fc£ 


0-- » 0-* 0 0— — 0 


«M- 


S=±        9     V        9-* 


V    g        V  -V 


enfritht,  Hit,  Uy  Join  J.  Ucob. 


?£jaUotB  W&  ^nmt  mt^b  Sows*      63 


James  L.  Black. 


Jno.  R.  Swbney. 


Lp 1 Cp — * L21 C IC 0 — #_L#_^_0_Lg-  • . 


1.  Rejoice,  O  children  of  God,  rejoice,  Arid  sing  as  we  march  a-  long; 

2.  Rejoice,  O  children  of  God,  rejoice.  Stand  fast  in  the  faith,  be  strong ; 

3.  Rejoice,  O  children  of  God,  rejoice,  And  cling  to  the  promise  giv'n; 

4.  Rejoice,  O  children  of  God,  rejoice,   In  Jesus,  our  Rock,  be  strong; 
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flow  great  in  wisdom  the  King  we  serve,  O  hallow  his  name  with  song. 
Whate'er  the  trials  that  cross  our  path,  We'll  banish  them  all  with  song 
Each  soul  we  gather  for  Christ  our  Lord,  A  star  for  our  crown  in  heav'n. 
And  soon,  triumphant,  with  those  above  We"U  echo  the  glad,  new  song. 


Sing, 
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sing,     lov  -  ing  -  ly    sing,    Sing  as    we    march  a 
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Glo-  ry    to  him,  our  banner  and  shield,  O  hallow  his  name  with  son«. 
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1.  There's  a  beau-  ti-  ful  homeland  by    Je  -  sus  prepared,      A     cit  -  J  all 

2.  To  that  bright  sunny  land  man-y  loved  ones  have  gone,  The  rich  -  es  of 

3.  On  that  bright  golden  shore  many  friends  gone  before,    In  garments  all 
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golden  and  fair ;  And  when  to  its  portals  my  spirit  ascends,  I  shall 
glo-  ry  to  share ;  They  are  waiting  for  me  at  the  portals  of  light,  I  shall 
spotless  and    fair,       With     Je-  sus  a  -  wait,  just  inside  the  gate,  So  I'D 
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not  be  a  stranger  up    there. 


No  shadows  of  night  ever  fall  on  that  shore, 
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Yet  sweeter  than  this  the    as- 
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our-  ance    to     me, 
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I  shall  not    be 
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stranger     up      there. 
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E.  E.  Hewitt.  Jno.  R.  Swknbt. 

All  the  fields  are  growing  whit  -  er,  There's  a  call  for   willing  hands; 
Go  and  tell  sal-  vation's    sto  -  ry      O  -  ver  prairie,      o  -  ver     sea; 
Still  there's  need  for  earnest  sow- ing.  Need  for  humble,  trustful  pray'r; 
All  the  fields  are  growing  whit  -  er;  Oh,  the  garner'd  sheaves  we'll  bring, 
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All   the  sky    is    growing  bright-  er,  Where  the  gospel  light  expands. 

Tell  of  Je  -  sus  and  his  glo  -  ry,  Tell  of  mer-  cy  full  and  free. 
Where  the  Master's  fruit  is  grow  -  ing,  Need  for  faithful,  watchful  care. 
Where  the  songs  are  sweeter,  bright- er,     In    the  presence   of    the  King 
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Hear,  oh,  hear  .  .  .  the  Master's  call,  In  his  field  »  .  there's  work  for 

Hear  the  call,  his  loving  call,      fc      K        gospel  fields, 
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all ;  Go  and  work  for  him  to-day,  He  will  help  you  "  watch  and  pray." 

for  one  and  all ; 
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1.  Conquering  now  and  still  to  conquer,  Rideth  a  King  in      his     might, 

2.  Conquering  now  and  still  to  conquer,  Who  is  this  wonder  -  ful      King  ? 

3.  Conquering  now  and  still  to  conquer,  Jesus,  thou  Ruler       of         all, 
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Leading  the  host  of  all     the   faithful   In-  to  the  midst  of    the     fight ; 
Whence  are  the  armies  which  he  leadeth,  While  of  his    glo  -  ry   they    sing  ? 
Thronesandtheirsceptresallshall perish,  Crowns  and  their  splendor  shall  fall, 
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See  them  with  courage  ad  -  vancing,  Clad  in  their  brilliant  ar  -  ray, 
He  ia  our  Lord  and  Redeem  -  er,  Saviour  and  monarch  di  -  vine, 
Yet  shall  the  arm-  iea   thou  leadest,  Faithful  and  true   to     the     last, 
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Shouting  the  name  of  their  Leader,  Hear  them  ex-  ult-  ing  -  ly 
They  are  the  stars  that  for  -  ev  -  er  Bright  in  his  kingdom  will 
Find  in   thy  mansions   e   -  ternal  Rest,  when  their  warfare   is 
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rot  to  the    strong        is     the  bat-  tie,  Not  to  the  swift  is    the      race, 
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Yet  to  the  true  and  the       faithful  Vict'ry  is  promised  through  grace. 
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Delia  T.  White. 
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1.  Salvation's  stream  is  rolling  hy,Come  to  the  fountain  to-day ;  A  voice  is 

2.  With  all  your  sorrow,all  your  sin,C'ome  to  the  fountain  to-day;  And  heav'nly 

3.  There's  blessing  in  the  precious  tide,Come  to  the  fountain  to-day ;  And  ev-  'ry 

4.  No  drought  can  touch  this  living  spring,Come  to  the  fountain  to-day  ;  E-  ternal 
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sounding  from  thesky,Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 

joys  will  there  begin,Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 
need  shall  be  supplied.Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 

life  its  waters  bring,Come  to  the  fountain  to-day. 


O  come  to  the  fountain, 
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Flowing  now  from  Calv'ry's  brow ;  O  come  to  the  fountain. Jesus  will  save  you  now. 
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1.  Are  you  hap- py    in  the  Lord,  Tell    it  out    with  gladness ;  Are  you 

2.  Are  you  walking  in  the  light,  Tell    it  out    with  gladness ;  Is  your 

3.  Do  you  love  the  place  of  prayer,  Tell  it  out    with  gladness ;  Do  you 
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trusting  in  his  word,  Tell  it  out  with  gladness ;  If  a  Saviour's  love  you  feeL 
hope  of  glory  bright, Tell  it  out  with  gladness,  Have  you  perfect  peace  within, 
find  a  blessing  there,Tell  it  out  with  gladness;  Whileyour  thoughts  on  Jesusdwell, 
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Can  your  soul  its  power  conceal  ?  To  the  world  your  joy  reveal,  Tell  it 

Are  you  try-  ing  still  to  win    Constant  victory    o  -  ver  sin.    Tell  it 

Does  your  soul  with  rapture  swell  ?  Can  you  say  that  all  is  well  ?  Tell  it 
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Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out,  tell  it  out  with  gladness,  Tell  it 
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it  out  with  gladness,Tell  the  world 
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world  the  joy  you  feel, 
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world   the   joy  you    feel, 
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tell     it    out    with  glad  -  ness. 
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1.  O'er  death's  sea,  in  yon  blest  city,  There's  a  home   for    ev-'ry  one; 

2.  Here  we've  no      a-  bid  -  ing  city,    Mansions  here  will  soon  de-  cay; 

3.  I    have  loved  ones  in     that  city,  Those  who  left   me  years  a  -  go; 

4.  T'ward  that  pure  and  ho  -  ly    city      Oft   my  long- ing  eyes   I    cast; 


Purchas'd  with      a  price  most  costly,  'Twas  the  blood  of  God's  dear  Son. 

But  that  cit-  y       God's  built  firmly,      It    can   nev  -  er   pass    a  -  way. 

They  with  joy     are  wait-  ing  for  me,  Where  no  farewell  tears  e'er  flow. 

Je  -  sus  whispers    sweet- ly   to  me,  Heav'n  is  yours  when  earth  is  past. 
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In      that  cit-  y- 
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Soon  with  loved  ones  I    shall    be  ; 
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And  with  Jesus 
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In   that  cit-  y  beyond  death's  sea. 
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1.  We're  marching    to     a  laud  of  joy  and  song,     Singing  as  we 

2.  We're  marching    in  the  straight  and  narrow  way,  Singing  as  we 

3.  His     ban-  ner    we  will  ev  -  er    proudly  bear,     Singing  as  we 

4.  Our  might-  y  Prince  and  Saviour  we   a  -  dore,    Singing   as  we 
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go, 
go, 
go, 
go, 
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singing 
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singing 
singing 
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as  we  go;     Be- hold  in      us   a  bright  and  happy  throng,  We're 

as  we  go ;  With  Je  -  sus  close  be-  side  us    ev  -  'ry    day,    We're 

as  we  go;    Till   ev  -  'ry  tongue  his  praises  shall  declare,    We're 

as  we  go ;    His  prais-  es    we  will  tell  from  shore  to  shore,  We're 
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singing  as  we      go. 


Our  loyal  hearts  .  .  .  are  light  as  birds  in  spring, 

Our  loyal  hearts 


That  in  the  trees  trill  out  their  sweetest  lays ;    Halle  -  lujah,  shout  and 
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To      Je  -  sus,  Lord  and  King,  Our    highest  songs  of  love    and  praise, 
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Birdie  Bull 

solo.  Slow,  with  expression 


1.  Just  one  touch  as  he  moves  along,  Push 'd  and  press'd  hy  the  jostling  throng, 

2.  Just  one  touch  andheniakesmewhole,Speakssweetpeacetomysin-sicksoul, 

3.  Just  one  touch!  and  the  work  is  done,     I    am  saved  by  the  blessed  Son, 

4.  Just  one  touch!  and  he  turns  to   me,      O    the  love  in  his  eyes   I    see! 

5.  Just  one  touch!   by  his  mighty  pow'r,  He  can  heal  thee  this  ver-  y  hour, 
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Just  one  touch  and  the  weak  was  strong,  Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

At     his  feet   all  my  burdens  roll, — Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

I     will  sing  while  the  a  -  ges  run,     Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

I      am    his   for  he  hears  my  plea,    Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

Thou  canst  hear  tho'  the  tempests  low'r,  Cured  by  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 
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Just  one  touch  as    he  pass-  es    by,     He   will  list    to   the  faintest  cry, 
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Come  and  be  saved  while  the  Lord  is  nigh,  Christ  is  the  Healer  di-  vine. 

_        ff  ,  divine. 


■f- 

•I — -fr- 


|y        5    CopjiJsht,  16H7,  bj  J.  Howard  Entwinle. 


72  ^t  in 

Grace  Elizabeth  Cobb. 


3tt 


-0-^0 


it* 


Pv 


-0- 


Chas.  H,  Gabbier. 


bB 


1.  Blessed   Lil  -  y      of    tlieVal-ley,  oh,  how  fair      is       he!     He    is 

2.  Let   me  sing  of     all    his    mercies,  of    his    kindness    true,   He    is 

3.  Tho'  he   lead  me  thro'  the  val-  ley    of    the  shade  of    death,  He    is 
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mine, 
mine, 
mine, 


I  am  his; 
I  am  his; 
I    am  his ; 


Sweeter  than  the  angel's  music  is  his 
Fresh  at  morn,  and  in  the  evening,  comes  a 
Should  I  fear,  when  oh,  so  tender-  ly    he 
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voice  to  me,  He  is  mine, 
bless-  ing  new,  He  is  mine, 
whis- per- eth,   He  is  mine, 
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I    am  his.  Where  the  lilies   fair  are 
I  am  his !  With  the  deep'ning  shadows 
I    am  his!  For  the  sunshine  of  his 
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voice   to     me,   He  is  mine, 


I    am  his. 
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blooming  by  the   waters  calm,  There  he  leads  me,  and  upholds  me  by  his 
comes  a  whisper,  "safe-ly  rest !  Sleep  in  peace,  for  1  am  near  thee,  naught  shall 
presence  doth  illume    the  night,  And  he  leads  me  thro'  the  valley  to  the 
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strong  right  arm;  All  the  air    is  love  around  me,  I    can  feel     no    harm, 

thee  mo -lest;   I   will  linger  till  the  morning,  keeper,  friend  and  guest," 
mountain  height ;  Out  of  bondage  in  -  to  freedom,  in  -  to    cloudless  light. 
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CHORUS. 


He  is  mine!  Lil  y     of  theval-ley,   I 

Hal-  le  -  !u-  jah,   he     is  mine  !  Blessed  Lil  -  y       of     the    val  -  ley, 
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Fervently.  ,      -^  ^ j__J ^jj , 


1.  I  love  the  mercy   seat,  'Tis  there  t  meet  my  Lord  ;  Tis  there  his  smiling 

2.  I  love  the  mercy   seat,  'Twas  there  he  set  me  free,  When  tremblingly  I 

3.  I  love  the  mercy   seat,    For  o-  ver    it      I      see   One  countenance  se- 
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face  I  greet,  And  there  I  hear  his  word : 
sought  his  feet,  In  my  extrem  -  i  -  ty ; 
reneand  sweet  Turned  evermore  to  me ; 
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Ah,  'tis  there  I  come  for  rest, 
Foul  with  un-  forgiv  -  en  sin, 
'Tis    my  Father  rec-  onciled, 
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When  by  care  and  toil  oppress'd,  And  I  lean  on  Jesus'  breast.  There,  just  there ! 

To  his  side  he  drew  me  in,Touch'd,and  said  to  me,"  be  clean!"  There,  just  there ! 

And  he  owns  me  for  his  child,  His,  in  Christ  the  undefined,  There,  just  there ! 

#-)»■•     -&-     '               I  _^  Must  there! 
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^   (Down      at  the  cross,  on  Calvary's  mountain,  Where  mer-cies    flow, 
'  (  When    nothing  in   the  whole  ere  -  a  -  tion   Could      purchase    peace, 
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I  plunged  in  the  redeem-  ing  fountain,  Washed  whiter  than  the  snow.  \ 
My  Saviour  brought  his  free  sal va- tion,  Gave  me  complete  re-  lease.  J 
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Broth  - ers,  wont  you   hear    the    sto  -   ry?    See    the  fount- am    flow! 
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Oh,    glo-ry    in  the  highest,  glo-ry!    Je- sus  saves  me,  this  I  know. 
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2  When  lost  in  sin,  my  all  I  squandered, 

Far  from  the  fold 
My  Saviour  sought  me  where  I  wandered, 

Gave  me  his  wealth  untold. 
All  bonds  of  sin  and  Satan  rending, 

Christ  made  me  whole 
III  ne'er  forget  that  joy  transcending, 

When  Jesus  saved  my  soul. 
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3  All  round  my  way  the  sun  is  shining, 

Darkness  has  fled 
On  Jesus'  breast  I  am  reclining, 

Daily  by  him  I'm  fed. 
My  Lord  has  cast  his  robe  around  me, 

No  more  I'll  roam , 
The  Shepherd  of  the  sheep  has  found  m^ 

Jesus  has  brought  me  home. 
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J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  Blessed  Bi   -    ble, Book  of  Gold,     Precious  truths    thy  pages  hold, 

2.  Lamp  of  faith,  my  feet  to     lead,    Bread  of  heav'n,  my  soul  to  feed, 

3.  Word  of  God,   thy  love  im- part,     Fire  my  zeal,  and  cleanse  my  heart; 

Elessed  Bi    -    ble,       Book  of  Gold,  Precious  truths     thy  pages  hold; 
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Truths  to  lead  .  .  me  day  by    day         All  a   -    long      my  pilgrim  way. 
Living    wa  -  ters  pure  and  free,      Book  of    books      art  thou  to  me. 
Keep  me  ear  -  nest,  keep  me  true,       Ev-  'ry     day     my  strength  renew. 

Truths  to  lead  me        day  by  day.  All    along        my         pilgrim  way, 
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day  by  day, 
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Blessed    Bi    -    ble, pure  and  true,    Guide  me   all      my  journey  through; 

Blessed  Bi     -      ble,         pure  and  true,  Guide  me  all  my      journey  through; 
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Heav'nly  light     within  n- .-   shine,     Help  me  make    thy  precepts  mine! 

heav'nly  light     with       -       inmeshine,  help  me  make  thy  precepts  .precepts  mine! 
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1.  I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me,  For  I  dare  not  walk  alone,      I  must 

2.  I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me,For  my  faith,  at  best,  is  weak;  He  can 

3.  I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me  In  the  onward  march  of  life,  Thro'  the 

4.  I  must  have  ihe  Saviour  with  me,  And  his  eye  the  way  must  guide,  Till  I 
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feel  his  presence  near  me,  And  his  arm      around  me  thrown.  Then  my 
whisper  words  of  comfort  That  no  oth  -  er  voice  can  speak, 
tempest  and  the  sunshine,  Thro'  the  bat  -  tie  and  the  strife.  ^ 
reach  the  vale  of  Jordan,  Till       I  cross    the  roll-  ing  tide. 
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soul      shall  fear  no  ill,  Let  him  lead  me  where  he  will, 

Then  my  soul  shall  fear  no  ill,  fear  no  ill,  Let  him  lead  me  where  he  will.where  he  wilL 
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go      without  a  mur-  mur,  And  his  foot-steps  follow    still 

I  will  go  I  I 
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Owpjlight,  1881,  by  Joan  J.  B099. 
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May  be  sung  as  a  Solo  and  Chorus. 


Gen.  Ballxngton  Booth. 
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1.  The  cross  that  he  gave  may  be  heavy,  But  it  ne'er  outweighs  his  grace, 

2.  The  thorns  in  my  path  are  not  sharper  Than  composed  his  crown  for  me, 

3.  The  light  of  his  love  shineth  brighter,  As    it  falls  on  paths  of    woe, 

4.  His  will   I  have  joy  in  fill-  filling,  As  I'm  walking  in    his    sight, 
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The  storm  that  I  feared  may  surround  me,  But  it   ne'er  excludes  his  face. 
The  cup  that  I  drink  not  more  bitter  Than  he  drank  in  Gethsema  -  ne. 
The  toil  of  my  work  groweth  lighter,    As  I     stoop      to  raise  the  low. 
My  all   to  the  blood  I  am  bringing,     It  a  -  lone    can  keep  me  right. 
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The  cross    is    not   greater  than  his    grace, 
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The  storm    cannot 
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bless  -  ed      face ; 
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I      am      sat  -  is  -  fied     to   know 
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Je-  sus  here  be-  low,      I     can     con  -  quer    ev  -   'ry      foe. 
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1.  O  what  ev  -   er  -  lasting  ruer  -  cy  Saved  me,  pardoned,  and  restored; 

2.  Make  my  life  henceforth  a  channel,  Where  thy  love  shall  have  its  way, 

3.  Free,  exhaustless    is   the  fountain,   Help  me  free  -  ly    to    be-  lieve, 
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Fill   me  now     to      o  -  ver  -  flowing,  With  thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  Lord. 
Bless'd,  that  I     may  be       a    blessing,  "  Use  me,  Saviour,   ev  -  'ry  day. 
Kiv  -  ers    of    thy  grace  are  promised,  More  and  more  may  I      re-  ceive. 
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Give  me     of     the    liv  -  ing    wa-ter,    Till  my  soul     is    sat-  is -fled; 

Clos-er,  clos  -  er     to     the  fountain,  Hold  my  heart,  my  soul,  ray  will ; 

Hap  -  py  thirst  that  keeps  me  coming,    Pleading  still  thy  gracious  word; 
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From  the  wells  of  thy  sal 
Let  the  bless  -  ed  heav'nly 
Fill   me  now     to      o  -   ver 


va  -  tion,   Be  my    ev  -  'ry  need   supplied. 

currents,    Richly   all   my   be  -  ing     fill. 

-  flowing,  With  thy  Ho-  ly  Spir  -  it,   Lord. 
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Fill  me  now,  fill 

Fill    me  now, 
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now,  To    o  -  verflow-  ing,  to    o  -  ver 

fill    me  now,  \\ 
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flowing;   Fill  me  now,  .  .   fill  me   now,     With  thy  Holy  Spir  -  it,  Lord. 

Fill  me  now.  fill  me  now,      «.      ». 

.^■'■f -|t r  ff-i-*_ 4 ^— r« £ I*- 


9!iH=S=S 


■P-* 


S-P- 


^— >- 


y- fc 


—I 


L.  H.  E. 


'  My  peace  I  give  unto  you." — John  xiv :  27. 


L.  H.  Edmunds. 


1.  Je  -  sus  gives  his  peace    to    me,  Wonderful  peace,  wonderful  peace ; 

2.  Surface   feel-  ings  ebb   and  flow,  Wonderful  peace,  wonderful  peace; 

3.  Not  my  charge  his  gift     to   hold,  Wonderful  peace,  wonderful  peace; 

4.  This  my  part — to  trust    in  him,  Wonderful  peace,  wonderful  peace; 

5.  Praying,  watching,  serv-  iug  still,  Wonderful  peace,  wonderful  peace ; 
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Like  his  love,     a    boundless  sea,  Won-  der-  ful,  wonder-  ful 

Sweet,   a  -  bid  -  ing  calm    be-  low,  Won-  der-  ful,  wonder  -  ful 

Je  -  sus  keeps  it— grace  untold — Won-  der-  ful,  wonder-  ful 

Whether  skies  be  bright  or  dim,  Won- der- ful,  wonder -ful 

Let    me  learn,  and   do     his  will,  Won- der- ful,  wonder -ful 
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peace, 
peace, 
peace, 
peace, 
peace. 
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D.8. — Je  -  sus  gives  his  peace   to    me,  Won- der- ful,  wonder -ful      peace. 
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Peace,  peace,   won  -  der  -  ful  peace,  Peace,  peace,    won  -  der-  ful  peace ; 
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1.  Jesus,  keep  ns  till  we  meet  a-  gain,     By  thy  pow'r  from  sin  defend  us, 

2.  Jesus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  again,  From  life's  snares  and  dangers  shield  us, 

3.  Jesus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  a-  gain,     By   the   living   waters   lead    us, 

4.  Jesus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  a-  gain,     If  death  comes  before,  prepare  us, 
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Grace  and  mercy  dai-  ly  send    us, 
May  thy  peace  blest  comfort  yield  us, 
In  the  Shepherd's  pasture  feed    us, 
Thro'  itsgloom,dear  Saviour, bear  us, 
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Je-  sus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  a-  gain. 
Je-  sus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  a-  gain. 
Je-  sus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  a-  gain. 
Je-  sus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  a-  gaiD. 
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May  we  often  meet  in  communion  sweet,  As  to  heav'n  we  onward  go; 
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There  at  last  we'll  meet,  at  our  Saviour's  feet, Oh, at  last  we'll  never  parting  know. 

I        IN  T    - 


v— y- 


-*— t- 


:t: 


■v- 


■v—v- 


^=W 


OoDrright,  18tS,  by  Joo.  E.  Swenoj. 


firi 


-*-*- 


V     *     V 


WM 


Pf 


®ftc  Sunns  Sttre  ot  tfte  <&vom.       8* 


I1 


f 


Eleanor  Woodside  Long. 

rs     is     is 


H.  R.  Palmer. 


fc 


4- 


4 


Hy— #- 


ar 


^--iv 


-<f—&- 


y 


1.  Let  us  be  triumphant  Christians,  with  love's  "  sunshine  in  the  soul,"  For  life's 

2.  If  we  only  lift  our  burdens,  with  a  stern  and  solemn  "ought,"  They  will 

3.  Let  us  do  with  cheerful  tenderness  life's  countless  "little  things,"  For  'tis 

4.  We  will  "sing  the  wondrousstory"and"for  Christ  count  all  thingsloss,"  For  we're 

— ft — e — m — a — ft — ft — « 


§±M 


p— 4- — g — * — ' 


J2 ^ — ?S 


v    y    y    y    y    y    y    y    y 

K     _S     _S    J"1         ^ 


— y- 


-y- 


pi    fS     K,     s 


--*—*■ 


£: 


h     N     Ni 


-4T^* 


e    *    r 


3«si: 


-#— r- 


pathway  is  not  always  smooth  and  fair; "  Let  us  scatter  smiles  and  sunshine"  as  the 
crush  our  fainting  spirits  day  by  day;  Rather,  let  us  take  them  gladly,  with  a 
they  that  make  or  mar  earth's  happiness;  And  the  ti-  ny  "whatsoevers,"   that 
"  sav'd  by  grace"  thro'  his  redeeming  love;  We  will "  keep  step  with  the  Master" 


['neath"the 
VP^P    P   , 


PS 


moments  onward  roll,  They  will  lighten  toil  and  ban- ish  grief  and  care. 
song  and  with  a  shout,  And  in  triumph  bear  them  bravely   all   the  way. 

flit  on  golden  wings,  Are  the  tho'ts,  and  words,  and  deeds  that  blight  or  bless. 

banner  of  the  cross,"  Till  we  join  the  ransom'd  host  with  him  a-  bove. 
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Oh,the  sunny  side  of  the    cross!       Blessed  sunny  side  of  the  crossl      The 


shadow  that  is  darkest  lies  farthest  from  thelight,Then  "keep  on  thesunny  side  of  the 
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/  Saviour,  hear  me,  while  before  thy  feet      I     the  record  of  my  sins  repeat, 
t  Canst  thou  still  in  mercy  think  of  me,  Stoop  to  set  my  shackled  spirit  free? 

{Yet,  why  should  I  fear,  hast  thou  not  died  That  no  seeking  soul  should  be  denied? 
By  the  love  and  pity  thou  hast  shown,  By  the  blood  that  did  for  me  atone, 
T        All  the  rivers  of  thy  grace  I  claim,    Over  ev'ry  promise  write  my  name; 
t  Bid  me  rise  a  free  and  pardon'd  slave,  Master  o'er  my  sin,  the  world,  the  grave; 
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Stain'd  with  guilt,  myself  abhorring,  Fill'd  with  grief,  my  soul  outpour-  ing; 
To  that  heart  its  sin  confess-  ing,  Caust  thou  fail  to  give  a  bless  -  ing? 
As     I    am    I  come,  believ  -  ing,     As  thou  art  thou  dost,  receiv  -    ing, 
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Raise    my  sinking  heart,  and  bid     me      be      Thy  child     once      morel 
Bold  -  ly   will    I  kneel   be  -  fore   thy  throne,    A    plead  -  ing       soul. 
Charg-ing   me   to  preach  thy  pow'r  to    save,     To      sin-  bound    souls. 
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Grace        there  is  my  ev'ry  debt  to    pay,   Blood  to  wash  my  ev-  'ry 

Grace  there  is  my  ev    -      'ry  debt     to      pay,      Blood  to  wash  my    ev      -      'ry 
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sin  away,  Pow'r        to  keep  me  sinless  day  by  day,  For  me,    for        me! 

sin    a-  way,  Pow'r  to  keep  me   sin    -     less  day  by  day,  For   me,   for  me,  for  me  1 
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1.  Are  you  sowing,     dai  -  ly   sowing.     All  along  life's  changeful  way? 

2.  Are  you  sowing    seeds  of  kindness,  With  a    lavish,  lov  -  ing  hand? 

3.  Are  you  sowing,     dai  -  ly  trusting     All  the  increase  un  -  to    God  ? 
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Precious  seeds  be-  side  all   wa-  ters,  Do    you  scat-  ter  day   by 

Des  -ert  wastes  it  soon  will  brighten  With    a    bar-  vest  rich  and 

He  will  bless  you    if  you  scat-  ter  Seeds  of  love  and  truth  a  - 
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Are  you  sowing      for  the  Master  ?    You  shall  reap  in  joy  or    tears 
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1.  The  home  where  changes  never  come,Nor  pain  nor  sorrow,  toil  nor  care  ;Yes ! 

2.  Yet  when  bow'ddownheneath  theload  Byheav'n  allow'd,thine  earthly  lot  Thou 

3.  If  in  thy  path  some  thorns  are  found,  0,  think  who  bore  them  on  his  brow  ;  If 

4.  Toil  on,  nor  deem,  tho'  sore  it  be,  One  sigh  unheard,  one  prayer  forgot;  The 
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'tis        a  bright  and  blessed  home  ;  Who  would  not  fain  be   resting  there  ? 
yearnst  to  reach  that  blest  a  -  bode,  Wait,    meekly  wait,  and  murmur  not. 
grief    thy  sorrowing  heart  has  found,  It  reached  a    ho  -  li  -  er  than  thou. 

day      of   rest  will  dawn  for  thee  ;  Wait,   meekly  wait,  and  murmur  not. 
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O,      wait,  meek  -  iy   wait,  meek  -  ly    wait,  and  mur  -  mur    not, 
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wait,  meek- ly  wait,    meekly  wait,  and  murmur  not,      O,    wait,  meek- ly  wait, 
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O,       wait,    meekly  wait,    O,     wait,     and  mur  •  mur  not.    O,    murmur    not 
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Will  you  come,  will  you  come,  with  your  poor,broken  heart,  Burden'd  and  sin-op- 
Will  you  come,  will  you  come?  there  is  mercy  for  you,  Balm  for  your  aching 
Will  you  come,  will  you  come  ?  you  have  nothing  to  pay  ;  Jesus,  wlio  loves  you 
Will  you  come,  will  you  come?  how  he  pleads  with  you  now!  Fly  to  his  loving 
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breast ;  On  -  ly  come 
best,  By   his  death 

breast ;    And  what 
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the  feet  of  your  Sa  -  viour  and  Lord, 
you  are,  and  be  -  lieve  on  his  name, 
the  crass  purchased  life  for  your  soul, 
your  sin       or  your   sor  -    row    may    be, 


Je  -  sus  will  give    you     rest 
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Oh,    hap- py    rest !  sweet,  happy  rest  I 


Je  -  sus  will  give    you    rest,  Oh  !  why  won't  you  come    in 

1       A-happyrest'     J        _       4u     +. 
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1.  Life  wears    a  different   face  to     me,     Since 

2.  He  sought  me  in      his  wondrous  love,     So 

3.  The    pass-  ing  clouds  may  in  -  tervene,     Since 

4.  A   strong  hand  kindly  holds  my  own,    Since 


I  found  my 
I  found  my 
I  found  my 
I  found  my 


Saviour ; 
Saviour, 
Saviour, 
Saviour, 
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Rich    mercy   at      the  cross   I     see,    My   dy  -  ing,  liv  -  ing  Saviour. 

He  brought  sal  va  -  tion  from   a-  bove,  My  dear,  almight  -  y  Saviour. 

But   he      is  with   me,  though  unseen,  My   ev  -  er-pres  -  ent  Saviour. 

It  leads  me  onward     to  the  throne,  Oh,  there  I'll  see    my  Saviour! 
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Golden  sunbeams  'round  me  play, 
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Je  -  sus  turns  my  night  to      day, 
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Heav  -  en  seems    not     far     a  -  way,   Since     I  found   my       Saviour. 
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While  Life  Prolong. 


1  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light 

Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given, 
But  soon,  ah !  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day, 

How  sweet  the  Gospel's  charming 
sound ; 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh,  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 

Shall   death   command    you    to    the 
grave : 
Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

4  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair, 

No   Sabbath's   heavenly   light   shall 
rise — 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer, 
No  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

88  Just  as  I  am. 

I  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bids't  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

*  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot,  [spot, 
To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  !  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  f  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  !  I  come! 

4  Just  as  I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 


Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 

6  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come! 

89  Come,  Holy  Spirit. 

i  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  iny  mind. 

And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God  ; 
Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought, 

And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode. 

2  Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  holy  fire? 

Oh  !  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame, 
Make  me  to  burn  with  pure  desire. 

3  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 
And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see  ; 

Oh  !  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  heart, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee. 

90  When  I  Survey. 

i  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe, 

Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree, 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe, 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine^ 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 
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91  From  Greenland's  icy. 

1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand, 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn, 
The  heathen,  in  their  blindness, 

Bow  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation !  oh,  salvation ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 


Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 

Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

92      Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed. 

1  Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed ! 

Great  David's  greater  Son ! 
Hail  in  the  time  appointed, 

Plis  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free, — 
To  take  away  transgression, 

And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love  and  joy,  like  flowers. 

Spring  in  his  path  to  birth : 
Before  him  on  the  mountains 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  righteousness,  in  fountains, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

3  For  him  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend  ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end ; 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  forever, 

That  name  to  us  is — Lovs. 
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2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

94  Geo-  Duffield,  jr.       Stand  tip,  stand 

1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  surfer  loss; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  his  glorious  day : 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes : 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

AlJ.  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


1  The  morning  light  is  breakings 

The  darkness  disappears; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come!w 

Tip  for  Jesus.  Tune  above. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you ; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer} 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


95  Work,  for  the 

Woek,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  morning  hours; 
Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

Work  'mid  springing  flowers; 
Work,  when  the  days  grow  brighter, 

Work  in  the  glowing  sun  ; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

8  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Work  through  the  sunny  noon ; 
^ill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 
liest  comes  sure  and  sooc, 


Mght  is  Coming. 

Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store: 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Under  the  sunset  skies ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 
When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
89 
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96  And  can  I  yet  Delay  ? 

And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  little  all  to  give? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 

For  Jesus  to  receive? 

X  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield ; 
I  can  hold  out  no  more : 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled, 
And  own  thee  conqueror. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake  ; 

My  friends,  my  all  resign  : 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  oh,  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 
With  all  thy  weight  of  love. 


A  Charge  to  Keep  I  Have. 
A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfill, — 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live  ; 
And  oh,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 
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98      Come,  Ye  that  Love  the  Lord. 
Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 

While  ye  surround  his  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God, 
But  servants  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

■  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 
Celestial  fruit  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow : 

4  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry  ; 
We're  marching  through  Immanuel's 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high,      [ground, 


99        My  Soul,  be  on  Thy  Guard. 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard, 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise, 
And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh   watch,  and  fight,  and  pray, 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er, 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down ; 
Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  hast  got  the  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God  : 
He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  his  blest  abode. 
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102  Welcome,  Sweet  Day  of  Rest. 

1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise, 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  brea3t, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to-day; 

Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day  amidst  the  place 
Where  my  dear  God  hath  been, 

Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasurable  sin. 

3  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 

To  everlasting  bliss. 

103  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Come. 

i  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

Let  thy  bright  beams  arise; 

Dispel  the  darkness  from  our  minds, 
And  open  thou  our  eyes. 

2  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flams 
Of  never-dying  love. 

3  'Tis  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctifiy  the  soul, 
To  pour  fresh  life  on  every  part, 
And  new  create  the  whole. 

4  Dwell,  therefore,  in  our  hearts, 

Our  minds  from  bondage  free  ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  to  (9 
The  Father,  Son  and  Thee. 


100  My  Soul,  Repeat  His  Praise. 

1  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise, 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great; 

Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 

So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Cur  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

3  His  power  subdues  our  sins, 
And  his  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

4  The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  who  fear  his  name, 

Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

101  Jesus,  Who  Knows  Full  Well. 

I  Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 
The  heart  of  every  saint, 

Invites  us  all  our  griefs  to  tell, 
To  pray  and  never  faint. 

9  He  bows  his  gracious  ear, 
We  never  plead  in  vain : 

Yet  we  must  wait  till  he  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Though  unbelief  suggest, 
Why  should  we  longer  wait? 

He  bids  us  never  give  him  rest, 
But  be  importunate. 

4  Jesus  the  Lord  will  hear 
His  chosen,  when  they  cry  ; 

Yes,  though  he  may  awhile  forbear, 
He'll  help  them  from  on  high. 
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Come,  Said  Jesus 


I  Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  path  your  choice, 

1  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

2  Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn ; 

4  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound, 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

105     As  the  Twilight  Shadows. 

I  As  the  twilight  shadows  fall, 
Let  us,  in  the  closing  day, 
Mark  the  solemn  hour  when  all 
Earthly  things  shall  fade  away. 
«  In  the  grave  to  which  we  haste, 
No  repentance  can  be  found ; 
Shall  we  then  our  moments  waste 
While  we  stand  on  trial-ground? 

j  Ere  the  coming  of  that  night, 

(When  its  coming  who  can  say?) 
Let  us  do  with  all  our  might, 
Strive  and  labor,  watch  and  pray. 

4  Lord,  do  thou  thy  grace  impart; 

Penitence  and  faith  bestow  ! 
Come  and  sanctify  each  heart, 
Let  us  thy  salvation  know. 

5  That  when  waning  years  have  fled, 

And  these  scenes  have  passed  away, 
Rising  with  the  summoned  dead, 
We  may  wake  to  endless  day. 


Gentle  Jesus. 

i  Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild, 
Look  upon  a  little  child ; 
Pity  my  simplicity, 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  thee. 

2  Fain  I  would  to  thee  be  brought; 
Gracious  God,  forbid  it  not ; 
Give  me,  O  my  God,  a  place 

In  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace ! 

3  Put  thy  hands  upon  my  head, 
Let  me  in  thine  arms  be  stayed; 
Let  me  lean  upon  thy  breast, 
Lull  me  there,  O  Lord,  to  rest. 

4  Fain  I  would  be  as  thou  art ; 
Give  me  thy  obedient  heart ; 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind; 
Let  me  have  thy  loving  mind. 

107         Depth  of  Mercy ! 
i  Depth  of  mercy  !  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear,— 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  sparer 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls, 

3  Now  incline  me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament ; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

4  Kindled  his  relentings  are; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare  ; 
Cries,  'how  can  I  give  thee  up?' 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

5  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  his  wounds,  and  spreads  his 
God  is  love  !  I  know,  I  feel ;  [hands; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
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The  Haven  of  Rest.    (Copyr't.) 
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My  soul  in  sad  exile  was  out  on  life's  sea, 
So  burdened  with  sin   and  distrest, 

Till  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying,  make 
me  your  choice , 
And  I  entered  the  "  Haven  of  Rest!" 

Cho. — I've  anchored  my  soul  in  the  haven 
I'll  sail  the  wide  seas  no  more;     [of  rest, 

The  tempest  may  sweep  o'er  the   wild, 
stormy  deep, 
In  Jesus  I'm  safe  evermore. 

2  I  yielded  myself  to  his  tender  embrace, 
And  faith  taking  hold  of  the  word, 

My  fetters  fell  offand  I  anchored  my  soul ; 
The  haven  of  rest  is  my  Lord. 

3  The  song  of  my  soul,  since  the  Lord 

made  me  whole, 
Has  been  the  old  story  so  blest 
Of  Jesus,  who'll  save  whosoever  will  have 
A  home  in  the  ''  Haven  of  Rest!  " 

4  How  precious  the  thought  that  we  all 

may  recline, 
Like  John  the  beloved  and  blest, 
On  Jesus'  strong  arm,  where  no  tempest 
can  harm,— 
Secure  in  the  "  Haven  of  Rest!  " 

5  Oh,  come  to  the  Saviour,  he  patiently 
To  save  by  his  power  divine  ;      [waits 

Come,  anchor  your  soul  in  the  haven  of 

And  say,  "my  beloved  is  mine."  [rest, 

— H    L.  Gilmour. 


Blessed  Assurance.     (Copyr't. 
-fs- 


Blessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  mine! 
Oh,  what  a  foretaste  of  glory  divine  1 
Heir  of  salvation,  purchase  off  God, 
Born  of  his  Spirit,  washed  in  his  blood. 

Cho. — IJ :  This  is  my  story,  this  is  my  song, 
Praising  my  Saviour  all  the  day  long. :  || 

a  Perfect  submission,  perfect  delight, 
Visions  of  rapture  burst  on  my  sight, 
Angels  descending,  bring  from  above 
Echoes  of  mercy,  whispers  of  love. 

3  Perfect  submission,  all  is  at  rest, 
I  in  my  Saviour  am  happy  and  blest, 
Watching  and  waiting,  looking  above, 
Fili'd  with  his  goodness,  lost  in  his  love 
—Fanny  J.  Crosby,, 


1 10   Is  my  Name  Written  There  1  ( Cop.) 


Lord,  I  care  not  for  riches, 

Neither  silver  nor  gold  ; 
I  would  make  sure  of  heaven, 

I  would  enter  the  fold. 
In  the  book  of  thy  kingdom, 

With  its  pages  so  fair, 
Tell  me,  Jesus,  my  Saviour, 

Is  my  name  written  there? 

Cho. — Is  my  name  written  there, 

On  the  page  white  and  fair? 
In  the  book  of  thy  kingdom, 
Is  my  name  written  there? 

2  Lord,  my  sins  are  so  many, 

Like  the  sands  of  the  sea, 
But  thy  blood,  oh,  my  Saviour! 

Is  sufficient  for  me; 
For  thy  promise  is  written, 

In  bright  letters  that  glow, 
"Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet, 

I  will  make  them  like  snow." 

3  Oh  !  that  beautiful  city, 

With  its  mansions  of  light, 
With  its  glorified  beings, 

In  pure  garments  of  white; 
W'here  no  evil  thing  cometh, 

To  despoil  what  is  fair; 
Where  the  angels  are  watching — 

Is  my  name  written  there?— M.  A.  K, 
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Lead  Me,  Saviour.      (Copyr't.) 


Saviour,  lead  me,  lest  I  stray, 
Gently  lead  me  all  the  way; 

I  am  safe  when  by  thy  side, 
I  would  in  thy  love  abide, 

0. — Lead  me,  lead  me, 

Saviour,  lead  me,  lest  I  stray, 
Gently  down  the  stream  of  time, 
Lead  me,  Saviour,  all  the  way. 

Thou  the  refuge  of  my  soul 

While  life's  stormy  billows  roll, 

I  am  safe  when  thou  art  nigh, 
All  my  hopes  on  thee  rely. 

Saviour,  lead  me,  then  at  last, 
When  the  storm  of  life  is  past, 

To  the  land  of  endless  day, 

Where  all  tears  are  wiped  away. 
— Frank  M.  Davis. 


93 


FAMILIAR   HYMNS. 


112         Glory  to  His  Name.    {Copyr't.) 
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Down  at  the  cross  where  my  Saviourdied, 
Down  where  for  cleansing    from    sin    I 

cried ; 
There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  applied; 
Glory  to  his  name. 

Cho. — Glory  to  his  name, 

Glory  to  his  name  ;  [plied; 

There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap- 
Glory  to  his  name. 

2  I  am  so  wondrously  saved  from  sin, 
Jesus  so  sweetly  abides  within  ; 

There  at  the  cross  where  he  took  me  in  ; 
Glory  to  his  name. 

3  Oh,  precious  fountain,  that  saves  from 
I  am  so  glad  I  have  entered  in  ;  [sin  ! 
There  Jesussaves  me  and  keeps  meclean; 

Glory  to  his  name. 

4  Come  to  this  fountain,  so  rich  and  sweet; 
Cast  thy  poor  soul  at  the  Saviour's  feet; 
Plunge  in  to-day,  and  be  made  complete; 

Glory  to  his  name. 

—Rev.  E.  A  Hoffman. 


What  a  fellowship,  what  a  joy  divine, 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms; 

What  a  blessedness,  what  a  peace  is  mine, 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms. 

CHO. — Leaning,  leaning, 

Safe  and  secure  from  all  alarms, 

Leaning,  leaning, 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms. 

2  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  in  this  pilgrim 

way, 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms; 
Oh,  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day  to 

day, 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms. 

3  What  have  I  to  dread,  what  have  I  to 

fear, 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms? 
I  have  olessed  peace  with  my  Lord  so  near, 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  arms. 

— Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


1 14     My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee.  ( Copyr't.) 


My  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine, 
For  thee  all  the  follies  of  sin  I  resign  ; 
My  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Saviour  art  thou. 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  jesus,  'tis  now. 

2  I  love  thee  because  thou  hast  first  loved  me, 
And  purchased  my  pardon  on  Calvary's  tree; 
I  love  thee  for  wearing  the  thornson  thy  brow ; 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

3  I  will  love  thee  in  life,  I'll  love  theein  death, 
And  praise  thee  as  long  as  thou  lendest  ms 

breath ; 
And  say,  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on 

my  brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

4  In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight 
I'll  ever  adore  thee  in  heaven  so  bright, 

I  '11  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

— London  Hymn  Book. 

115       Sunshine  in  the  Soul.    {Copyr't) 


There's  sunshine  in  my  soul  to-day, 

More  glorious  and  bright 
Than  glows  in  any  earthly  sky, 

For  Jesus  is  my  light. 

Cho. — Oh,  there's  sunshine,  blessed  sun- 
shine, 
When  the  peaceful,  happy  momenta 
roll ; 
When  Jesus  shows  his  smiling  face 
There  is  sunshine  in  the  soul. 

2  There  is  music  in  my  soul  to-day, 

A  carol  to  my  King, 
And  Jesus,  listening,  can  hear 
The  songs  I  cannot  sing. 

3  There's  springtime  in  my  soul  to  day, 

For  when  the  Lord  is  near 
The  dove  of  peace  sings  in  my  heart, 
The  flowers  of  grace  appear. 

4  There's  gladness  in  my  soul  to-day, 

And  hope,  and  praise,  and  love, 
For  blessings  which  he  gives  me  now, 
And  joys  "  laid  up  "  above. 

— E.  E.  Hewitt 
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Titles  in  Capitals  ;  First  lines  in  Roman  type. 


HYMN. 

A  Charge  to  keep  I  have,  .  .  97 
A  hand  all  bruised  and  bleeding, .     44 

A  LIGHT  IN  OUR  FATHER'S  HOUSE,      55 

All  the  fields  are  growing  whiter, .  65 

And  can  I  yet  delay?    .                 .  96 

Angels  above  are  singing,     .        .  27 

A.re  you  happy  in  the  Lord,  .        .  68 

Are  you  sowing  for  the  Mas-  .  83 

Are  you  sowing,  daily  sowing,      .  83 

&s  the  twilight  shadows  fall,        .  105 

Ass  we  journey  on  our  pathway,    .  43 

tSiessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  mine!  109 
Blessed  Bible,  Book  of  Gold,  .  75 
Blessed  Lily  of  the  Valley,  .        .     72 

Gome,  contrite  one,  and  seek  his  .  23 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind,  89 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come,  .  .  103 
Come  in,  come  in,  O  blessed  One,  26 
Come  in,  O  blessed  One,  .  .  26 
Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice,  .  104 
Come  to  the  fountain  to-day,  .  67 
Come  to  the  Saviour,  believe  in  .  51 
Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord,  .  98 
Conquering  now  and  still  to  con-  .  66 
Crossing  one  by  one,  .  .    20 

Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be  .  107 
Don't  you  know  he  cares?  .  37 
Dost  thou  know  at  thy  bolted  .  8 
Down  at  the  cross,  on  Calvary's  .  74 
Down  at  the  cross,  where  my  Sav-  112 

tflLL  to  overflowing,  .  .  78 
From  Greenland's  icy  mountains,     91 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild,  .  106 

Glorious  victory,       .  .    30 

Glory  to  his  name,     .        .  .  112 

Go  forth  at  Christ's  command,  .     18 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed  !  .  92 
Hallow  his  name  with  song,  .  63 
Rear  the  Master's  call,  .  .  65 
He  is  mine,  I  am  his,  ...  72 
He  is  prfcious,  .  .  .  .42 
Higher  ground,  .  .    35 


I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  b6 
I'll  not  be  a  stranger  up  .  64 
I  love  him  far  better,  .  .  38 
I  love  the  mercy  seat,  .  .  .73 
I'm  pressing  on  the  upward  way,  .  35 
I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me,  76 
In  that  city,  .  .  .  .69 
In  the  fight  against  sin,  .  .  50 
In  the  rosy  morning  hours,  .  .  58 
In  the  shelter  of  the  Saviour's  love,  32 
Into  his  marvellous  light,  .  13 
Is  it  nothing  to  you  ?.        .        .41 

Is  MY  NAME  WRITTEN  THERE?        .    110 

It  may  not  be  on  the  mountain's  .  36 
It  pays  to  serve  Jesus,  I  speak  .  39 
I've  been  a  wand'rer  far  from  G..     10 

I  WILL  SAY  "YES"  TO  JESUS,  .      10 

Jesus  gives  his  peace  to  me,.        ,  79 

Jesus  guides  me  all  the  way,  .  1 

Jesus  is  all  that  you  need,      .  51 

Jesus  is  my  joy  and  sunshine,  .  10 
Jesus  is  passing  by,    .        .        .23 

Jesus  is  the  Altogether  Lovely,     .  2 

Jesus  is  the  light,  the  way,    .         .  34 

Jesus,  keep  us  till  we  meet  again,  80 

Jesus  leads, 3 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me,        .         .  61 

Jesus  will  give  you  rest,.        .  85 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well,  .         .  101 

Join,  ye  sons  of  men,        .        .  2 

Journey  in  the  King's  high-    .  12 

Joy  and  sunshine,       .        .        .  16 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea,     .  88 

Just  one  touch  as  he  moves  along,  71 

Keep  us  till  we  meet  again,   .     80 

Lead  me,  Saviour,  .  .  .  Ill 
Leaning  on  the  everlasting  .  113 
Lend  a  hand,  .  .  .  .24 
Let  Christ  come  in,  .  .  .  38 
Let  us  be  triumphant  Christians,  .  81 
Life  wears  a  different  face  to  me,  .  86 
Like  an  army  strong,  .  .  6 
Like  a  shepherd,  tender,  true,  .  3 
List  to  the  story,   ....      9 


85 


GOSPEL  HOSANNAS. 


Living  for  Jesus  meekly  each  day,  59 
Living  for  Jesus  only,  .  .  59 
Lord,  I  care  not  for  riches,  .  .110 
Lost,  lost  on  the  mountains  of  sin  54 
Loyalty  to  Christ,     ,        .        .18 

Many  souls  are  sinking  in  the  .  24 
March  on,  happy  soldiers,  rejoice  60 
More  about  Jesus  would  I  know, .  5 
My  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  I  know  .  114 
My  Saviour  first  of  all,  .  .  19 
My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard,  ,  .  99 
My  soul  in  sad  exile  was  out  on  .  108 
My  soul,  repeat  his  praise,  .  .  100 
My  soul,  stay  not  in  shadows,       .    21 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee!      .        .  25 

Never  say  "no"  to  Jesus,        .  50 

No,danger  can  my  soul  affright,  .  17 

Nothing  is  too  hard  for  Jesus,       .  22 

O'er  death's  sea,  in  yon  blest  city,  69 

Or,  don't  you  hear  him  knock-  44 

Oh,  the  joy  that  we  may  know     .  47 

Oh,  to  have  the  mind  of  Jesus,     .  46 

O  idler,  why  loiter  the  bright        .  40 

O  Lord,  thy  mighty  grace  impart,  33 

One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Jesus,  29 

On  for  Jesus!  steady  be  your        .  49 

On  to  victory 53 

Our  blessed  Redeemer  is  passing  «  41 

Our  strength  and  shield,        .  60 

Out  beyond  the  breakers,        .  45 

Out  of  shadow  into  light,  .  .  1 
O  what  everlasting  mercy,     .        .78 

O  why  stand  ye  idle?        .        .  40 

Prayer  is  the  key, .         .        .        .11 

Redeemed  thro'  the  blood,  .  32 
Rejoice,  O  children  of  God,  .  .  63 
Resting  at  the  cross,        .        .     28 

Salvation's  river,  .  .  .  74 
Salvation's  stream  is  rolling,  .  67 
Saviour,  hear  me,  while  before  .  82 
Saviour,  lead  me, lest  I  stray,  .  Ill 
Send  out  the  searchlight  in  sin's  .  14 
Send  out  the  sunlight,  the  sun-  .  48 
Send  the  fire  just  now,  .  .  4 
Shall  I  torn  back  ?  .  .  .54 
Since  Christ  the  Lord  is  mine,  17 
Since  I  found  my  Saviour,  .  86 
Singing  as  we  go,         .  .70 

Standing  on  the  promises  of  Christ  62 
Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus,  .  94 
Step  by  step,       =  ,        .31 


Sunshine  in  the  soul, 


.  115 


Tell  it  out  with  gladness,  .  68 
The  beautiful  light,  .  .  34 
The  call  to  arms,       .        .        .15 

The  CROSS  IS  NOT  GREATER,.  .      77 

The  cross  that  he  gave  may  be  .  Tt 
The  golden  key,.  .  .  .  11 
The  happy  song,.  .  .  .47 
The  harbor  home,  .  .  .52 
The  haven  of  rest,  .  .  .  *  98 
The  home  where  changes  never  .  84 
The  knock  of  the  nail-pierceu  8 
The  life  on  wings,  .  .  .21 
The  mind  of  Jesus,     .  .    46 

The  morning  light  is  breaking,  .  93 
The  penitent's  plea,  .  .  82 
There  is  a  danger  line  on  the  sea  .  45 
There's  a  beautiful  homeland  by  ,  64 
There's  a  call  for  soldiers  on  the  ,  15 
There's  sunshine  in  my  soul  to-  .  il5 
The  Saviour  with  me,  .  .  76 
The  sunny  side  of  the  cross,  .  81 
Tho' your  sins  be  as  scarlet,.  .  56 
To  the  cross  of  Christ,  .        .        .28 

Victory  through  grace,  .  .  66 
Victory,  victory,  glorious  victory,.     30 

Wait,  and  murmur  not,  .  .  84 
Wash  me  in  thy  blood,  .  .  33 
We  are  building  on  the  Rock,  the  7 
We  are  marching  on  like  an  army  6 
We  are  on  the  winning  side,.  .  57 
Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest,  .  102 
We  pass  this  way  but  once,  .  43 
We're  marching  to  a  land  of  joy.  70 
We  shall  cross  the  mystic  river  .  20. 
What  a  fellowship,  what  a  joy  .  113 
When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross,  90 
When  my  life  work  is  ended,  and  19 
When  the  heart,  made  pure,  is  .  42 
When  your  spirit  bows  in  sorrow,  37 
Where'er  he  leads  us  we  can  go,  .  31 
Wheresoe'er  we  be  on  life's  raging  55 
While  life  prolongs  its  precious  .  87 
While  we  now,  dear  Lord,  at  thy  4 
Will  you  come,  will  you  come  .  85 
Wonderful  mercy  that  sought  us,  13 
Wonderful  peace,  .  .  .79 
Work  for  Jesus,  .  .  .  58 
Work  for  the  night  is  coming,  .  95 
Would  you  go  rejoicing  on,  .  .12 
Would  you  to  your  Saviour  now  be    88 

You're  sailing  t'ward  the  fearful  „    62 


joyful    j/felodies 


for 


vent  \   Camp  T/feeting 


Selected  by 

ffiev.  C.  jfe*  ffirunner. 


^Published  bj/ 

JoAn   f.    Jfooci, 

1024  jfrch   Street,    Philadelphia. 

COPYRIGHT,  1900,  BY  JOHN  J.  HOOD.     PRICE  5  CENTS  EACH. 


INDEX 


Again  in  all  His  beauty  the  Lord 259 

A  little  while  to  wait  and  watch..  311 
Are  you  going  away  without  Jesus.  275 
Bethany's  Comforter  comes  to  bless  349 
Blessed  words  that  with  me  dwell.  .  369 
Blest  are  the  hungry  for  they  shall       7 

Companionship  with  Jesus  142 

Cleansing  for  me  203 

Don't  look  at  the  waves 368 

Do  you  see  the  Saviour  standing?. .  122 
Far  from  the  fold,  how  many  sheep  72 
Fed    upon    the    finest    of    the..  129 

Filled  with  the   Spirit 7 

Glort,  glory  to  His  name 39 

God's  mighty  arm 123 

Going  away  without  Jesus 275 

He  comes  to  seek  to-day 53 

He  loveth  my  soul   348 

He  must  reign,  O  blessed  news!...  119 

He  pays  me  right  along 5 

Higher  and  higher  194 

Hungry,  Lord,  for  thy  word  of  truth  129 
I  do  not  know  why  trials  severe. . . .  310 

I'm  going  to'  meet  Him 259 

I  shall  lay  the  cross  aside 195 

Jesus  waits  to  save 122 

Lean  on  Jesus,  and  rest 319 


Like  as  a  bird  at  evening 319 

Living   water    369 

Lord,  thro'  the  blood  of  the 203 

Oh,   blessed  fellowship  divine 122 

Once  a  sinner  far  from  Jesus 332 

Once  Peter  took  a  step  or  two 368 

On    Calvary's   mountain    He   bought  348 

One  hah   wandered 202 

Shout,  He  giveth  us  the  victory  32 
Since  I  first  started  for  heaven  and  194 

Some  day  we  shall  be  satisfied 325 

Some  glad  day  195 

Soon  I  shall  know  310 

That's  what  He  did  for  me 81 

The  blessed  Lord,  He  comes  to  seek     53 

The  hallelujah  side   332 

The  light  of  the  world  shines  27 
The  past  is  under  the  blood  ....     59 

There's  gain  for  all  our  losses 297 

There  were  ninety  and  nine 202 

The  Saviour  died  to  set  me  free. ...  39 
The  Saviour  left  His  home  above. .  81 
Tho'  shadows  flit  across  the  sky...  27 
Trusting  where  the  darkness  seems     32 

We  shall  be  satisfied 325 

When  robbed  by  death  of  those  we  123 
When   thoughts  of  sinful  days  gone    59 


JFtUeti  Witt)  tfie  §b»ML 


C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Mokris. 


-P — ^ — P — P — f\__ ^-A-^ _p j-w 

*--*— *— m      i     j— I-J — -j^ — N — I — r*~-J^~J— .      f' 


1.  "Blest  are  the  hungry,  for  they  shall  befill'd:"  Wonderful  promise  of  love; 

2.  "Purge  us  with  hyssop  and  we  shall  be  clean," 

"  Wash  and  make  whiter  than  snow; 

3.  Wondrous  salvation  when  cleaus'd  from  all  sin  Under  the  life-giving   tide, 

4.  Huug'riug  and  thirsting,  yet  woudrously  sav'd,  Kept  by  his  power  divine; 
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Feast  on  his  bounty,  come,  whoever  will,  A   foretaste  of  heaven  a  -  bove. 
Empty  completely  of  self  and  of  sin,  A.nd  grant  us  thy  fulness  to  know. 
Christ  with  his  fulness  of  blessing  comes  in,  From  hence  with  his  own  to  abide. 
Fill'd  to  o'erflowing  with  riches  of  grace,  May  this,  O  my  Saviour,  be  mine. 
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Filled,  filled,  filled  with  the  Spirit,  Filled  with  the  fulness  of  God  ; 

Filled, yes, filled.yes,  halle-  lujah!  I'm 
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Filled,   filled,      filled  with  the  Spirit,  Filled  with  the  fulness  of  God. 


Filled,  yes,  filled,  yes, 
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1.  Tho'  shadows  flit    a  -  cross  the  sky,  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  on; 

2.  The  clouds  may  come, the  clouds  may  go, The  Light  of  the  world  shines  ou; 

3.  A-  bove  the  mists  of  doubt  and  fear,  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  on; 

4.  When  evening  closes  'round  our  way,  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  ou; 
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Our  Je-  sus  lives  and  reigns  on  high,  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  on. 
With  blessed,  ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  glow,  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  on. 
Look  up,  sad  heart,  and  "  be  of  cheer,"  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  on. 
Faith  sees  beyond,     e  -  ter  -  nal  day,  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  on. 
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Beautiful  Light,  wonderful  Light!  Soon  will  the  darkness  be    gone; 
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Beautiful  Light,  wonderful  Light!  The  Light  of  the  world  shines  on. 
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1.  Trusting  when    the  darkness  seems  the      Father's    face      to    hide, 

2.  Trusting  when    our  dear  ones  shall    he      tak  -  en  home     to   God, 

3.  Trusting      in      the   Sav-iour    we     are     kept     in     per  -  feet  peace, 
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Trusting  when  the  shadows  gather  thick  on  ev  - 'ry  side,  Resting    in    the 

Trusting  as  we  bow  beneath  the  love-sent  chast'ningrod,  Looking  up    to 

Trusting  when  around  us  pain  and  sorrow  doth  increase;  Christ  the  King  is 
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bos- om  of  a  Saviour  cru  -  ci- tied,  His  joy  our  strength  each  day. 
Je  -  sus  we  are  raised  above  the  sod,  To  him  who  died  to  save, 
coming  soon,  and  earthly  woe  shall  cease,  The    morning    draweth     near. 
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Shout!    he  giv- eth  us   the   vie  -  fry;  Shout!  hegiv-ethus   the  vie  -  fry; 
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Shout!       he   giv- eth  us    the    vie  -  fry;    'Tis     glo  -  ry    all    the    way! 
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Harriet  E.  Jones. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  The    Saviour  died   to     set    me   free,     Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

2.  To    just   believe    up  -  on    the   Son,     Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

3.  Come,  brothers,  friends,  to  him  just  now,  Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

4.  For  you    my  Lord  was  cru-  ci  -  tied,     Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 
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He  died   for   sinners   just  like  me,  Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

He  smiles,  forgives,  the  deed  is  done,  Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

Come,  all  the  world.be-  fore  him  bow,  Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

For  you  he  bowed  his  head  and  died,  Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 
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His  precious  blood  has  made  me  whole,  His  love  has   flooded    my  poor  soul, 
The  light  breaks  in  and  we  rejoice,    And  then  ascends   the  anthem  choice, 
Oh,  come  my  Saviour  to     behold,     Oh,  come  and  feast  within     bis  fold, 
For  you  he  rose — the  King  of  light,  Oh,  can   you  such   a  Saviour  slight  ? 
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And   his  sweet  Spirit   holds  control,     Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

The  sweet,  new  song,  with  heart  and  voice,  Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name ! 

While  angels  strike  their  harps  of  gold,   Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 

He    waits   to   save,  yes,  save  to-night,   Glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  his  name! 
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1.  The  blessed  Lord,  he  comes  to  seek  Poor  sinners  by  the  way  ;  He  brings  for 

2.  He  comes  with  grace  so  rich  and  free  To   sinners  by  the  way ;   He  gently 

3.  He  comes  to  free  from  stain  of  sin  Poor  sinners  by  the  way;   He  gives  to 
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them  the  finest  wheat,  He  comes  to  seek  to-day. 

says,  "  accept  of  me,"  He  comes  to  seek  to-day. 

them  pure  hearts  within,  He  comes  to  seek  to-day. 
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day   poor  sinners    by  the  way,  The  lost  ones  in     the  wil-  derness    He 
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comes  to  seek  to-day  ;    He  comes  to  seek  to-day  poor  sinners  by  the  way, 
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The    lost     ones    in     the    wil 
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deruess     He  comes  to   seek   to-  day. 
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4  He  comes  with  loving  heart  and  hand 
To  sinners  by  the  way  ; 
Oh,  won't  you  live  by  his  command? 
He  comes  to  seek  to-day. 
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5  He  comes  to  make  your  title  clear, 
He's  coming  now  this  way  ; 
He'll  take  you  with  himself  up  there, 
He  comes  to  seek  to-day. 
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1.  When  thoughts  of  sin-  fill  days  gone  by  Would  haunt  me  with  their  pain, 

2.  The   promise     is      for   whornso-  e'er    His   mer  -  cy  doth   implore ; 

3.  How  blest    is    he  whose  sin  and  guilt  (  He  strove  in  vain     to  hide ) 

4.  O    precious  blood !  O    love   divine!  What  words  thy  praise  can  show  ? 
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This  thought  restores  my  fear- ful  soul, —  I    sing    the  glad    re-  frain: — 
"  Thy    ma  -  ny  sins,"  he  says,  "  will  I       Ee  -  member  nev  -  er    more." 

Are     covered  with  the  precious  stream  That  flows  from  Calv'ry's  side! 

Or  speak  the  rap-  ture  that    is  mine,  Since  this,  thro'  grace,  I  know? 
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The  past     is     un  -  der  the    blood,       I'm   rec  -  on  -  ciled   to      God. 
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My  sin's  forgiv'n !  I'm  bound  for  heav'n !  All  glo  -  ry    be      to      God ! 
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1.  Far  from  the  fold,  bow  many  sheep  are  straying,  Out  on  the  mountains, 

2.  Who'll  seek  the  lost?  oh,  who  will  follow  Jesus,     On  thro'  the  night,  nor 

3.  Sweet  would  it  be,  if  you  and  I  could  answer,  "  Lord,  I  have  sought  thy 


£=i 


?-h — *\ — d — 0 P 1 « #-f— a— »-v — N-4- 


-V9*— ' 


des  -  o-  late  and  bare:  Hungry  and  cold,  with  wea-  ry  feet  they    wander 

heeding  toil  and  pain?  Who  for  his  sake   will  prove  a    servant    faithful — ■ 

sheep  on  mountains  cold,  Faithful  to  thee,   at  last,  dear  Lord, I've  found  one, 
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Far  from  the  homeland  and  the  Shepherd's  care.       O   come, 

Bringing  the  wand'rer   to    the  fold    a  -  gain  ? 

Now    it    is    safe  -  ly   sheltered   in   thy  fold.  o  come, 
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go  and  seek  the  lost  one,  Wand'ring  far  on  the  mountains  cold;  'Twill  be 
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sweet  to    say   at   the  close  of  day,  "  I  have  brought  one  sheep  to  the  fold." 
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Rev.  F.  L.  Snyder. 


Howahu  E.  Smith. 


1.  The   Sav-  iour  left   his  home   a  -  bove    To    die     up- on     the     tree, 


2.  When  pen-  i  -  tent    I    came  to   him,  He  glad  -  ly   set  me  free 

3.  When  wind  and  storms  beat  heavily  Up  -  on    my  bark  at  sea, 

4.  At    last  he'll  take  me    to    the  sky,  His  smil  -  ing  face  to  see, 
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That   he  might  ran-  som  this  poor  soul,  That's  what  he  did  for 

From  sin   and  guilt  and   all    my  fears.  That's  what  he  did  for 

He   sent   de  -  liv'rance  from    on   high,  That's  what  he  did  for 

And  then  I'll  sing   for-  ev  -    ermore,  "That's  what  he  did  for 


me. 
me. 
me. 
me.': 


CHORUS. 
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That's  what  he     did    for     me,   .  .  .    That's  what  he  did    for      me ;  .  .  . 

1^  for  me,  ^*  for  me ; 
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He  died   up  -  on     the   cru  -  el  cross,  That's  what  he  did     for       me. 


Copyright,  1897,  bj  John  J.  Hood. 
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Mrs.  F.  G.  Burroughs. 


Chas.  Bentlet. 
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He  must  reign,  O  blessed  news!  Let  no  heart  this  truth  refuse, — O-  ver 
He  must  reign, tho'  wars  prevail,  And  the  weary  oft-  en  fail,  Naught  can 
He  must  reign  I  0  sing  it   out  With  a  glad,  victorious  shout,  Till  each 
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earth  shall  spread  the  sceptre  of  our  Kiug;  He  must  reign  as  Princeof  peace,  And  his 

change  the  plan  and  purpose  of  our  God;  He  must  reign, the  tried  and  true,Tho'his 

craven  doubt  and  fear  is  put  to  shame;  When  his  sword  is  in  the  field    E-  ven 
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government  increase,    Un-  til     ev-  'ry  land  and  nation  tribute  bring, 
valiant  ones  are  few,  He  must  reign  where  once  the  Man  of  Sorrows  trod, 
death  itself  must  yield,  And  all  tongues  shall  there  confess  the  Only  Name! 
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reign  o'er  ev-  'ry  foe;     Of  his  kingdom  there  shall  never  be   an    end. 


CHORUS. 
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He  must  reign,  O  shout  for  joy !  He  must  reign -your  ransom'd  tongues  employ 
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Semis  Waits  to  Safer. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Do    you    see   the    Saviour  standiug,  Knocking  at  thy  heart,  knocking 

2.  Waits  to   give  you   full   sal  -  va-  tion  Thro'  the  precious  blood,  thro'  the 

3.  Come,  all  things  in  Christ  are  read-  y,      Open  wide  the  door,       o  -  pen 
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at  thy  heart?  Full  of  love  and  patience,  waiting,  Will  you  say  to  him  de- 
precious  blood;  He  the  Holy  Ghost  has  promised    To  the  pardoned  child  of 
wide  the  door;  Now  accept  this  great  sal-  vation,    Bid  him  welcome  ever  - 
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part?  Tho'  his  love  you've  long  rejected,  Still  he's  knocking  at  the  door, 
God.  Venture  all  you  have  up-  on  him,  All  his  promis-  es  to  prove, 
more.     Here  present  your  soul  and  body       As     a    liv-  ing  sac-  ri  -   fice, 
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Waits  to  speak  your  sins  forgiv  -  en,  "Go  in  peace  and  sin  no  more.*' 
He  will  set  -  tie,  fix  and  keep  you  Grounded  in  his  per-  feet  love. 
Let    him  sane- ti  -   fy  you  whol-  ly,    Fit     you   for   the    up- per  skies. 


All  day  long,  with  hands  extended,  Jesus  waits  to  save,   Jesus  waits  to  save; 
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With    an  "  at  -  ter-  most   sal-  va-tion 
^_t_fe_  F___i2«_r_#__, 
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Je  -  sus  waits  to      save. 
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1.  When  robb'd  by  death  of  those  we  love,  When  life  looks  dark  and  has  no  charm, 

2.  When  troubles  seem  to  hedge  our  way,  And  ev'ry  sound  seems  to    a  -  larm, 

3.  We'll  lean  on  him  while  here  we  roam,  Secure-  ]y   kept    from  ev  -  'ry  harm, 
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We  turn  from  earth  to  look    a  -  hove,  And  lean  up  -  on  God's  mighty  arm. 

We  find    it     brings  re-  lief  to     prajr,  And  lean  up  -  on  God's  mighty  arm. 

Then  when  death  comes  to  call  us  home,  We'll  lean  np  -  on  God's  mighty  arm. 
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CHORUS. 


O  blessed  refuge,  safe-  ly     there     No  earthly  grief . 

Safely  there  No    earth- ly 


can  do    us  harm; 
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We  find  re  -  lease  fromev-'ry   care     By  leaning     on    God's  mighty  arm. 
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doubtless  come  a  -  gain    with    re  -  joic  -   ing,     bring  -  ing    his  sheaves 
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F.  A.  G. 


Ps.  lxxxi :  16. 


F.  A.  Graves. 
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1.  Hun-  gry,  Lord-,  for  thy  word  of  truth,  Sitting  at  my  Saviour's  feet; 

2.  Work  for  the  Mas- ter         I    will   do,  Trusting  in  his  strength  so  great; 

3.  Then    to  the  bar  -  vest      let    us     go,     Bugles  sounding  no  retreat; 
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Eis  -  ing,  gleauing,  just  like  Ruth,  Feed  me  on  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 

Liv  -  ing      in    his   pastures  new,    Feed  me  on  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 

Workers  for  Je-  sus,  he  wants  you     Fed  up-  on  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 
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Hon  -  ey,  milk  and  meat; 
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In    thy  love    I  will  ev  -  er 
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Fed  upon  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 
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Mary  D.  Jame^.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  Oh, bless- ed    fel- low-ship    divine!  Oh,  joy    supremely  sweet !  Com- 

2.  I'm  walking  close  to     Je  -  sus*  side,  So  close  that  I     can    hear     The 

3.  I'm  lean-ing   on    his    lov-  ing  breast.  Along  life's  Aveary    way;    My 

4.  I  know  his  sheltering  wings  of  love  Are  always  o'er  me  spread,  And 
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pan  -  ion  -  ship  with  Je  -  sus  here  Makes  life  with  bliss  re  -  plete. 
soft -est  wisp- ers      of      his  love.    In     fel -low -ship     so     dear, 
path,    il  -  lnmined    by     his  smiles,  Grows  brighter  day  by  day. 
tho'  the  storms  may  fiercely  rage,  All  calm  and  free  from  dread. 
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un  -  ion  with  the  pur  -  est  one  I  find  my  heav'n  on  earth  be -gun.  £ 
feel  his  great,  al-might-y  hand  Protects  me  in  this  hos  -  tile  land.  .* 
foes,  no  woes  my  heart  can  fear,  With  my  al-might-y  Friend  so  near.  1 
peace  -  fnl  spir- it  ev  -  er  sings,  "I'll  trust  the  cov-ert  of  thy  wings."!: 
^    -•- 


Oh,  wondrous  bliss!  oh,  jov  sublime!  I've  Je-sus  with  me   all  the  time, 
I  I     '    'l  IN     I  -•-.-•--•-  .   -a-  -*- 


S^eM^EE! 


W 


v 


± 


±z±: 


il 


*: 


-F— i-i  •    •    I — r 


9 1 ?Lj — m     L# # # — 0_l_L-_^ f — ] — L, 


m 


Oh, wondrous  bliss!  oh,  joy  sublime!  I've  Je  -  sus  with  me   all  the  time. 
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B.  Frank  Butts. 
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1.  Since    I  first  started  for   heaven  and  right,  Since  I  first  entered  the 

2.  Earth  with  her  pleasures  would  oft  hid  me  stay,Sin  and  temptations  would 

3.  Tho'  I've  the  Witness  within  me,    I    know,  Still    I  am  longing  more 

4.  Each  day  the  pathway  is  growing  more  bright,    So      I  will  follow  my 
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pathway   of  light,      This     is    my  mot-  to     by     day    and  by 

turn  from  the  way,       But      I  press  forward,  no    time    for  de 

like  him   to  grow,     Long-  ing  with  him  on  the   mountaiu  to 

Lord  with  delight,         Up     to   that  country  where  com- eth  no 
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High  -    er  and  high-  er  each       day. 


High  -   er   and  high  -    er, 
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high- er   and  high  -  er,      Onward  and  upward  each  day     I      a- spire; 


Following  Je-  sus  is  all  my  desire,      Higher  and  higher  each   day. 
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the  cross    a  -  side,  Some  day,  some  glad  day; 

ners'  friend  shall  see,  Some  day,  some  glad  day; 

the  friends  of  yore,  Some  day,  some  glad  day; 

on     Je  -  sus'  breast,  Some  day,  some  glad  day; 


—W—l(Z 


-t- 


Safe-  ly    pass       to    Canaan's    side,  Some  day,  some  glad  day; 

See     the  wounds  once  made  for    me,  Some  day,  some  glad  day; 

And  with  them    the  Lamb    a  -  dore,  Some  day,  some  glad  day; 

Find      a    sweet,     a      per  -  feet   rest,  Some  day,  some  glad  day, 
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I     live      a     life     of   pray'r,   And  the  cross    for   Je  -  sus    bear, 


I    shall  press  close  to    his    side,     Who  for     me     was  crn  -  ci  -  fled, 
There    at      Je  -  sus'    sa-  cred   feet     Saints  of     ev  -  'ry  clime  I'll  meet, 
On  that  bright    e  -  ter-nal  shore      All    our    sor- rows  will    be     o'er, 


ifc 


-?— 


-■hi — ap- 


3* 


m 


=t 


st 


-N-T 


:=T 


I        a     glo  -  rious  crown  shall  wear,  Some  day,  some  glad  day. 

And  shall  then      be     sat  -    is  -  fled,  Some  day,  some  glad  day. 

Hold  with  them   commun  -  ion  sweet,  Some  day,  some  glad  day. 

We  shall  meet     to    part      no   more,  Some  day,  some  glad  day. 
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E.  C.  Clephane. 
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There  were  ninety   and  nine   that    safe     -      ly    lay 
"  Lord,      thou      hast  here  thy  nine-  ty   and  nine : 
But  none    of   the   ran-  somed      ev     -    er  knew 
"  Lord,  whence  are  those  blood-drops  all    the  way 
But  all    through  the  mountains,  thun  -  der-  riven, 
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In  the  shelt  -  er 
Are  they  not  e- 
llow  deep  were  the 
That  mark  out  the 
And     up  from  the 
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of     the      fold,         But        one    was   out    on  the  hills    a-  way,      Far 
nough  for    thee?"  But  the  Shepherd  made  answer:"  "Pis  of  mine      Has 

waters  crossed:  Nor  how  dark  was  the  night  that  the  Lord  passed  thro'  Ere  he 
mountain's  track  ?"  "They  were  shed  for  one  who  had  gone  astray   Ere  the 
rock  -  y      steep,      There      rose      a  cry      to  the   gate  of  heaven,  "  Ee- 


off  from  the  gates    of     gold —    A-  way  on  the  mountains  wild  and  bare,  A-    i 
wandered  a  -  way  from     me  :  And  al  -  tho'  the  road  be  rough  and  steep  I 
found  his  sheep  that  was  lost,     Out  in  the  desert  he  heard  its  cry —  ["They  are 
Shepherd  could  bring  him  back."  "  Lord,whence  are  thy  hands  so  rent  and  torn?" 
joice !  I  have  found  my  sheep !  "  And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne,"  Re- 
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way  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care,  Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care, 
go  to  the  desert  to  find  my  sheep,  I  go  to  the  desert   to   find     my     sheep. 

Sick  and  helpless  and  ready  to  die,      Sick  and  helpless  and  ready  to      die. 
pierced  to-night  by  many  a  thorn,"  "  They  are  pierced  to-night  by  many  a  thorn." 
joice,  for  the  Lord  brings  back  his  own ! "  "Eej  oice,  for  the  Lord  brings  back  his  own." 
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O    Jesus,  thou  shepherd  cli  -vine,     Keep  us    iu  the  safe,  narrow     way; 
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And  out  of  the  cold  lead  into  thy  fold  Some  poor  wand'ring  soul, we  pray. 
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B.  J. 


\rr    by  JNO.  R.  Sweney. 

bine. 


f  Lord,  thro'  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  Cleansing  for  me,  cleansing  for  me  ; 
'  j     From  all  the  guilt  of  my  sins  I  now  claim,  Cleansing  from  thee,  cleansing  fi 


or  mi 
from  thee,  j 
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/?.  C. — Yet  on  thy  promise,  O  Lord,  now  I  lean,  Cleansing  for  me,    cleansing  for  me. 
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Sinful  and  black  tho'  the  past  may  have  been,  Many  the  crushing  defeats  I  have  seen, 
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I  TCopjiight,  1307,  by  Jno.  R.  Swei 


2  From  all  the  doubts  that  have  filled  me  with 
Cleansing  for  me, cleansing  for  me  ;  [gloom, 
From  all  the  fears  that  would  point  me  to 
Cleansing  for  me, cleansing  for  me.   [doom , 
lesus,  although  I  may  not  understand, 
In  childlike  faith  now  I  put  fortli  my  hand, 
And  thro'  thy  word  and  thy  grace  I  shallstand, 
Cleansed  by  thee,  cleansed  by  thee. 


3   From  all  the  care  of  what  men  think  or  say. 
Cleansing  for  me,  cleansing  for  me  ; 

From  ever  fearing  to  speak,  sing,  or  pray, 
Cleansing  for  me,  cleansing  for  me. 

Lord, in  thy  loveand  thy  pow'r  make  me  strong, 

That  all  may  know  that  to  thee  I  belong; 

When  I  am  tempted  let  this  be  my  song- 
Cleansing  for  me,  cleansing  for  me. 
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Ada  Blenkhorn. 
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J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  A  -  gain   in  all  his  beauty  the  Lord  shall  come,  I'm  going  to  meet  my 

2.  How  glad  will  be  the  morning  when  I  shall  rise,  I'm  going  to  meet  rny 

3.  I'll  hear  the  trumpet  sounding  so  loud  and  clear,  I'm  going  to  meet  my 

4.  Will  you  be  glad  to  meet  him  on  that  great  day?  I'm  going  to  meet  my 

5.  With  shouting  and  hosannas  the  earth  shall  ring,  I'm  going  to  meet  my 
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Je - sus  by  and  by ; 
Je-sus  by  and  by; 
Je-sus  by  and  by; 
Je-sus  by  and  by; 
Je-sus  by  and  by; 


To  meet  his  faithful  children  and  call  them  home, 

To  meet  my  Saviour  coming  from  out  the  skies, 

The  day  is  not  far  distant,  'tis  drawing  near, 

He  bids  you  to  be  ready,  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  I  shall  soon  behold  him,  my  Lord,  my  King, 


I'm  going  to  meet  my  Je-  sus  by  and  by. 


Go      -      -      ing  by  and 

Going  to  meet  him  by    and 
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by, 

by,    by  and  by, 


Go      -      -      ing  by  and  by; 

Going  to  meet  him  by    and   by,  by  and  by; 
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I'll  be  there  to 


)y,  by  and  by;  j  ^ 
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answer  when  the  Saviour  calls,     Going  to  meet  him  by  and      by. 
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(fcoins  nuwg  Witlmtt  3t8M. 


Frank  A.  Brbck 


The  last  melody  by  Fkank  M    Davis. 
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1.  Are  you  go-  iug    a  -  way  without  Je  -  sus  to-night,    In    sor-  row  and 

2.  Are  you  go  -  iug     away  without  Christ  for  your  friend,  Whose  friendship  is 

3.  With    measure-  less  love  Je  -  sus    suffer'd  and  died     A     rau-  som   for 

4.  Oh,     do   not    re-ject  this  dear  Saviour  to-night,  He    longeth    to 

-*^>—  -  ft —m * 0.—. 0 m m m— rm- 
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darkness    a  -  lone, —  Ke-  fus  -  iug  his    of  -  fer    of    par-  don  and  light, 

last-  iug  and  true  ?  'Twill  strengthen  and  comfort,  'twill  guide  and  defend, 

sin-  ners,  one  day,        He  poured  out  his  love  in  that   wonder-  ful    tide 

give  you  his  rest;       Oh,  hark  to  his  voice,  hear  him  sweetly  in-  vite, 
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And  peace  that  you  nev  -  er  have  known  ? 
And  free  -  ly   'tis     offered     to       you.         Are  you   go 
That  washes   transgressions  a  -    way. 
Ke- pent  and  be   pardoned  and   blest.  Are  vou    g°-'ng    away?  Are  you 
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way  ?  ....  A  re  you  go      -      -      ing  a  -  way  ?  .  .  ,     Are  you  going  a  - 

go  -  ing    a-  way  ?  Are  you  go-  ing    away  ?  Are  you    go  -  ing   a-  way  ? 

IS     PS     (\    IN 


Z^-T-S— g— S— S— ^-^"r  0—0-4-4-£'-£-T0—0—»—0 »— #-r^_#_ ft 

tjTTZ- * — r — r — F n — tr-  -h — b — h — h '— r» — •— * — * » — P-  -| 1 r- 

*^-$ — >— y— v   i      y-^f —  ^—  '*>-{■&— y— y— i — g   g Tf — f — ;»■ 


y    u    u 


tf « tf J «* — #__L#_± <        #        0*0    .    0-*— 


way  without  Je- sus  to-night?  Are  you    go      -      -      ing    a 

Are    you     go  -  ing    a  -  way,  a 
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Coi>jri»ht,  lbl»,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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Shines.  .  .  the  pei'fectjheav'nly  clay, Where  the  blest  shall  dwell  forevermore. 


Shines  the  perfect  day, 
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perfect,  heav'nly  day,  ^*    ^ 
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"And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears."— Rev.  xxi :  4. 
Mrs.  Annir  E.  Thomson.  Frank  M.  Davis. 

Gently. 
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1.  There's  gain  for  all  our  loss  -  es, 

2.  There's  bliss  for  all  our  sigh  -  ing, 

3.  Then  smiles  for  all  our  weeping, 

4.  There's  love  for  all  our  long-  ing 
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By  and  by,  by  and  by;  There's  ease  from 

By  and  by,  by  and  by;     No  want,  or 

By  and  by,  by  and  by;  And  lov'd  ones 

By  and  by,  by  and  by;  Where  an-  gel 
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all  our  crosses,    By  and  by, 

pain  or   sighing,   By  and  by, 

lonely  sleeping,  By  and  by, 

hosts  are  thronging,  By  and  by, 
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by  and  by;  There's  freedom  from  each  care,  And 
by  and  by;   No  rugged  paths  we'll   go,     No 
by  and  by,  Shall  one  day  with  us    rise    To 
by  and  by;  With  golden  harps  we'll  sing  Glad 
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burdens  that  we  bear,  When  heav'n's  blest  joys  we'll  share,  By  and  by,  by  and  by. 

cherish'd  hope  laid  low,  No  wounded  spir-  it   know,        By  and  by,  by  and  by. 

glories  of  the  skies,Where  pleasure  never  dies,        By  and  by,  by  and  by. 

praise  to  Christ  our  King,  Till  heav'nly  Courts  sball  ring,  By  and  by,  by  and  by, 
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Sboon  X  gfjatl  l&iioto* 


C.  J.  B. 


Chas.  J.  Butler. 
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1.  I  do  not  know  why  trials  se-vere      Be  -  set     me   on    the  way, 

2.  I  do  not  know,  when  I  would  do     That  which    is  good  and  right, 

3.  I  do  not  know  why  oft 'round  me     My   hopes   all  hro- ken   lie, 

4.  I  do  not  know  why  friends  so  dear  Death's  hand  from  me  hath  torn, 
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And  why  dark  clouds  so    oft     ap  -  pear      To    hide    the  light    of   day. 

Why    e  -    vil     oft       is  pres-  ent     too,  And  there    displays  its  might. 

And  earth-  ly   treasures    oft       I       see  So  quick  -  ly  from  me    fly. 

Why  they're  not  left   my  heart   to   cheer,  Why   I've   their  loss   to  mourn. 
......  s. 
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CHOltUS. 
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But  I  shall  know,  shall  know  some  day,  When  from  earth's  scenes  I  pass  away; 
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Yes,  Christ  will  make  it  plain  to  me,  When  I    his  face     in   glo  -  ry   see. 
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m  HCttle  WW*  to  Wait. 


Charles  H.  Crandall. 
DUET. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  A  lit-  tie  while  to  wait  and  watch  and  wonder,  And  then  to  know    the 

2.  A  lit- tie  while  to  climb  life's  stormy  mountain,  And  then  to  see        the 

3.  A  lit- tie  while  to  say,  "not  mine,but  thy  way,"  And  then  to  won  -  der 
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spirit's  glad  release;  A  little  while  to  bear  thestrife  and  thunder,  And  then  to 
vale  with  beauty  rile;  A  little  waiting  by  the  barren  fountain,  And  then  to 
we  were  not  more  wise;    A  little  stumbling  in  the  dusty  highway,  And  then  the 
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hear  the  harmonies  of        peace, 
taste  the  living  streams  of     life, 
meadow-lands  of  Par-  a   -    dise. 


A  lit-  tie  while, 


a  lit-  tie 
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A  little  while, 
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while,  ...    A  little  while,  and     we     shall 
a  little  while, 
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A  little  while,  and  we  shall  go,  and  we  shall  go, 

P—P—t—x—s—P     *-r-0—0—0—0—0-    ' 


•VrT* 


home  with  Christ  in  heav'n  forever,  With  all  the  saints  eternal  joys  to  know. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle, 
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1.  Like    as      a    bird     at    eve  -  ning   Flies   to     its   mountain    nest, 

2.  When  with  life's  work  I'm  burdened,  When  with  life's  cares  I'm  pressed, 

3.  E'en   tho'    I   walk  thro'  sor  -  row,   Knowing  his   will     is      best, 
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So  may  my  heart  when  wea  -  ry      Lean   on     Je  -  s:is  and  rest.  .  .  . 

Soft- ly  there  comes  a     whisper,   "Lean   on     Je  -  sus  and  rest."    .  . 

I    will    without     a     murmur      Lean   on     Je  -  sus  and  rest.  .  .  . 

and   rest. 
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Lean  on  Je-  sus  and  rest, 


Lean  on   Je  -  sus  and  rest : 
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precious  rest; 
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O    soul,   so  burden'd  and  wea  -  ry,     Lean   on   Je  -  sus  and     rest. 
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4  No  spot  on  earth  so  precious, 
No  place  on  earth  so  blest, 
As,  when  I — nothing  doubting- 
Lean  on  Jesus  and  rest. 

Love  and  Praise,  Nos.  4,  3 — U 


5  And  when  at  last  life's  sunset 
Lights  up  the  golden  west, 
Then  will  my  soul  forever 
Lean  on  Jesus  and  rest. 
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Wt  SftaH  tie  Satiaffetr. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Some  day     we  shall  be    sat  -  is  -  fied,  IS     U 

2.  Some  day     we  shall  be    sat  -  is  -  fied, 

3.  Some  day     we  shall  be    sat  -  is  -  fied", 

i.  Some   day     we     shall     be     sat 
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When    in  his 

When  we  shall 

When  all  our 
is  -  fied,  When     in 
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likeness  we    ap-  pear, 
meet  him  face  to    face, 
burdens  are  laid  down, 

his  like-  ness    we 
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Shall  know  each  oth-  er     as  we're 
And  sing   with  an-  gels  round  the 
When  we  shall  stand  be  -  fore  the 

ap  -  pear,  Shall  know  each 
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known,  When  all  that's  dark  shall  be  made  clear.       V    "  ^ 

throne,  We're  sav'd,  we're  sav'd  from  sin  by  grace. 

Kinsr,  And  there  re-  ceive  the  promis'd  crown. 

other  as  we're  known,  When   all  that's  dark  shall  be  made  clear. 
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Sat  -  is-  fied,  we  shall  be  sat 


is-  fied,  Some  day  we  shall    be   sat  -  is 
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fied;  When  in  his  likeness  we  appear.  We  shall  be  sat-  isfied. 

|  be  sat-  isfied;  (/"~  I, 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oaiman,  Jr, 
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1.  Once  a    sin- ner  far  from  Je- sus,    I   was    perish-  ing  with  cold,  But  the 

2.  Tho'  the  world  may  sweep  around  me  with  her  dazzle  and  her  dreams,  Yet  I 

3.  Not  for  all  earth's  golden  millions  would  I  leave  this  precious  place,  Tho'  the 

4.  Here  the  sun   is  always  shining,  here  the  sky  is    always  bright,  'Tis  no 

5.  And   up  -  on  the  streets  of  glory,  when  we  reach  the  other  shore,  And  have 
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blessed  Saviour  heard  me  when  I  cried,  Then  he  threw  his  robe  around  me,  and  he 
en-  vy  not  her  vanities  and  pride,  For  my  soul  looks  up  to  heaven,  where  the 
tempter  to  persuade  me  oft  has  tried,  For  I'm  safe  in  God's  pavil-  ion,  happy 
place  for  gloomy  Christians  to  abide,  For  my  soul  is  fill'd  with  music  and  my 
safely  cross'd  the  Jordan's  rolling  tide,  You  will  find  me  shouting  "  Glory  "  just  out- 
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led    me    to    his  fold,    And  I'm  liv- ing  on  the  hal  -  le-lu-jah  side. 

golden  sunlight  gleams,  And  I'm  liv- ing  on  the  hal  -  le-lu-jah  side. 

in    his  love  and  grace,  And  I'm  liv- ing  on  the  hal  -  le-lu-jah  side. 

heart  with  great  delight,  And  I'm  liv- ing  on  the  hal  -  le-lu-jah  side. 

side  my  mansion  door,  Where  I'm  liv-  ing  on  the  hal  -  le-lu-jah  side. 
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ring  the  Saviour's  praises  far  and  wide,  For  I'veopen'd  up  t'ward  heaven  all  the 
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Harriet  E.  Jones. 
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J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  On  Calvary's  mountain  he  bought  me,  In  pit-  y  he  tenderly  sought  me, 

2.  I'm  glad  the  dear  Saviour  has  found  me,  And  led  from  the  thralldom  that  bound  me, 

3.  Oh,  bright  is  the  path  I'm  pursuing,  And  welcome  the  work  I  am  doing, 
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And  from  the  drear  byways  he  brought  me,  The  Saviour  who  loveth  my  soul; 

To  ever  with  mercies  surround  me,  The  Saviour  who  loveth  my  soul; 

And  rich  are  the  scenes  I  am  viewing,  Thro'  him  who  so  loveth  my  soul; 

-.      -^  .-_      ^«    .*.  .  my  soul; 
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With  Christ  the  Redeemer  to  love  me,  His  banner  of  crimson  a-  bove  me, 

Thro'  pastures  of  beauty  he  leads  me,With  manna  from  heaven  he  feeds  me, 

To   him  I  will  dai-  ly  be   clinging,  His  praises  be  joyful-  ly    singing, 
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Oh,  who  from  my  Lord  can  remove  me,  Who  holds  me  in  loving  control  ? 
And  calls  me  to  work  when  he  needs  me,  This  Saviour  who  holdeth  control. 
At  lastgather'd  sheaves  to  him  bringing,  Dwell  ever  beneath  his  control. 
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my  soul,  yes,  whole, 

He    lov-eth  my   soul Hie  blood  made  me  whole,  .  .  .   He 

^_  N  he    lov-  eth   my  soul,  ^_  S  my     sinful  heart  whole, 
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sought  me,he  found  me,His  mercies  surround  rue,  I'm  happy  beneath  his  control 
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Mtttwn&s  ©omforter* 


Jesse  P.  Tompkins. 


Chas.  Bbntlby. 
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1.  Bethany's  Comforter  comes  to  bless  In  the  dark  hour   of  deep  distress; 

2.  Bethany's  Comforter  weeps  with  me,  O- ver  the  faces    I     can- not  see, 

3.  Bethany's  Comforter  brings  a  balm,  Lo!  on  my  spirit  there  falls  a  calm; 

4.  Bethany's  Comforter  I  shall  see  When  in  the  dawning  the  mists  shall  flee; 

rs 


■0-  -0-  -0-  ■£■  -0-  I .      r  #•  -0-  -0^  *    -0- 

^.;     , j; 0 1 h- 1 1 1 r-0 5 0--— r 0 0 0 »—*#—# rj 0 ;    i- 


« 


U  U  1/  u 


^HK 


M/ie. 


* — ah  -±r — ^— I — tf-r 

*  4  ?J    *  J-' 


When  in  my  sorrow  his  face    I   see,  Then  all  the  darkening  shadows  flee. 
Tenderly  touches  my  pain  and  grief,  Bringing  the  promise  of  sweet  relief. 
When  in  life's  tempest  he  whispers, "  peace,"  Oh,  how  the  turbulent  billows  cease. 
In  that  bright  morning  beyond  the  gloom  I  shall  have  victo-  ry  o'er  the  tomb. 
Is  -0-  -0.  -0-     h 
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D.8. — Sunshine  or  shadow,  whatever  it  be,  Bethany's  Comforter  cometh  to  me. 
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Bethany's  Comforter,  light  in  the  gloom,  Promise  of  victo  -  ry  over  the  tomb; 
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Bou't  Hoott  at  tde  Wabts. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 


1.  Once  Pe-  ter  took  a   step  or  two   up-  on   the  rolling    sea,     For  he  saw 

2.  How  often  preachers  sow  the  seed  for  days  and  months  and  years,  And  yet  but 

3.  And  so  at  times  the  teacher  thinks  her  work  is  all  for  naught,  Because  her 

4.  And  so  the  Godly  parents  o'er  their  children  watch  and  pray,  And  strive  to 

5.  Then  struggle  on  and  faithful  be  un-  til  your  feet  shall  stand   Before  the 
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Je-  sus  walking  near  and  long'd  with  him  to  be,  But  soon  we  hear  him 
ver  -  y  lit-  tie  fruit  for  all  their  work  ap-  pears,  But  he  that  sows  thro' 
scholars  do  not  give  at  -  tention  as  they  ought,  But  some  of  them  may 
guide  their  youthful  feet  upon  the  nar-  row  way,  But  e  -  ven  tho'  they 
ri-  ver  you  must  ford  to  reach  the  promised  land,  But  do  not  fait  -  er 
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crying,  "save,  O  mighty  Jesus,  save,"  For  Peter  fast  was  sinking  when  he 

tears  shall  reap  sometime  the  fruit  he  craves,  If  he  does  not  grow  weary  when  he 

yet  go  forth  and  preach  that  Jesus  saves,  If  she  be  not  discouraged  when  she 

are  not  sav'd  till  you  lie  in  your  graves.  Just  give  them  all  to  Jesus  and  don't 

when  at  last  your  feet  the  Jordan  laves,  Just  step  upon  God's  promise  and  don't 
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D.8. — But  soon  you  will  be  sinking  if  you 
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look'd  at  the  wave.  Don't  look  at  the  waves,  don't  look  at  the,waves, 

looks  at  the  waves.  Walk  above  life's 

looks  at  the  waves. 

look  at  the  waves. 

look  at  the  waves. 
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look  at  the  waves 
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billows,  shouting"  Jesus  saves!"  Remember  whileyou're  faithful  God  your  path  way 
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ULttuna  Boater. 


Iksse  P.  Tompkins. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 
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1.  Bless-  ed  words  that  with  me  dwell,  Sweetly  spoken  at  the  well, 
2  Bless-  ed  words,  in  sweet  re  -  train,  Drink  and  uev-  er  thirst  a  -  gain, 
3.  Gushing  streams  that  nev- er  cease,     Bringing   ec-sta-cy  and  peace, 
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Where  our  Saviour    sat    one  day,      Resting,  wea-  ry    by    the    way. 

Wa  -  ter  from  the  fount  of  love,    From  the  crystal  streams  a-  bove. 

Thro'  the  vale   of  tears  and  woe,  Healing  streams  that  ev-  er     flow. 
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"  I     will  be  with-  in     thee,     A   well   of   wa-  ter,     a    well   of   water, 
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Spring    -     -    ing      up 

Springing    up,    yes,      springing      up, 
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in  -    to     ev  -    er  -  last  -  ing    life." 
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EMERY  CHURCH 

Who  is  not  familiar  with  the  soul  stirring 
tunes  by  the  Sainted  Sweney — think  of 
"  BeulahLand,"  "  The  New,  New  Song," 
"Sunshine  in  My  Soul,"  "More  About 
Jesus,"  etc.  Over  one  hundred  just  such 
pieces  in  manuscript  form  were  found  in 
his  folio,  most  of  these  will  be  given  to 

7fi|       the  people  in  his  book,  entitled,  "SONGS 

~]        OF  LOVE  AND  PRAISE,  No.  6."    To 

enjoy  this  rich  legacy,  send  for  a  copy 

kiy        of  this  collection.     It  contains  224  pages; 

[Wj       adapted  for  use  in  all  meetings. 

WJ         Price,  30  cents,  by  mail;  $25  per  hundred, 
rj?ij  by  express. 

SWENEY'S 
Anthem    Selections 

160  pages,  carefully  selected  gems  by 
Palmer,  Geibel,  Entwisle,  Sweney  and 
many  others.  Condensed  arrangements,  so 
as  to  be  easily  performed;  not  too  difficult 
for  most  volunteer  choirs. 
60  cents  per  copy,  by  mail ;  $5.00  per 
dozen,  by  express. 

The  Organ  Score 

Anthem  Book  No.  2 
By  Jno.  R.  Sweney  and  W.  /.  Kirkpatrick 

Same  size  and  style  as  No.  I. 
160  pages.    Solid  print,  yet  clear  and  easily 
read  type.    The  anthems  and  other  selec- 
tions are  of  the  best  for  church    choirs. 

60  cents,  by  mail ;  15.00  per  dozen, 
by  express 


Heyser's  Anthems 

A  collection  of  thirty  melodious,  prac- 
tical anthems  for  chorusor  quartet  choirs. 
Moderate  grade,  effective  and  full  of  char- 
acter. 

30c.  per  copy;  $3.00  per  doren,  postpaid. 


Anthems  and  Voluntaries 

FOR  THE  CHURCH  CHOIR 

By  Jno.  R.  Sweney  and  "Win.  J.  Kirkpatrick 

The  stand-by  of  anthem  books,  too  well 
and  favorably  known  to  require  descrip- 
tion. It  is  now  issued  in  two  sections. 
known  as  Section  1  and  Section  2. 

Price,  60c.  each,  by  mail ;  $5  per  dozen, 
not  mailed 


The  Gospel  Chorus 

FOR  MALE  VOICES 

By  Sweney,  Kirkpatrick  and  O'Kane 

Needs  but  to  be  known  and  your  male 
quartet  or  chorus  will  not  be  without  it. 
Nothing  but  vigorous  gospel  choruses, 
new  or  specially  arranged,  occupy  its 
pages. 

Price,  by  mail,  50c;  $5perdoz.,not  mailed 


Gabriel's  Anthems 

By  Chas.  H.  Gabriel 

Contains  71  available  pieces  for  church 
choirs.  The  work  of  this  well-known 
author  is  always  of  high  order;  his  anthem 
book  is  worthy  of  special  commendation. 

Price,  50c,  by  mail;  $5  per  doz.,  by  express 
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Copies  of  above  will  be  mailed  to  members  of  Music  Committees 
on  approval,  or  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  retail  price 

JOHN  J.  HOOD 


|8   PHILADELPHIA,  1024  Arch  St. 


CHICAGO,  38  Randolph  St. 
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pongg  of  praise  and  Victor*!). 


Rev.  M.  M.  Brabham. 


Victory  Everywhere. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICX. 


i 


H-J — #-* i- 


* 


s 


I     I 


•m-     §*^ 


1.  Chris- tian  sol  -  diers,  why  dis-ruayed  ?  Why  let  Sat  -  an    make  a  -  fraid? 

2.  E  -  vil  arm  -  ies    in      their  might  Gather  'round  and  push   the   fight ; 

3.  Armed  and  strengthened  by  his  grace,    We  shall  win   in     ev  -    'ry   place; 

4.  See    our  foe^,   a  -   way   they    fly,      Je  -  sus  Christ  is    com  -  ing  nigh  ; 
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Je  -  sus  Christ  our  cap  -  tain      is,       And     the  triumph  must  be    his. 
Loud  and  fierce  they  raise  their  cry,      But      be  -  fore  our  Lead  -  er    fly. 
Earth  with  hell  in     vain   com- bines,     Vic  -  fry   on   our  ban  -  ner  shines. 
Death  and  sin    be  -  fore    him   fall,    Crown  him  Vic  -  tor     o  -  ver    all ! 
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Vic-to-ry,   vic-to-ry     ev-'ry-  where,  Christ  our  Lord  shall  triumph  here! 
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Raise  your  voices    high  as  heav'n  ;  Vic-to-ry,  vic-to-ry  shall  be  giv'n. 
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Let  Jesus  Coma  inio  four  Ilenrt. 

C.  H.  M.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris 
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If  you  are  tired  of  the  load  of  your  sin,  Let  Jesus  come  in-to  your 

If  '  tis  for  pur  -  i-  ty  now  that  you  sigh,  Let  Jesus  come  in-to  your 

If  there's  a  tempest  your  voice  cannot  still,  Let  Jesus  come  in-to  your 

If  friends,  once  trusted,  have  proven  untrue,  Let  Jesus  come  in-to  your 


heart; 
heart; 
heart ; 
heart ; 
5.  If  you  would  join  the  glad  songs  of  the  blest,  Let  Jesus  come  in-to  your  heart ; 
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If  you  desire    a  new  life  to  be-  gin,   Let 

Fountains  for  cleansing  are  flowing  near  by,  Let 

If  there's  a  void  this  world  never  can  fill,  Let 

Find  what  a  Friend  he  will  be  unto  you,  Let 

If  you  would  enter  the  mansions  of  rest,  Let 
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Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
Je-sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
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Just    now,  your  doubtings  give  o'er  ;  Just 
Just    now,    my  doubtings  are  o'  er  ;    Just 


now,    re  -  ject  him  no  more  ; 
now,    re  -  ject  -  ing   no  more  j 
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Just  now,  throw  o  -  pen  the  door  ;  Let  Je-  sus  come  in-to  your  heart. 
Just  now,      I       o  -  pen  the  door         And  Jesus  comes  into  my     heart. 
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Are  You  Coming  to  the  Feast? 
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I.  N.  M. 


I.  N.  McHoaB. 


1.  There's   a    feast    now    a-  wait-ing,   pre-pared  by    lov-  ing  hands,  In  the 

2.  Come,    for    all    things  are  read-  y,    why  will  you  stay  a  -  way  ?  Hear  the 

3.  'Tis         a     feast    ev  -   er-  last-  ing,    a  -  bun-dan t, rich  and  free,  Thro'  the 
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midst  of 
kind    in  - 
blood  of 


the  banquet,  the    gen-  tie  Saviour  stands;  Then  no  Ion- ger    go 
vi  -  ta-tion,    O    come,  without  de-lay ;  'Tis  the  day      of     sal  - 
the  Sav-iour,  an       o  -  pen  door  we  see ;  Come  and  wear  the  white 
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rov-ing    o'er    des-erts  bare  and  wild,  See!  the  Fa-ther  now  is  wait-ing    to 

va-tion  why  will  you  lon-ger  roam  ?  There's  a  mansion  now  preparing,  for 

raiment,  the  wedding  garment  fair,  And  the  Lord  and  all  his  an-gela   will 
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greet  his  wea-iy  child.  You're  in-vit  -  ed, are   you  com-ing  ?.. 

you  in  yon-derhome. 

bid  you  welcome  there.  to  the  feast,  to  the  feast, 


O    ac-  cept  the  in  -  vi  -  ta-tion,  all  things  are  ready ,come  ; 

See  the  Fa-ther  now  is  wait-ing  to    {Omit.)  welcome  wand'rers home. 
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*  A  Blessing  in  Prayer. 

E.  E.  Hewitt.  Wsi.  7.  Kirkpatbick. 


1.  There  is  rest,  sweet  rest,  at  the  Master's  feet,  There  is  fa  -  vor  now   at  the 

2.  There  is  grace  to  help  in  our  time  of  need,  For  our  Friend  above  is    a 

3.  When  our  songs  are  glad  with  the  joy  of  life,  When  our  hearts  are  sad  with  its 

4.  There  is  per- feet  peace  tho'  the  wild  waves  roll ;  There  are  gifts  of  love  for  the 
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mer  -  cy   seat,   For   a  -  ton  -  ing  blood  has  been  sprinkled  there ;  There  is 

Friend  in  -  deed,  We  may  cast   on    him    ev  -  'ry    grief  and  care ;  There  is 

ills   and  strife,  When  the  powers     of  sin  would  the  soul  ensnare,There  is 

seek -ing  soul,  Till  we  praise  the  Lord   in     his  home   so   fair;  There  is 
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al  -  ways  a  blessing,    a  blessing  in  pray'r.  There's  a  blessing  in  pray'r,  in  be- 
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lieving  pray'r ;  When  our  Saviour'3  name  to  the  throne  we  bear,  Then  a  Father'a 
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love  will  re-ceive  us  there;  There  is  al-ways  a  blessing,  a  blessing  in  pray'r. 
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Just,  a  Little  Sunshine.  5 

E.  Hewitt.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  Just     a     lit-  tie  sun-shine  ev  -  'ry  where  we  go,        O  -  ver  darkened 

2.  Like  the  bless- ed  Mas  -  ter,     in    this  life,  are  we      Sent    to  com- fort 

3.  Just     a     lit-  tie  sun-shine  makes  the  ros-es  grow,     In     the  bar-ren 
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path  -  ways,  rays  of  bless  -  ing  throw ;  Gold  -  en  rays  of  glad  -  nesa 
oth  -  ers,  pub  -  lish  lib  -  er-ty;  Will  -  ing  hands  out-reach  -ing, 
plac  -   es,    fiow'rs  be  -  gin      to  show ;     Lift    the  clouds  of    sor  -  row, 
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from    a   lov-mg  heart  Help  the  world  to  brighten;   let    us    do  our  part. 

strengthen-ing  the  weak,    In     the  name  of  Je  -  sus,   con  -  so  -  la-  tion  speak. 

cheer  the  hour  o)  gloom,  Fruits  of  grace  will  ri-  pen    for  im-mor-tal  bloom. 


IV-     m-  0 


ife5SSE^^?^ESI 


-y-T 


-w^—+—f_  •  g 


t3f=frj=te=$r 


~f=- 


Zfrr^y^jg^-jg; 


^zz^: 


f 


Z).)?. — Tell  -  ing  love's  sweet  story,    ev  -  'ry  where  we  go. 


Chorus. 


i 


fc*= 


»— r— g 


-N— fafc 


-iV 


^=-^T~^ 


^=: 


3z=^^rz^=zt 


-m-    » — *-4- 


Sunshine,  sunshine,  just   a    lit  -  tie  sunshine,  Bear-ing  heavenly  gladnesa 
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through  this  world  below ;   Sun-shine,  sun-shine,  just    a     lit  -  tie  sun-shine, 
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Doing  His  Will. 


C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Just   to  trust  in  the  Lord,  just  to  lean  on  his  word,  Just  to  feel     I  am 

2.  When  roy  way  darkest  seems'  when  are  blighted  my  dreams,  Just  to  feel  that  the 

3.  Then  my  heart  will  be  light,  then  my  path  will  be  bright,  If  I've  Je-sus  for 


his    ev-'ry  day ;        Just  to  walk  by  his  side  with  the  Spirit  to  guide,  Just  to 

Lord  knoweth  best;    Just  to  yield  to  his  will,  just  to  trust  and  be  still,  Just  to 

my  dearest  friend;  Counting  all  loss  but  gain,  such  a  friend  to  obtain,  True  and 
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fol  -  low  where  he  leads  the  way. 
lean  on  his  bos  -  om  and  rest, 
faith  -  ful  he'll  be    to    the    end. 
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Just  to   say  what  he  wants  me  to 
what    he 
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And  be  still  when  he  whispers  to 


say,  And  be  still  when  he  whispers  to        me, Just  to 

wants  me   to  say,  ,  when  he  whis-pers  to   me ; 
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go  where  he  wants  me  to  go, Just  to  be  what  he  wants  me  to  be. 

where  he  wants  me  to  go, 
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Riches  in  Glory! 


Mrs.  F.  G.  Burroughs. 
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1.  Rich-es  in  glo  -  ry,       O  what    a  thought !  Je  -  sus' own  blood  this 

2.  Rich-es  in  glo  -  ry,       O  what    a   store!  Treasures  the  soul    can 

3.  Rich-es  in  glo  -  ry      for  you  and  me,    What    a      de-light  the 

4.  Rich-es  in  glo  -  ry  faith  hath  bro*t  nigh,  E'en  now  we  boast  the 
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wealth  for  us  bought;  He  became  poor  so    wemightbe  made  Heirs  to  the 
nev-er    de-plore  ;E'en  while  we  bear  the  cross  and  its  shame,  Riches    in 
vis-ions  we  see!    Pil-grims  to-day    as  strangers  we're  known,  While  unto 
portion  on  high,   Bless-ed  this  taste  of      all  that  shall  be,  When  in  his 
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joy  that  nev  - 
glo  -  ry  glad  - 
God  we're  heirs 
beau  -  ty       Je  - 
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glo  -  ry!     riches   in  glo  -  ry!  Roy-al  sup-ply  ourwantstoex-ceed. 
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8  Tell  the  Glad  Story  Abroad. 

Rbv.  H.  J.  Zellet„  Psalm  48 :  13.  H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  Have  you,  my  dear  brother,  been  res-  cued  from  sin  ?    Is   Christ  the  Re- 

2.  Are  you,  my  dear  brother  washed  whiter  than  snow  ?  And  now  does  the 

3.  Does  Christ,  my  dear  brother,  within  you  now  reign  ?  And  sin  -  ful  en- 

4.  Is     Christ,  my  dear  brother,  now  walking  with  you  ?  And  does   he  di- 


deem  -  er  a-  biding  within  ?  Would  you  help  some  oth-  ers  salvation  to  win  ? 

cleansing  blood  over  you  flow  ?  And  would  you  have  others  the  same  joy  to  know  ? 

joyments  do  you  now  disdain  ?  O   would  you  help  others   a  heav-  en  to  gain  ? 

rect  in  all  things  that  you  do  ?  O  would  you  have  others  en  -  joy  Je-  sus  too  ? 
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Then  tell    the  glad  sto-  ry      a 
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broad.         O     tell   the  glad  sto- ry,  O 


tell  what  you  know,  That  sinners  find  cleansing  in   Cal-  Vary's  flow,  And 
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ev'  ry  heart  may  be  made  whiter  than  snow,  O  tell  the  glad  sto-  ry    a  -  broad. 
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I  Must  Tell  Jesus. 
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E.  A   H. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hofpmaw. 
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1.  I  must  tell  Je  -  sus 

2.  I  must  tell  Je  -  sus 

3.  Tempted  and  tried  I 

4.  O  bow  the  world  to 
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all    of    my    tri  -  als;      I    can-not 
all    of    my  trou-bles;  He    is      a 
need  a  great  Sav  -  iour,  One  who  can 
e  -  vil    al  -  lures  me  !      O  how  my 


bear  these 
kind,  com  - 
help    my 
heart    is 
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bur-dens  a  -  lone; 
pass-ion-ate  Friend; 
burdens  to   bear; 
tempted  to    sin  ! 
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In  my  dis-tress  he  kindly  will  help  me;    He  ev-er 
If    I  but  ask   him,  he  will  de-liv  -  er,  Make  of  my 
I  must  tell  Je-sus,    I  must  tell  Je  -  sus;   He  all  my 
I  must  tell  Je-sus,  and  he  will  help  me      O-ver  the 
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loves     and     cares  for  his  own. 

trou  -  bles  quick-ly     an  end. 

cares    and    sor-rows  will  share, 

world  the    vie  -  fry  to  win. 
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Je  -  sus !    I  must  tell  Je  -  sus  !   Je-sus  can  help  me,    Je-sus  a  -  lone. 
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0  Blessed  Rest. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Rev.  B.  C.  Lippincott,  Jr. 
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1.  O    bless- ed    rest 

2.  O     bless- ed     rest 

3.  O     bless- ed     rest 


in  Je  -  sus!  There's  no  oth  -  er  half  so  sweet, 
in  Je  -  sus!  Let  me  lin  -  ger  at  his  side, 
in    Je  -  sus!   How  it    cheers  me,  day  by  day! 
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As    the  peace    he  free  -  ly  gives  me,  When  I      tar  -  ry   at      his  feet. 

While   I      tell    him  all     my  sorrows.  And  my  joys    to  him    con-fide. 

For    he  strengthens  me  for  du  -  ty,     And  for    serv  -  ice,    by  the  way, 
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There  I    tell     the  sins  that  grieve  me,  And  his  tones  like  dew-drops  fall; 
He    will  nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  wea-ry,     For  he  waits  to  an -swer  pray'r; 
And   he    tells  me  of     thecit-y  Where  they  need  no  star,   no  sun; 
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Fear  ye    not,  for  I've  redeemed  thee,  There  is  cleansing 

And  he   whis-pers  that  he  loves  me,  That    he  car-eth 

There  he'll  give   me  joy  -  ful  welcome,  When  my  earthly 
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for  them  all." 
for   my  care, 
work  is  done. 
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.D.  &     heart  to  heart  with  Je-sus,  What  a    bless-ed,  bless  -  ed  rest! 


Chorus. 


»hv 


l=^: 


3fe-= 


M 


1 


O  bless-ed,  bless  -  ed  rest!  Leaning  on 
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He  Hideth  My  Soul. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRlCK. 
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1.  A   won-der-ful   Sav-iour    is     Je  -  sus  my  Lord,     A  won  -  der-ful 

2.  A  -won-der-ful   Sav-iour    is     Je  -  sus  my  Lord,    He  tak  -  eth  my 

3.  With  num-ber-less  bless-ings  each  mo  -  ment  hecro  wns,  And  fiU'd  with  his 

4.  When  clothed  in  his  brightness  trans-port- ed  I     rise      To  meet  him  in 
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Sav-iour  to  me, 

bur -den  a   -  way, 

ful  -  ness  di  -  vine, 

clouds  of  the  sky, 


He  hid  -  eth  my  soul   in    the  cleft    of  the  rock, 
He  hold -eth  me   up,  and    I    shall  not  be  moved, 
I     sing    in  my  rap-ture,  O,   glo  -  ry    to   God 
His  per -feet  sal  -  va-  tion,  his  won-der-ful  love, 
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Where  ri  v-ers  of  pleasure  I     see.         He  hideth  my  soul  in  the  cleft  of  the  rock, 
He      giv-ethmestrengthasmyday. 
For  such    a  Re-deem-eras  mine. 
I'll  shout  with  the  millions  on  high. 
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That  shad-ows  a  dry,  thirsty  land;  He  hidethmy  life  in  the  depths  of  his  love, 
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And  cov-ers  me  there  with  his    hand,     And  cov-ers  me  there  withhis  hand. 
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He's  with  Me  all  the  Time. 

M.  D.  KIRKPATRICK. 


■  g=     |    .  —  .  .  | — -•T-r-rTT~r=£=fc 


1 


-Z5<- 


:g.  -J.         -g-        -^        -#■ 


1.  My  soul  is  full  of  gladness,  My  heart  is  fall  of  song;  My  loving  Friend,  my 

2.  I  hold  the  hand  of  Jesus,  He  keeps  mesafealway;  Thro'  unknown  paths  he 

3.  I  walk  in  hrightest  sunshine,  That  shines  along  the  way,  It  is  the  smile  of 

4.  I   hear  the  soft-est  mu-sic,  Like  the  bells  of  silver  chime,  It  is  the  voice  of 
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Chorus. 
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us,      Is  with  me  all  day  long. 

guides  me,  He's  with  me  all  the  day. 

Je  -  sus,  He's  with  me  all  the  day. 

Je  -  sus,  He's  with  me  all  the  time, 
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He's  with  me   all    the  day    He's 
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with  me  all  the  time:     My  loving  Friend, my  Jesus,  He's  withmeall  t 
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the  time. 
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1.  In  the  blood  from  vhe  cross  I  have  been  wash'd  from  sin;  But    to  be 

2.  Day  by  day,   hom   by  hour  Blessings  are  sent  to  me;  But  for  more 

3.  Near  to  Christ  I  would  live,  Following  him  each  day;      "What  I  ask 

4.  Now  I  have  peace,  sweet  peace,  While  in  this  world  of  sin;   But  to  pray 
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free  from  dross  Still  I  would  en-ter      in. 

of   his  pow'r  Ev-er  my  pray'r  shall  be. 

he  will  give,    So  then  with  faith  I  pray, 
I'll  not  cease   Till  I  am  pure  with  -  in. 


Deep-eryet,  deep-er  yet, 
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In-to  the  crimson  flood ;  Deeper  yet,  deeper  yet,  Under  the  precious  blood. 
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Fanny  J.  CrooBy. 


Hear  and  Answer  Prayer 
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am  pray-ing  bless -ed  Sav-iour,  To    be  more    and  more  like  thee; 
am  pray-ing  bless- ed  Sav-iour,  For    a    faith     so  clear  and  bright 
am  pray-ing    to     be  humbled  By    the  power  of  grace  di  -  vine, 
am  pray-ing,  bless-ed  Sav-iour,  And  my  eon-stant  pray'r  shall  be 


j » #- — g — — i — [— I 0 a1 P-l — I- 


am  pray-ing  that  thy  Spir  -  it  Like    a  dove    may  rest    on     me. 
That  its    eye  will  see   thy  glo  -  ry  Thro'  the  deep  -  est,  dark -est  night. 
To    be  clothed  up-on  with  meekness,  And  to  have     no   will  but  thine. 
For    a    per  -  feet  eon  -  se  -  cra-tion,  That  shall  make  me  more  like  thee. 
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Chorus. 
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Thou  who  know-est  all    my  weakness,  Thou  who  knowest  all  my  care, 
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While  I  plead  each  precious  promise,  Hear,  O  hear    and  an -swer  prayer. 
~&~    *■&"    -&*    m&~ 
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L.E.  J. 


Praise  His  Holy  Name. 


L.  E.  Jones, 
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1.  Praise  the  Lord  forev-  er,    tell  his  love  to  men,  Sing,  O  earth,  his  glo-  ry, 

2.  Praise  him  for  his  goodness,  let  the  cho-  rus  ring,  By      a    life    of  serv-  ice 

3.  Praise  the  Lord  with  gladness,  shout  aloud  for  joy,  Tell-ing  of   his  mercies 
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swell  the  glad  re  -  frain  ;  Once  for  sin  he  suffered,  life-blood  free-  ly  gave, 
crown  him  Prince  and  King ;  He  will  keep  his  children  free  from  sin  and  woe, 
should  each  tongue  employ  :    He  hath  borne  the  burden,  carried  ev-  'ry  sin, 
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Choeus. 
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Yet  to-day  he  lives  the  lost  of  earth  to  save. 
He  will  guide  them  safely  ev'  ry  where  they  go. 
That  a  rest  eternal  all  his  loved  might  win. 
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Praise hisho-ly 

Praise  his  holy  name, 
I       I       I       I       I 
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name, 
praise  his  holy  name, 
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Praise hisho-ly    name, 

Praise  his  holy  name,  O      praises  his  holy  name, 


fr^iffm  d^ 
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O  praise  him, 


O  praise  him, 


ho-  ly  name. 

Praise his  holy  name, Praise. . . . .  .the  Saviour"  s  name. 

Praise  his  holy  name.praise  his  holy  name, Praise  his  holy  name.O  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 
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O  praise  him. 


W.  C.  Agar. 


My  Saviour  Face  to  Face. 
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Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  I     am  glad     I  found  the  Sav-iour,  for  he  makes  my  heart  rejoice,  Audi 

2.  Yes,    I    know  he    ev  -  er  loves  me,  dai-ly  guides  my  erring  feet,  And  I'm 

3.  When  life's  sun  is    slow-ly  setting,  twilight  shadows  veil  the  sky,  And  I'm 

4.  When  I  tread  the  crys-tal  pavement   of  the  new  Je-ru-sa-lem,  Where  my 
_       _      H«-  ,    fe#-    «*•-■*•  <#•  #•  # 
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feel  within  my  soul  his  saving  grace;     But  I  want  to  talk  with  Jesus  hear  his 
resting  in  his  tender,  fond  embrace;   But  I  want  to  know  him  better,  and  my 
near  the  ending  of  life's  weary  race;  In  my  heart  will  be  this  longing,  none  but 
Saviour  has  prepared  for  me  a  place;  Where  the  angel  choirs  are  singing  praise  and 

♦•      -(2.                                  .£.  fi-ff.     +. 
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lov-  ing,  gen  -  tie  voice,    I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to    face. 

dear  Re-deem-er  meet,    I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to    face. 

Christ  can   8at  -  is  -  fy,        I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to    face. 

glo-ry     to    the  Lamb,  O  then  I'll  see  my  Savionr  face  to    face. 
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D.  S. — ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  throne,  I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to  face. 

see  my  Saviour  face  to  face. 
Chorus.  k 
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O    I  want  to  see  my  Saviour  face  to  face,  Who  hath  loved  me  and  re- 

(Last  v. — 0       then  I'll  see,  etc.)  see   my  Saviour  face  to  face, 
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deemed  me  by  his  grace,  In  his  kingdom,  crowned  with  glory  on  his 

and  redeemed  me  by  hisgrace; 
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Conquerors  Through  the  Blood. 


Mrs.  C.  H.M. 
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Rom.  8 :  37. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Conquerors  and  overcomers  now  are  we,  Thro'  the  precious  blood  of  Christ  we've 

2.  In  the  name  of  Israel's  God  we'llonward  press  Overcoming  sin  and  all  uu  - 

3.  Un- to  him  that  overcometh  shall  be  given  Here  to  eatof  "hidden  manna" 


vie-  to  -  ry,  If  the  Lord  be  for  us,  we  can  nev-er  fail ;  Nothing 'gainst  his 
right-eous-ness;  Not  to  us,  but  un-to  him  the  praise  shall  be  For  sal-va-tion 
sent  from  heav'n ;  Over  yonder  he  the  victor's  palm  shall  bear  And  a  robe  of 


mighty  pow'r  can  e'er  prevail.  1  Con 
and  for  blood-bought  victory.    V 
white  and  golden  crown  shall  wear.  J  Conquerors  are  we, 


querors  are  we, 


conquerors  are  we, 
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blood;     thro' the  blood- 
thro'  the  blood,         thro'  the  blood, 


God  will  give usvic-to- 
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God  will  give 
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ry,  thro'  the 

vic-to-ry, 
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blood,         thro'  the  blood,         Thro'  the  Lamb  for  sinnersslain,  Yet  who  lives  and 

thro'  the  blood,  thro'  the  blood, 

!         Nil 
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Conquerors  Through  the  Blood  .--Concluded,  17 
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reigns  again,  More  than  conquerors  are  we,  More  than  conquerors  are  we. 
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No,  Not  One. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr, 

Sloiv,  and  with  feeling. 


Geo.  C.  Hugg. 
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1.  There's  not    a  friend  like  the  low- ly     Je-sus, 

2.  No  friend  like  him  is    so    high  and    ho-ly, 

3.  There's  not   an  hour  that  he    is     not  near  us, 

4.  Did     ev  -  ersaint  find  this  Friend  forsake  him  ? 

5.  Was  e'er    a    gift  like   the  Sav-iour  giv-en? 
N     N 
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No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,   not  one!  no,  not  one! 


Nor„e  else  could  heal  all  our  soul's  dis-eas-es, 
And  yet  no  friend  is  so  meek  and  low-ly, 
No  night  so  dark  but  his  love  can  cheer  us, 
Or  sin  -  ner  find  that  he  would  not  take  him  ? 
Will  he  re-fuse  us  a  home  iu  heav-en? 
■0-    -0-.    .  rs    n 
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No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No,  uot  one!  no.  not  one! 
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D.  S.  -There's  not  a  friend  like  the  low-ly   Jesus,      No,  not  one!     no,  not  one! 


Chorus 


Je-sus  knows  all  a-bout  our  struggles.  He  will  guide  till  the  day 


s  done; 
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Ida  L.  Reed 


Blessed  Hiding. 

Ps.  91 :  1. 


H.  L.  GlLMOTTR. 
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1.  In  the  shadow  of  thy  wings,  dearest  Saviour,  Shall  the  wea-  ry  and   the 

2.  In  the  shadow  of  thy  wings,  dearest  Saviour,  There's  a  peaceful  rest  so 

3.  There  is  rest,  yes, sweetest  rest,  dearest  Saviour,  'Neath  the  shadow  of    thy 

4.  In  the  shadow  of  thy  wings,  dearest  Saviour,  With  the  sorrows  of    our 
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weak  find  rest ;  While  the  waves  are  dashing  high  we  are  hid  -  ing  In     the 

calm  and  sweet ;  There  is   rest   for  all  the  weary  and  the  wayworn,  In    thy 

wings  for    all ;    There  is  room  for  each  and  all   of    thy  chil  -  dren  Who  will 

earth- life  o'er  ;  We  s  shall  rest  with  thee,  O  Lord,  then  forev-  er,  And  we' 11 
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Chorus. 
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shel-  ter  of  thy  love  so    blest. ,      Hid    -    -    ing,    blessed  hid    -    -    ing, 
love  there  i3    a   joy  complete.  I 

list  -  en    to  thy  lov-  ing  call.  J  Hidi      blessed  hidi       In  the  shelter  of  th   love 
meet  the  lov  d  ones  gone  before.  J      +.  -mm  •  -#-       -M- 
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In    the  shel-  ter  of  thy  love  so    blest ;      Hid     -    -    -     ing,        we  are 

Hiding,  we   are  hiding,  While  the 
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hid     -     -  ing,    While  the  waves  are  dash-  ing  high    we  have  rest, 

waves  are  dashing  high, 
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Save  One. 
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£.  E.  Hbwiit. 


Wj|.  J.  KlRKPATRlCK. 
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1.  Out  in    the  break-ers  are  per  -  ish  -  ing  souls,  Save  one,  save  one, 

2.  Out  in     the  dark-ness    of  sin's  aw  -  ful  night,  Save  one.  save  one; 

3.  Out  on    the  mountain    so    sad  -  ly      a  -  stray,  Save  one,  save  one; 

4.  Loved  ones  or  strangers,  who-e'er  they  may  be,     Save  one,  save  one; 
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Out  where  the  cur-rent    of    sin   mad  -  ly  rolls,   Save  one,  save  one. 

Tell  them    of    Je  -  sns,  and  lead  to    the  light,  Save  one,  save  one. 

From  the  sweet  home  laud  so  far,  far    a  -  way,   Save  one,  save  one. 

Go     in    his  Spir  -  it  who  saves  you  and  me,   Save  one,  save  one. 
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Chorus. 


Pit- y    the  per  -  ish -ing,  La-  bor  and  pray;  Has-ten    to     res-cue  them, 
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Save  one  to-day,  Then  in  your  heart  will  be  heaven  begun,  Save  one,  save  one. 
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Refreshing.    S.  M. 


WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Come,  Lord,  and    let   Thy  pow'r    On  each       and    all   de  -  scend,  While 

2.  Come,  Lord,  and    let   Thy  pow'r    Eachtho't     of      self  re-move;    And 

3.  Our   wait    -    ing, long-ing  eyes,    Are  look  -  ing   up     to   Thee;        O 

4.  Come,  Lord,  Thy  pow'r  a  -  lone     The  work       of    grace  can   do;     Now 

5.  Be     ours,     with  fer  -  vent   zeal,  Thy  blood-stain'd  cross  to   bear;  Till 


gather'd    in 
may  we  feel 
may  we,   in 
let      it     con 
at     Thy  feet 


Thy 
as 
Thy 
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ho  -  ly  name, 
ne'er  be- fore 
smil-ing  face, 
crate   to  Thee 

lay    it  down, 
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Be  -   fore 
Thy  pure 
Our      Fa  - 
Our  hearts 
A      crown 


Thy  throne  we  bend, 
and  per  -  feet  love, 
ther's  glo  -  ry     see. 

and  lives   a  -  new. 

of    life      to     wear. 
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Refrain. 
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Re- fresh    our   wait- ing   souls,     Our  fee    -    ble  faith  in  -  spire,   And 
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tar     touch  our  hearts  With  coals 


of      sa-cred      fire. 
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Rbv.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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A.  J.  Showaltbr. 
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1.  What  a      fel-low-ship,  what  a    joy    di-vine,  Lean-ing  on     the  ev  -  er  - 

2.  O   how  sweet  to  walk   in  this  pil-grim  way,  Lean-ing  on     the  ev  -  er  - 

3.  What  have  I  to  dread,  what  have  I     to  fear,  Lean-ing  on     the  ev  -  er  - 
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What  a    hless  -  ed-ness,  what     a     peace 
O     how  hright  the  path  grows  from   day 


is  mine, 
to  day,  _ 


have  bless  -  ed  peace  with   my   Lord      so  near, 
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Lean  -  ing  on  the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms. 
Lean  -  ing  on  the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms. 
Lean  -  ing      on      the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms. 


Lean 


ing, 


Lean-ing    on    Je  -  sus, 
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Lean    -      ing,         lean    -    ing,       Lean-ing  on  the  ev  -  er  -  last-ing  arms. 
Lean-ing  on  Je-sus,    lean-ing  ou  Je-sus, 
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0,  How  I  Love  Him. 


W.J.  K. 


WM.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  I   have  found  a     pre- cious  Friend,  On  whose  Wordmy  hopes  de-pend  : 

2.  When  beneath  Je- ho  -  vah's  frown   My  crush'd  heart  was  sinking  down, 

3.  When  I  struggled  all      in     vain,     Peace  and  par-don   to        ob  -  tain, 

4.  When  the  tempter's  pow'r  assail' d,    And  mycour-agewell    nigh  fail'd, 

5.  WhenI  sought  toknow  His  will,      Ev  - 'ry  pur-pose  to        ful  -    fil, 
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Je  -  sus,Sav-iour,  Brother       too,      Ev  -  er  faith  -  ful,   ev    -   er   true. 
Je  -  sus  heard  my  plaintive    cry,      Came  and  bro't  sal  -  va  -  tion  nigh, 
Je  -  sus  came  to     my     re  -  lief,      Bore  my  weight  of  sin       and  grief. 
Je  -  sus  brought  His  armor  bright,  Made- me   Vic-tor   by      His  might. 
Je  -  sus  took   me     by   the   hand,    Led    me    up     to   Beu  -  lah  Land. 
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Chorus 
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best,  my  dear  -  est  Friend ! 
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Now,  when  waves  of  care  and  woe 
Come  my  soul  to  overthrow, 
Jesus  in  His  arms  of  love 
Lifts  me,  bears  me  fai  above. 

Now  I'll  magnify  His  name, 
His  great  goodness  I'll  proclaim ; 
In  my  heart  He  comes  to  stay, — 
Keeps  me,  saves  me,  day  by  day. 
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Some  Sweet  Day. 

'  The  hour  is  coming."— John  v.  26, 
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Arthur  W.  French 
Moderato. 


D.  B.  Towner.     By  per. 


1.  We  shall  reach  the    riv  -  er    side 

2.  We  shall  pass    in  -  side  the    gate 

3.  We  shall  meet  our  loved  and  own 


Some  sweet  day, 
Some  sweet  day, 
Some  sweet,  day, 


some  sweet  day; 
some  sweet  day; 
some  sweet  day; 


We  shall  cross  the  storm -y  tide  Some  sweet  day, 
Peace  and  plen  -  ty  for  us  Wait  Some  sweet  day, 
Gath'ring  round  the  great  whi£e  throne  Some  sweet  day, 
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some  sweet  day; 
some  sweet  day; 
some  sweet  day; 
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We  shall  press   the  sands    of    gold,    While  be -fore     our  eyes   un-fold 

We  shall  hear  the   wondrous  strain,    Glo  -  ry     to  the  Lamb  that's  slain, 
By      the    tree    of     life      so     fair,       Joy   and  rap  -  ture    ev  -  'ry-  where, 
Is       Jfc    -.--#--  .      fe    ^        +•"  -#-..-■#-•  X    -f=z- 
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Heav  -  en's  splen-dors,  yet   un-told,    Some  sweet  day,    some  sweet  day. 

Christ  was  dead,    but  lives    a  -  gain,    Some  sweet  day,    some  sweet  day. 

O      the   bliss    of     o  -  ver  there  !  Some  sweet  day,    some  sweet  day. 
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Whisp'ring  in  My  Heart. 


JU 


$=±=F& 


J.  B.  Mackat. 


i 


4>4-4-4 


i 


:^£ 


-N— N- 


4-^--*— S1 


* — i — *- 


-"it 


fflEEj 


1.  Jesus  found  me  wand'ring,  Far  from  him  a-stray,  Ten-der-ly  he  led    me 

2.  I  can  hear  him  whisper,  When  my  soul  is  tried, ' '  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee ; 

3.  Would  you  hear  the  Saviour's  Gentle  voice  within?  Now,  while  he  is  call-ing, 
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To  the  shining  way;  Words  of  peace  he  whis-pered,  Bade  my  fears  de-part ; 

I    am  at  thy  side."  When  the  foe    as  -  sails    me,     Jesus  takes  my  part ; 

Leave  the  path  of  sin.  Peace  that  pass- eth  knowledge  Freely  he'll  im-part ; 
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0  'twas  sweet  to  hear  him  Whisp'ring  in  my  heart.  \ 

1  re  -  joice  to  hear  him  Whisp'ring  in  my  heart.  >  Whisp'ring,  whisp'ring, 
You   to-day  may  hear  him  Whisp'ring  in  my  heart.  J 
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O  what  joy  is  mine;  Whisp'ring,  whisp'ring,  Words  of  love  divine.  No  strain  of  earthly 
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mu-sic  Such  rapture  can  impart;  I'm  glad  I  ever  heard  him  Whisp'ring  in  my  heart 
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C<n?jright.,  1898,  by  Hall-Mack  Co. 


I'll  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go.        25 


Makv  Brown. 

Andante. 


'Consecration. 
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Carrie  E.  Rounsefell, 
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1.  It  may   not  be  on  the  mountain's  height,  Or     o  -  ver  the  stormy      sea; 

2.  Per-haps   to-day  there  are  lov-ing  words  Which  Jesus  would  have  me  speak-^ 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  lowly   place,  In  earth's  harvest  fields  so   wide — 
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It    may  not  be     at  the   battle's  front    My  Lord  will  have  need  of    me; 
There  may   be  now  in  the  paths  of  sin   Some  wand' rer  whom  I  should  seek — 
Where  I   may  la-borthro'  life's  short  day  For  Je  -  sus  the  cru  -  ci  -  fied — 
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But    if     by   a    still,  small  voice  he  calls   To  paths  that  I   do     not   know, 
O     Saviour,  if  thou  wilt   be  my  guide,  Tho' dark  and  rugged  the    way, 
So    trusting  my  all  to  thy  ten-der  care,  And  knowing  thou  lov-est     me, 


I'll  answer,  dear  lord,  with  my  hand  in  thine,  I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
My  voice  shall  ech  -  o    the  message  sweet,  I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll     do      thy  will  with  a  heart  sincere,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
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I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say,  dear  Lord,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 

Refrain.  s     k     N  D.  S. 
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I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear  Lord,  Over  mountain,  or  plain,  or  sea; 
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W.  J.  K. 


Saved  to  the  Uttermost. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick.    By  per. 
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1.  Sav'd  to  the  ut-ter-most:  I      am    the  Lord's ;  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-iour,sal  • 

2.  Sav'd  to  the  utter-most:  Je  -  sus     is  near;      Keeping  me    safe-ly,  He 

3.  Sav'd  to  the  utter-most:  this  I      can  say,      "Once  all  was  darkness.but 

4.  Sav'd  to  the  ut-ter-most :  cheer-ful-ly  sing      Loud  hal-le  -  lu  -  ias  to 
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va-tion     af  -  fords  ;  Gives  me  His     Spir  -  it       a       wit  -  ness    with  -  in, 
cast-eth   out  fear;    Trusting  His     prom- is  -  es,     how      I         am     blest; 
now  it      is    day ;     Beau-ti  -  ful       vis  -  ions   of      glo   -  ry         I       see, 
Je  -  sus,  my  King!  Ran-som'd  and  par-don'd,re  -  deem'dby      His  blood, 
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Refrain. 
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Whisp'ring     of     par   -  don,  and  sav  -  ing  from    sin. 

Lean  -  ing     up   -  on      Him,  how  sweet    is  my  .  rest. 

Je    -     sus      in    bright-ness    re   -  veal'd  un  -  to       me. 

Cleans'd  from  un  -  right  -  eous-ness,  glo  -  ry  to      God. 
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Sav'd,   sav'd, 
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sav'd   to     the     ut-ter-most :  Sav'd, sav'd,by  pow-er    divine ; 
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Sav'd,   sav'd, 
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sav'd  to     the    ut   -    ter-most:  Je  -  sus,  the   Sav-iour,  is 
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1876,  Copyright  of  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


The  Cross  is  Not  Greater.  27 

Com.  Balungton  Booth     Arr.  by  W.  J.  K. 


May  be  sung  as  a  S°lo  and  Chorus 
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1.  The  cross  that  he  gave  may  be  heav-y,       But  it  ne'er  outweighs  his  grace, 

2.  The  thorns  in  my  path  are  not  sharper   Than  composed  his  crown  for  me, 

3.  The  light  of  his  love  shineth  brighter,       As  it  falls  on  paths  of    woe, 

4.  His  will    I  have  joy    in  ful-nll  -  ing,      As  I'm  walking  in    his    sight, 
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The  storm  that  I  feared  may  surround  me,  But  it  ne'er  excludes  his  face. 
Th.j,  cup  that  I  drink  not  morf  bit  -  ter  Than  he  drank  in  Gethsema  -  ne. 
The  toil  of  my  work  groweth  lighter,  As  I  stoop  to  raise  the  low. 
My    all    to  the  blood  I  am  bringing,      It     a  -  lone  can  keep  me  right. 
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The  cross    is     oot  great- er  than  his  grace, 


The  storm  cannot 
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hide  his  bless  -  ed    face ; 
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I    am    sat  -  is  -  fied  to  know  That  with 
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Je  -  sus    here    be  -  low, 
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Life's  Railway  to  Heaven. 


Charlie  D.  Tillman.     By  per. 


19* 

1.  Life  is    like      a  mountain  railroad,  With  an     en  -  gineer  that's  brave; 

2.  Ycu  will  roll     up  grades  of    tri-al,    You  will  cross  tl  e  bridge  of  strife; 

3.  You  will    al  -  ways  fiud  obstructions;  Look  for  storms  <  f  wind  and  rain ; 

4.  As   you  roll      a-  cross  the  tres-tle,  Spanning  Jor-dai  's  swelling  tide; 
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We  must  make  the  run  sue  -  cess-ful,  From  the  era  -  die    to  the  grave; 
See  that  Christ  is  your  Con  -due -tor    On  this  lightning  train  of  life; 
On    a     fill,     or  curve,  or    tres-tle,  They  will  al-most  ditch  your  train; 
You  be-hold    the    uu  -  ion    de-pot,     In  -  to  which  your  train  will  glide; 


Watch  the  curves,  the  fills,  the  tunnels,  Nev  -  er  fal  -  ter,  nev  -er  quail: 
Al- ways  mind  -  ful    of     ob-struction,  Do  your  du  -  ty,  nev-er   fail, 
Put  your  trust    a  -  lone    in     Te-sus;  Nev-er  fal  -  ter,  nev-er   fail; 

There  you'll  meet  the  Superin  -  tendent  God  the  Fa  -  ther,  Cod  the  Son, 


Keep  your  hand  up  -  on 
Keep  your  hand  up  -  on 
Keep  your  hand  up  -  on 
With   the  heart  -  y,  joy 


the  throt-tle,  And  your  eye 
the  throt-tle,  And  your  eye 
the  throt-tle,  And  your  eye 
ous  plaudit,  "Wea-ry  pilgrim,  welcome  home." 


up -on  the  rail, 
up -on  the  rail, 
up -on   the  rail. 
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Bless-ed  Sav-iour,  Thou  wilt  guide  us    Till   we  reach  that  blissful  shore, 
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Life's  Railway  to  Heaven.— Concluded.      29 
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Where  the   an  -  gels  wait   to  join    us     in     thy  praise  for  -  ev  -  er-more. 
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'Tis  so  Sweet  to  Trust  in  Jesus. 


Mrs.  Louisa  M.  R.  Stead. 


Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


4 


1.  'Tis     so  sweet  to  trust  in      Je-sus,  Just  to   take    him  at     his  Word; 

2.  O,      how  sweet  to  trust   in      Je-sus,  Just   to   trust     hiscleansingblood ; 

3.  Yes, 'tis   sweet  to  trust  in      Je-sus,  Just  from  sin     andself    to    cease; 

4.  I'm      so   glad  I  learn' d  to  trust  thee, Precious  Je  -  sus,  Saviour,  Friend; 
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Just  to  rest  up-on  his  prom-ise;  Just  to  know,"Thussaiththe  Lord." 
Just  in  sim  -  plefaith  to  plunge  me  'Neath  the  heal-ing,  cleansing  flood. 
Just  from  Je  -  sus  sim-ply  tak-ing  Life,  and  rest,  and  joy,  and  peace. 
And     I  know  that  thou  art  with  me,  Wilt  be  with     me  to     the    end. 
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Je-sus,    Je-sus,  how   I   trust  him  ;  How  I've  pro  v'd  him  o'er  and    o'er. 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus,  Pre-cious  Je  -  sus !  O     for  grace     to  trust  him  more. 
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1882,  Copyright  of  Wm.  J.  Kirkpat/ick.    Used  by  permission. 
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Remembered  Blessings. 


Words  and  Melody  by  Geo.  L.  Buown. 
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Arr.  by  \Vm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  I   sang,   one  day,  a    sad,  sweet  song, ' T was  at  the  twilight   hour; 

2.  So  filled    was    I,      I    sang  no  more,    My  heart  o'erfiowed  with  bliss; 

3.  Thus,  oft   my  Sav-iour  conies  to    me,  When  all   is  lone  and    still; 

4.  I  praise  the  Lord  the  fire  still  burns  With  Pen-te-cos-  tal    flame; 


A   flam^    of    love     came  gent  -  ly  down —  I     felt     its    melt  -  mg  power, 
With  tear  -  ful   eye      and  throb-bing  breast  I  knelt    in  thank  -  ful  -  ness. 
Each  bless  -  ing  makes  me  long    the   more    To     do     his      ho  -  ly     will. 
The    al  -    tar    ofL      my  soul's    a  -  glow,  All  glo  -  ry      to      his  name. 


Copyright.  1898,  bf  Wm  J   Klrkp»trick 
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Jesus  Mood  on  Uie  SliOn^  3\ 

JbknZL:  4.  H.  L.  Gilmoub, 
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1.  Je-sus  stood  on  the  shore,  when  the  morning  came,  Appearing  to  his 

2.  Je  -  sus  stood  by  the  way,  when  the  beg-gar  blind,  For  mercy  cried  thrc* 

3.  Je-  sus  stood  by  the  grave  of    the  friend  helov'd,And  showed  his  res-tir» 

4.  Je-  susstand-eth    to-day   at    the  mer  •  cy  seat,  Our  Ad-vo-cate  with 
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friends  once  mote,  The  be  -  lov  -  ed    dis  ci  -  pie    knew  the  Lord,  Who 
na-ture's  night,    As  he  cast  down  his  garments    at     his    feet,     By 
rec  -  tion  pow't;  Quickly  gave  the  command  "  come  forth,  come  forth"  Utt 
God    a  -  bove:  Shows  his  nail-pierc-  ed  hands,  and  plead-ing  stands,  JJn « 
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lov'd  him  as      in  days    of  yore, 

faith    he  there  re-ceived  his  sight 

loose,  and  let     tiim  go     this  hour, 

chang-  ing  in      Ms  won-drous  love 


rore.  . 


sus  stands  on  the  shore  to 


*  » 


££££ 


A 


f 


^^^^=H=^- 


=F= 


IS*-*- 


*(-*-- 


day, 
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land,  or  wave,  Je-sus  waits  to  save,  He    never  turns  a  sou 
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Let  Me  Lmn  Harder  on  Thee. 

Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 


E.  E.  Hewitt.  Miy  be  sung  as  Sclo  and  Chorus 

.Moderato., 
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1.  Veiled  is     the    future  be- foie  me;  Life's  checkered  pathway  I  climb, 

2.  Earth's  dear-est  ties  must  be  bro-ken,  Time's  sweetest  roses  de  -  cay; 

3.  Sometime,    I'll  come  to   a     val  -  ley.  Where  a  gri m  shadow  is   thrown; 
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God    iu    His  good-ness  re-veal-iug      Ou  -  ly  one step  at  a 
Words  of   farewell  must  be  spok-en,      Eveuiug  will  follow  the  day. 
No    human  friend  can  go  with   me,  Leave  me,  oh,  Lord,  not  a  -  lone  ! 
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'Will  the    to-mor-row  be  clouJ-ed?  Will  itbringsnnshineto  me? 
S'tiil,  waves  of  joy   roll    a -  round  me,  Swellingfrom  love's  boundless  sea, 
Till  that  bright,  beauti-ful  morn-ing,  When  all  the  darkness  shall  flee, 


Let  me  lean  hard  er,  dear    Sav-iour,    Let  me  lean  harder  on     thee. 

While  I   lean  hard-er,  dear    Sav-iour,  While  I  lean  harder  on     thee. 

Let   me  lean  hard-er,  dear    Sav-iour,    Let  me  lean  harder  on    thee. 
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Let  me  lean  harder  on   thee. Let  me  lean  harderon  thee, Thro' 

Let  me  lean  harder.lean  harder  on  thee,  Let  rue  lean  harder,  lean  harder  on  thee. 


,      ■0-'<9--0»&- 

■O-    -0-    -0-    -0-    -F-     4—. — t-. 


±z=y=c 


-I — h- 


r 


-+-0-??- 


,4t±1rJF-r—fi- 


■0-  *■« 

-4— H *- 


4L-22.   A 


ztrzfcEz 


:§  zt=i!>=t==zt»=k=t»=  i£z& 


fc=* 


a 


Copyright,  1898,  b.r  W.  J.  KirkptTiclf, 


Let  Me  Lean  Harder  On  Thee.— Concluded.  33 


storm  and  thro'  sunshine,  dear  Saviour,   Let  me  lean  harder  on  Thee. 

Saviour,  dear  Saviour,  lean  harder  on  thee. 
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Sared  Through  Jesus'  Blood. 
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J.  W.  VanDeVenter. 
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1.  Sometime  we'll  stand  before  the  judgment  bar,  The  quick,  the  risen  dead; 

2.  I'll  then  receive  a  bright  and  starry  crown,  As    on  -  ly  God  can  give; 

3.  Then  we  shall  meet  to  never  part  a-gaiu;   Our  toil   will  then  be   o'er; 
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The  Lord  will  then  make  known  the  record  there;  Our  names  will  all  be  read. 
And  when  I've  been  with  him  ten  thousand  years,  I'll  have  no  less  to  live. 
"We'll  lay  our  burdens  down  at  Je-sus'  feet,  And  rest  for-ev-  er  more. 
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Choeus. 


I'll  be  present  when  the  roll  is  called,  Pure  and  spotless  thro'  the  crimson  flood; 
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I    will  an-swer  when  they  call  my  name;  Saved  thvo'  Je  -  sus'  blood. 
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The  Comforter  has  Come! 


"  Iwill  pray  the  Fathar.and  he  shall  give  you  another  Comforter,  that  he  may  abide  ^ 
you.for  ever." —  John  xiv.  16. 

Rev.  F.  Bottome,  D.  D.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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Oh,  spread   the      ti  -  dings  round,  wher-ev  -  er      man      is     found, Wher- 
The  long,  long   night     is     past,     the   morn  -  ing  breaks   at      last ;  And 
Lo,      the  great   King    of    kings,  with   heal -ing      in        His  wings,  To 
O   bound  -  less    Love     di  -  vine !  how  shall    this  tongue   of     mine     To 
Sing,  till     the      ech  -  oes     fly       a  -  bove    the        vault -ed     sky,  And 
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ev  -  er      hu-man  hearts  andhu  -  man  woes  a-bound;  Let  ev  -  'ry  Christian 
huoh'd  the  dreadful  wail    and    fu  -  ry     of    the  blast,      As  o'er  the  gold- en 
ev  -  'ry    cap-tivesoul         a    full      de-liv' ranee  brings  ;  And  thro' the  vacant 
wond'ring  mortals   tell      the  match-less  grace  di- vine — That  I,    a  child  of 
all   the  saints    a  -  bove      to   all       be  -  low   re  -  ply,     In  strains  of  endless 


mmi 


£>.S, 


v      I  {  [/  \        \        V    V    V 

-Ho-ly  Ghost  from  heav'n,TheFa-ther's  promise  giv'n  ;  Oh,spread  the  tidings 
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tongue  pro -claim 
hills       the     day 
cells     the     song 
hell,   should   in 
love,      the  song 
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the  joy  -  ful  sound :  The   Com  -  fort  -  er  has  come ! 

ad-van-ces     fast!     The   Com  -  fort  -  er  has  come! 

of    tri-umph rings:  The   Com  -  fort  -  ei  has  come! 

His    im- age  shine!    The   Com  -  fort  -  er  has  come! 

that  ne'er  will  die :       The   Com  -  fort  -  er  has  come ! 
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round,Wher-ev 
Chorus. 


er   man    is  found —  The  Com  -  fort  -  er       has     come ! 
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The  Com  -  fort  -  er     has  come,     The   Com  -  fort  -  er    has     come !      The 
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There's  No  Friend  Like  Jesus. 


35 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


M.  Pauline  Gilm«_i!r. 
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1.  A  -  long  the  way  of       life    I     find   There's  no  friend  like  Je  sus 

2.  When  all    is    fair  and  skies  are  bright,  There's  no  friend  like  Je  sus 

3.  When  grief  and  sor-  row     fill  ray  breast, There's  no  friend  like  Je  sus 

4.  To      give  me  sweet  re-  lease  from  sin,  There's  no  friend  like  Jesus 

5.  I'll     give   to   him    my     life,  my  love,  There's  no  friend  like  Je-sus 


Tho'    oth  -  er  friends  are  true  and  kind,  There's  no  friend  like  Je  -  sus. 

To      fill  my  soul  with  pure  de  -  light,  There's  no  friend  like  Je  -  sus. 

To      give  my  troubled    spir  -  it    rest,    There's  no  friend  like  Je  -  sus. 

To  cleanse  and  mase  me  pure  with  -in,    There's  no  friend  like  Je  -  sus. 

Some  day  I'll  shout  in  heav'n  a-  bove,  There's  no  friend  like  Je  -  sus. 


Chorus. 
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No    friend     like 
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Je  -  sus,     There    is       no    friend  like    Je  -  sus; 
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In    earth  be-neath  or   heav'n  a -bove,  There's  no  friend  like     Je-sus. 
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He  Roll'd  the  Sea  Away. 


Rev.  H.J.  Zbllet. 


H.  L.  GriMOtnt. 
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When  Is  -  rael   out    of  bond-age  came,  A      sea      be-fore  them 
Be  -  fore  me  was    a    sea    of     sin,  So    great     I  feared  to 
When  sor-rows  dark,  like  stormy  waves,  Were  dashing  o'er  my 
And  when  I  reach  the  sea  of  death,  For  need  -  ed  grace  I'll 
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lay; 
pray: 
way; 
pray; 
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The  Lord  reach'd  down  his  mighty  hand,  And  roll'd  the  sea  a 

My  heart's  de  -  sire  the    Sav  -iour  read,  And  roll'd  the  sea  a 

A  -  gain  the  Lord   in     mer  -  cy  came,  And  roll'd  the  sea  a 

I     know  the  Lord  will  quick-ly  come,  And  roll'd  the  sea  a 
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way. 
way. 
way. 
way. 
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Then  forward  still,  'tis  Je-  ho  -vah's  will,  Tho'  the  billows  dash  and  spray; 
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With  a  conq'ring  tread  we  will  push  a  -  head,  He'll  roll  the  sea  a  -  way. 
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Baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 
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(Si!: 

C.  H.  M. 


by  the  late  Dr.  Wm.  Swindells'  sermon,  preached  at  Mountain 
Lake  Park  Camp  Meeting,  July  1896. )  Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Do  you  seek  a  land  where  there  comes  no  night,  Blessed  Beulah  land,  where  the 

2.  Will  you  take  him  now  as  your  all   in     all,  Let  the  self  be  slain,  that  the 

3.  'Tis  the  Canaan-land  for  our- weary  feet,  With  our  wand' rings  o'er,  and  our 

4.  Yes,  we  gladly  come,  blessed  Lord,  to  thee,  From  the  carnal  mind  that  we 
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gun  shines  bright;  Where  we  walk  by  faith  and  not  by  sight,  Baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost? 

pow'r  may  fall  ?  Will  you  now  in  faith  for  the  blessing  call,  Baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghosti 

rest  complete;  Where  we  dwell  with  Christ  in  communion  sweet,  Baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

may  be  free  ;  And  we  look  in  faith,  for  we  long  to  be  Baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 


Will  you  be  baptized  in  this  faith?...  Baptized  with 
Lastv.  Yes,  I'll  be  baptized  in  this  faith,...  Baptized  with 

living  faith, 
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theHo-ly      Ghost? 
the  Ho-  ly      Ghost ; 
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To  be  free  indeed, '  tis  the  pow'  r  you  need,  Baptized 
To  be  free  indeed, 'tis  the  pow'r   I    need,  Baptized 
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with  the  Holy  Ghost 
with  the  Holy  Ghost. 
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Rbv.  W.  D.  Cornell.    Alt. 
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Wonderfni  Peace. 


mm 


Rev.  W,  G.  Coofkr  ' 
-: r* fc- 


1T~1 


^rj+ 


-jr*-* 


1.  Far     a  -  way      in    the  do^luo  of    my    spir  -  it     to  -  night,  Rolls  a 

2.  What  a  treas  -  ure    I    have    in  this  won  -  der  -  ful  peace,    Bur  -  ied 

3.  I      am  rest-  ing    to-night  in   this  won  -  der  -  fnl  peace,    Rest-ing 

4.  And  me  thinks  when  I     rise    to    that    Cit  -  y     of  peaee,  Where  the 

5.  Ah!        soul,    are  you  here  with -out  com -fort  or    rest.    Matching 
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mel  -  o  -  dy  sweet-er  than    psalm  ;  In     ce  -  les  -  tial  like  strains  it  un 
deep  in  the  heart  of    my      soul ;      So     se  -  cure  that  no  pow  -  er  can 
sweet -ly  in     Je  -  sus'  con  -  trol ;      For  I'm  kept  from  all  dan-ger  hy 
Au  -  thor  of  peace   I    shall    see,       That  one  strain  of  the  song  which  the 
down  the  rough  pathway  of     time!       Make       Je-sus  your  friend  ere  the 
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ceas-ing-ly    falls    O'er  my  soul    like  an    in  -  fi  -  nite    calm, 
mine    it      a  -  way,  While  the  years    of     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty      rolL 
night  and  by  day,    And   his    glo  -  ry    is    flood  -  ing  my    soul, 
ransomed  will  sing,     In    that   heav  -  en  -  ly   king-dom  will    be, 
shadows  grow  dark;     O       ac  -  cept    of   this  peace  so    sub  -  lime. 
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Chorus. 
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Peace!  Peace!  Wonderful  peace,  Coming  down  from  the  Father  a -hove;  Sweep 
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o-ver  my  spirit  for-ev-er,  I  pray,    In      fathomless  billows  of  love. 
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'Tis  Burning  in  My  Soul,  39 

!>ki.ia  f.  White.  Wm,  J.  Kirrpatrick. 
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1.  Ood    sent    his  might  -  y  power      To      this  poor,  sin  •  ful  heart,      To 

2.  Be  -  fore    the  cross      I      bow,      Up   •   on    the      el  -  tar    lay        A 

3.  No      good  that    I      have  done,      His    prom-ise       I       em-brace;    Ac- 
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keep  me    ev  -  'ry  hour,  And  needful  grace  impart ;  And  since  his  Spir-it  came 
will-ing  ofFring  now,    My  all  from  day  to    day.  My  Sav-iour  paid  the  price, 
cept-ed    in    the  Son,   He  saves  me  by    his  grace.  All  glo  -  ry    be    to  God! 
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To  take  supreme  control,  The  love  en-kin-dled  flame  Is  burning  in  my  soul. 
My  name  he  sweetly  calls;  Up-on  the  sac-ri  -  fice  The  fire  from  heaven  falls. 
Let  hal-le- lu-jahs  roll;  His  love  is  shed  abroad,  The  fire  is      in  my  souL 
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Chorus. 
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'Tis    burning   in  my  soul,  'Tis  burning  in    my  soul ;  The  fire  of  heav'nly 
Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it  came,  All  glo  -  ry    to    his  name !  The  fire  of  heav'nly 
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love  is    burn-ing    in         my         souL 
love  is    burn-ing  (Omit.} 

N        N  burn-ing      in    my  soul. 
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ffl  Lord,  I'm  Coining  Home. 

W.  J.  K.  Wm.  j     KlRKPATKICIt. 

With  great  feeling. 
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1.  I've  wan-dered  far     a  -  way    from  God, 

2.  I've  wast  -  ed  man  -  y      pre  -  cious  years, 

3.  I'm  tired    of  sin     and  stray  -  ing,  Lord, 

4.  My    soul    is  sick,  my    heart      is   sore, 
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Now  I'm  coming  home; 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
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Thb  paths  of  sin      too    long 
I      now    re-pent   with     bit  • 
I'll  trust  thy  love,    be  -  lieve 
My  strength  renew,  my  hope 
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I've  trod, 
ter  tears, 
thy  word, 
re  -  store, 
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Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
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Chorus. 


pen  wide  thiue  arm9    of  love,      Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
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home,  Nev  •  ei     more      to    roam; 
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4  My  only  hope,  my  only  plea, 
Now  I'm  coming  home, 
That  Jesus  died,  and  died  for  me, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 


Ill' 

6  I  need  his  cleansing  blood  I  know, 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
O  wash  me  whiter  than  the  snow, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Send  it  Now. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Send  sal  -  va-tion,  Lord,  send  thy  full  salvation,  Lord,  Send  it  now, 

2.  Send  thy  pardon,  Lord,  send  thy  gracious  pardon,  Lord,  Send  it  now, 

3.  Send,  O   send  the  fire,  send  the  all  -  re-fin-ing  fire,  Send  it  now, 

Send  it  n« 
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Send  it  Now. 


Concluded. 


41 


send  it  now; 
send  it  now; 
send    it  now; 


send  it  now ; 


Lost  without  thy  grace,  show  thy  re-con-cil  -  ed  face, 
Come  in   sav-ing  grace,  sweep  these  altars,  fill  this  place, 
O  consume  our  sin,  sane  -  ti  -  fy  and  make  us  clean, 


Send  sal  -  va-  tion,  send  it 
Send  thy  par -don,  send  it 
Send  the    fire,     O   send  it 


now, 
now, 
now, 


send  sal  -  va  -  tion,  send  it  now. 
send  thy  par  -  don,  send  it  now. 
send  the  fire,       O    send    it    now. 
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4  Send,  O  send  the  power,  send  the  Pentecostal  power, 

Send  it  now,  send  it  now; 
Blessed  Holy  Ghost,  breathe  upon  this  waiting  host, 
Send  the  power,  O  send  it  now,  send  the  power,  O  send  it  now. 

5  For  he  comes,  he  comes,  lo,  the  blessed  Spirit  comes, 

Fills  me  now,  fills  me  now; 
Fully  saved  I  am,  glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb, 
For  he  comes  and  fills  me  now,  for  he  comes  and  fills  me  now. 


Pmobbb  Palmer. 


Cleansing  Wave. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp.     By  per. 


1  O  now  I  see  the  cleansing  wave ! 

The  fountain  deep  and  wide; 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  mighty  to  save, 

Points  to  his  wounded  side. 
Cho. — The  cleansing  stream,  I  see,  I  see  ! 
I  plunge,  and  O  it  cleanseth  me ! 
O  praise  the  Lord  !  it  cleanseth  me ! 
It  cleanseth  me — yes,  cleanseth  me. 


2  I  rise  to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light, 
Above  the  world  of  sin, 

With  heart  made  pure  and  garments  whit©, 
And  Christ  enthroned  within. 

3  Amazing  grace  !  'tis  heaven  below 
To  feel  the  blood  applied; 

And  Jesus,  only  Jesus,  know, 
My  Jesus  crucified. 


42        Hare  Te  Received  the  Holy  Ghost? 


C.  H.  M. 
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Acts  19 :  2. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morki& 


^^^m^^^^^^ 


■ 5 _ 9 m_  • 


1.  Ye     are  the  temples,  Je  -  sus  hath  spoken,    Temples  of  God's  Ho-  ly 

2.  He   who  has  pardoned  surely  will  cleanse  thee,  All     of  the  dross  of    thy 

3.  Showers   of   mer-cy,   ful- ness  of  blessing,    Ev  -  er  the  Spir-  it's    in- 

4.  Wea- ry  of  wand' ring,  come  in- to    Canaan,  Feast  on  the    ful- ness  and 
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Spir-  it  di  -  vine;  Have  ye  received  him,  bidden  him  en-  ter,    Make  his  a  - 
na-  ture  re  -  fine;  Cleans' d  from  all  sin,  his  Spirit  will  enter,     Fill  you  and 
dwelling  at- tend; 'Tis   the  enduement,  pow-er  of  serv- ice,  Fruits  for  your 
fat    of  the  land;    Feed  on  the  manna,  dwell  in  the  sunshine,  Led   by   his 
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Chorus. 
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bode  in  that  poor  heart  of  thine  ?  , 
thrill  you  with  power  di  -  vine.  I 
la  -  bor  he  sure-  ly  will  send,  f 
Spir  -   it    and  kept  by  his  hand,     •* 


Have ye  received,. 


Have  ye  received, 


have  ye  received, 
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since         ye  be  -  lieved,      The     bless  -   ed  Ho-  ly    Ghost  ? 
since  ye  believed,     since  ye  believed,     blessed,  blessed  Holy,  blessed  Holy  Ghost? 
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He  who  has  promised,  gift  of  the  Father,Have  ye  received  the  Holy  Ghost  ? 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Rivers  of  Love. 
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W»t.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 


X.  Glo 

2.  Glo 

3.  Glo 

4.  Glo 


ry  to 

ry  to 

ry  to 

ry  to 


Je  -  sus,  my    King     and  my  Lord,      I         am    re- 

Je  -  sus,  how  bright     is     my   way!  Cheeredby  His 

Je  -  sus,  the   trans  -  port    I     feel     Lan  -  guage  can 

Je  -  sus,  I'll       fol  -  low  Him  still,    Pa    -    tient  -  ly 
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pos  -  ing  my    trust 

pres  -  ence  and    bless 

nev   -    er,  no,      nev 

wait  -  ing  and     do 
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on  His  word ;  Wash'd  in  the  foun  -  tain  that 
ing  to  -  day ;  Souls  for  His  king  -  dom  He 
er     re  -  veal ;  He  has  re  -  deemed  me    and 

-     ing  His  will ;  Then    when  my    jour  -  ney      io 
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hap-py 
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hap-py 
Him    I 
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shall  go. 
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Chorus. 


Riv     -     -       ers   of    love all   bound     -      less  and  free, 

Riv-ers   of  love,     ,     Riv-ers  of  love  boimdless  and  free,     boundless  and  free, 


Glo     -     -        ry   to   Je     -  sus, are  flowing,     flowingfor     me. 

Glo-ry   to  Je-sus,  0   glo-ry  to   Je-sus, 
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Wilt  Thou  be  Made  Whole? 


W.  J.  K. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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Hear  the  footsteps  of  Je  -  sus,  He  is  now  passing  by,  Bearing  balm  for  the 
'Tis  the  voice  of  that  Saviour,  Whose  mer-ci-ful  call  Free-ly  of- fers  sal- 
Are  you  halting  and  strugglingjO'erpow'redby  your  sin,  While  the  waters  are 
Bless- edSav-iour,  as-sist  us    To      rest    on  thy  word  ;Let  the  soul  healing 
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wounded,  Healing  all  who  ap  -  ply ;   As     he  spake  to    the     suff 'rer  Who 

va  -  tion  To          one  and    to     all ;    He      is  now  beck'ning  to    him  Each 

troubled,  Can  you  not    en  -  ter     in  ?    Lo,  the  Sav-iour  stands  waiting    To 

pow  -  er  On  us  now  be   outpour'd:Washa-way    ev  -  'ry   sin-spot, Take 
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lay  at  the  pool,  He  is  say-ing  this  moment,  "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
oin-taint-ed  soul.  And  lov  -  ing  -  ly  asking,"  Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
strengthen  your  soul, He  is  ear  -  nest-ly  pleading,"  Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
per-fect  con-trol,  Say  to  each  trusting  spirit,"Thy  faith  makes  thee  whole?" 
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D.S.  cleansing  waves  roll :    Step     in  -  to    the  cur-rent  and  thou  shalt  be  whole. 
Chorus.  , 
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Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?    Wilt  thou  be  made  whole  ?   O  come,  wea- 
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suff 'rer,    O  come,  sin-sick  soul ;  See,  the  life-stream  is  flowing,   See, 
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"Brine:  Ye  All  the  Tithes." 


45 


1.  Hear  the  words  of  scripture  from  the   a-  ges    past,      "Bringye  all   the 

2.  Do  you  seek  to  know  the  Ho  -  ly      Spir-it's    power?  "Bring  ye  all   the 

3.  Is  there  aught  that  stands  between  you  and  your  Lord?  "Bringye  all   the 

4.  Lift  your  heart  this  moment :  claim  him  Lord  aud  King,     As  ye  bring  the 

5.  Let   the  anthems  roll  in  grandeur  thro'  the   skies,  Having  brought  the 


tithes  into  the  storehouse,"  Make    a  con  -  se-cra-tion  that  will  ev-er  last, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse."  Live  in  sweet  communion  with  him  hour  by  hour, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse.  "Bring  them  on  cou-ditions  promised  in  his  word, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse.  Trust  the  blessed  promise,  and  your  praise  shall  ring, 
tithes  into  the  storehouse;     Joy  -  ous  hal  -  le-lu-jah's  from  our  hearts  a-rise 


Trusting  for  the  promised 
While  he  gives  the  promised 
And  he'll  pour  you  out  a 
From  the  heart  he  is    pos  ■ 
For  we  have  the  promised    bless -ing 


bless  -  ing.       ^ 

bless -ing.  "Bringye    all  the  tithes  in-to 

bless -ing. 

sess  -  ing. 
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storehouse,  Aud  prove  me  now  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts;  And    I  will  pour  you 

rN 


out    a     bless  -  ing,  There  shall  not  be  room  enough  to     re  -  ceive     it." 
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Redeemed. 


Pawky  J.  Crosby. 
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W.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  Redeem'd  how  I  love  to  proclaim    it,  Redeem'd  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

2.  Redeem'd  and  so  hap-py   in     Je-sus,  No  language  my  rapture  can  tell; 
3.1     think  of  my   blessed  Re- deem- er,  I     think  of  Him  all  the  day  long; 
4.1     know  I  shall  see  in  His  beaut-y,  The  King  in  whose  law  I  de  -  light ; 
6.  I  know  there's  a  crown  that  is  waiting  In  yonder  bright  mansion  for  me; 
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Redeem'd  thro*  His  in  -  fi  -nite  mer-cy,  His  child  and for-ev-er    I       am. 
I      know  that  the  light  of  His  presence  With  me  doth  continually        dwell. 
I         sing,  for     I     cannot     be      si  -  lent.His  love  is  the  theme  of  my     song. 
Who     lov-ing-ly  guardeth  my  footsteps,And  giveth  me  songs  in  the     night. 
And     soon  with  the  spirits  made  perfect,  At  home  with  the  Lord  I  shall  be. 


Refrain. 
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Re  -  deem'd,      Re  -  deem'd,     Redeem'd   by  the  blood  of    the   Lamb, 
Redeem'd,  Redeem'd, 


Re  -  deem'd,      Re  -  deem'd,       His  child  and  for  -  ev  -  er      I       am. 
Redeem'd,  Redeem'd, 
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From  "  Bonos  or  Triumph," 


0  the  Love  that  Sought  Me-  47 

W.  Spencer  Walton  H,  L.  GitMOUB. 


In  ten-  derness  he  sought  me,  Wea-  ry  and  sick  with   sin,    And  on  his 

He  wash' d  the  bleeding  sin-wounds,  And  pour"  d  in  oil  and  wine;  He  whispered 
lie       point-  ed  to  the  nail-prints ;  For  me  his  blood  was  shed  ;  A    mocking 
I'm        sit  -  ting  in    his  presence,  The  sunshine  of    his    face,    While  with  a 
So      while  the  hours  are  passing,  All  now    is  per- feet  rest;   I'm  waiting 
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shoulders  brought  me  Back  to  his  fold  a  -  gain  ;  While  angels  in  his 
to  as- sure  me,  "I've  found  thee,  thou  art  mine;"  I  nev  -  er  heard  a 
crown  so  thorn  -  y  Was  placed  upon  his  head  ;  I  won-  der  what  he 
dor  -  ing  won  -  der  His  blessings  I  re  -  trace  ;  It  seems  as  if  e  - 
for      the  morn-  ing,    The  brightest  and  the    best ;     When  he  will  call  us 
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Chorhs.   With  spirit. 


stag 


presence  sang,  Until  the  courts  of  heaven  rang, 
sweeter  voice,  It  made  my  aclung  heart  rejoice. 
saw    in   me,    To  suf-  fer  such  deep  ag-  o-  ny. 
ter-  nal  days  Are  far  too  short  to  sound  his  praise, 
to      his  side,  To  be  with  him,  his  spotless  bride. 


O  the  love  that  sought  me  1 
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O  the  blood  that  bought  met  O  the  grace  that  brought  me  To  the  Saviour's  fold! 
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48  Jesus  Sweetly  Saves. 

Mrs.  C.  H.  M,  4th  verse  by  H.  L.  G. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


1.  I     had  heard  the  gospel  call,    offering  par- don  free  for  all,  And  I 

2.  Now  the  load  of  sin     is  gone,  and  by    faith  I  trav-  el   on,   And  I 

3.  From  the  inire  and  from  the  clay,  Je- sus    took  my  feet  a- way  And  he 

4.  When  I  reach  the  golden  street,  and  the  loved  ones  gladly  meet, The  re - 
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hearkened  to    the  blessed   in  -  vi    -    ta  -  tion;  Laid  my     sins   at   Je-sus' 

rest   no  long-er  tin-  der  con-dem  -  na  -  tion ;   For  the  blood  has  been  ap  - 
placed  them  on  the  Eock,  the  sure  Foun-  da  -  tion;  Whether   now     I  live    or 
deemed  which  came  out  of  great  tribu  -  la  -  tion, Having  washed  theirgarments 
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feet     tast  -  ed     there     re-demp-tion  sweet,  And     he  saved  me  with  au 

plied,  and    my    soul      is    sat  -    is  -  fied    With  this  full,  and  free,  this 

die,     this   shall     be      my  con-  stant  cry      Je  -   sus  saves  me  with  an 

white,  prais-ing    God    both  day  and  night   For    this  full,  and  free,  this 
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ut- ter-mostsal- va  -  tion.    Je- sus  saves,  sweetly  saves,  Je-sus 

Jesus  saves,  sweetly  saves, 
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savesmewith  an  ut-  ter-mostsal-  va  -  tion;  Tho'    I    can-not  tell  yon  how. 
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Jesus  Sweetly  Saves.— Concluded. 


49 


Jesus  sweetly  saves  me  now,  With  a  full,  anil  free,  an  uttermost  sal-  va  -  tion. 
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Whosoever  Will  May  Come. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


1.  O      ye  thirst- y    ones  that   ian-guish,    On  life's  drift-  ing   sand, 

2.  From  the    riv  -  er  gent-  ly     flow  -  ing     Drink  a      full   sup  -  ply; 

3.  O      the  hliss  of    life      e  -  ter  -   nal !    Ev  -   er    you  may  share; 

4.  Lo,    the  summer  days  are    end  -  ing,  Soon  they   will    be     o'er; 
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'Tis    the  Saviour  bending  o'er    you,  Reaching  out  his  pierc-ed    hand. 
Free     to    all  its  bless-ed     wa  -  ters,   Wherefore  will  ye  faint  and  die? 

Come     to    Je-sus,  and  be  -  liev  -  ing,     En- ter  thro' the  gate  of    prayer. 

While  the  Spir- it  still  is    plead- ing,Grieve  your  dearest  Friend  no  more. 
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D.& — To    the  lov-ing  arms  of  mer  -  cy     Who-so-ev-er  will  may  come. 


Chobus. 
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way    from      home  ? 
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Sared  from  the  Wreck. 


E.  E.  Hbwitt. 


R.  L.  GfUMVB. 


1.  A-drift  on  the  wa- ters,  so  dark  and   so  cold,  A- far  from  the  beauti-ful 

2.  O,    I    was  the  sin-  ner    a-lone   on  the  sea,  But  love's  blessed  signals  were 

3.  I  stepped  in  the  life-  boat,pro-vid  -  ed    for  me,  And  J e  -  sus  my  Pi-  lot,  my 

4.  Life's  turbulent  surg  -  es  are  kissed  in  -  topeace,The  beacons  are  shining  and 

9 0-c& 9- 


y  of  gold,  A  ves  -  sel  is  sink-ing,  forbeav-y  the  gale,  The 
float  -  ing  for  me;  Tho'  thunders  were  rolling,  and  billows  atstrife,  Lo} 
Cap  -  tain  will  be;  His  bos  -  om  my  ref-uge,my  "haven  of  rest,"  I'm 
songs  nev  -  ercease;Fairmoonbeams,brightsunshine,illuminethetide,WhiI« 
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Fine.  Chorus. 
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ca-ble  is  broken,and  tattered  each  sail 
Je-sns  was  calling,  "escape  for  thy  life 
rescued  from  shipwreck,  so  happy  and  blest. 
onward  to  glo-ry,  we'll  joy  ful-ly  glide, 
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Poor  child  of  the  wreck,  see   the 
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U.fif. — Je-sns,King  Jesus,  "the mighty  to  save. 
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life  •  boat     is    near, 


A  sweet  voice 


is   heard,  for    the  Mas-  ter 
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0  for  a  Heart  Whiter  Than  Snow.        51 


B.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  O  tor  a  heart  that  is  whit-er  than  snow!  Kept.ev  -  er  kept,  'neaththe 

2.  O  for  a  heart  that  is  whit  er  than  snow  !  Calm  in     the  peace  that  He 

3.  O  for  a  heart  that  is  whit-er  than  snow!  With  the  pure  flame  of  the 

4.  O  for  a  heart  that  is  whit-er  than  snow  !  Then  in   His  grace  and  His 
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life   -    giv-ing  flow -.Cleansed  from  all  pas  -  sion,  self  -  seek-ing,  and  pride, 
loves     to    be- stow;  Dai    -    ly       re-freshed   by    the     heav-en  -  ly  dews, 
Spir  -  it     a  -  glow ;  Filled  with   the  love       that    is      true  and  sin  -  cere, 
know-ledgeto  grow  ;Grow  -  ing  like  Him     who   my     pat- tern  shall    be, 
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Chokus. 
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Washed  in     the  foun  -  tain    of  Cal  -  va  -  ry's  tide.      Oh,     for      a   heart 
Read    -    y     for    ser  -  vice  whene'er     He  shall  choose. 
Love      that    is      a  -  ble      to   ban  -  ish     all  fear. 
Till  in     His  beau  -  ty     my  King     I    shall  see. 
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whit  -  er   than  snow!     Sav  iour  di-vine,      to  whom  else     can      I 
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Thou  who  didst  diejoving  me  so, Give    me    a  heart  that  is  whit  -  er  than  snow. 
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Not  One  Forgotten. 

"Not  one  of  them  is  forgotten  before  God." — Luke  12:  6. 
E.  E.  Hewitt.  H.  L.  Gilmoub. 
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1.  There's  a  word    of   ten-der  beauty       In  the  say  -  ings  of   our  Lord, 

2.  Though  I'  m  least  of    all     his  children,     So   un  -  wor  -  thy    of    his  love, 

3.  O  the  wounded  hands  of    Je-  sus       All  the  springs  of  life  con-  troh. 
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How  it  stirs  my  heart  to  mu  -  sic,  Waking  grat  -  itude's  sweet  chord  ; 
Yet,  for  me  there's  kind  remembrance  In  the  Fa  -  ther-heart  a-bove; 
Is     there  an    -    y      ill    can  harm  me      While  his  blood  is  on     my  soul  ? 
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For     it  tells    me  that  "Our  Father,"  From  his  throne  of    roy  -  al  might, 
He    will   ev  -  er  save  and  keep  me ;  He    will  guide  me    on     the  way, 
Let    me,  like    the    lit  -  tie  sparrow,    Trust  him  where  I    can  -  not  see, 


Cho. — In     my  Father's  bless-  ed   keeping 
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I      am  hap  -  py,  safe,  and  free ; 
Chorus  D.S. 
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Bends   to   note      a    fall  -  ing  sparrow,    For    'tis  pre-  cious  in     his 
For      my  Sav  -  iour  gen-  tly  whispers,  "Are    ye  not  much  more  than 
In        the    sunshine   and  the  shadow,     Sing- ing,   he    will  care  for 


sight. 

they?" 

me. 


1  U      g  '1        UU      g  'U    I        p 


SPI 


rrn 


While  his  eye      is    on    the  sparrow      I      will  not    for-  got  -  ten 
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Trusting  in  the  Blood. 
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Charles  Wesley. 
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1.  For-ev-er   here    my  rest  shall  be,  Close  to      Thy  bleed- ing     side; 

2.  My    dy-ing  Sav  -  iour,  and  my  God, Fountain    for  guilt     and     sin. 

3.  Wash  me, and  make  me  thus  Thine  own  ;  Wash  me,  and  mine  Thou  art ; 

4.  The  atonement  of    Thy  blood  ap-ply,  'Till  faith     to   sight    im  -  prove; 
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This  all    my  hope,  and   all    my  plea,   "For    me      the  Sav  -  iour   died." 
Sprinkle  me     ev  -  er    with  Thy  blood,  And  cleanse  and  keep  me    clean. 
Wash  me.but    not    my   feet     a  -  lone,    My  hands,  my  head,  my    heart. 
'Till  hope  in    full    fru  -  i  -  tion    lie,      And  all      my   soul    be      love. 
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Chorus. 
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I  am  trusting  in  the  blood,in  the  precious  blood,Trusting  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ; 
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I  am  trusting  in  the  blood,  in  the  precious  blood,Redeem'dand  sav'd  I     am. 
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I  Shall  Be  Like  Him, 


W.  A.S. 


Rbv.  W.  A.  Spencer,  D.  D. 
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1.  When  I  shall  reach  the  more   ex  -    eel  -  lent  glo  -  ry,       And  all    my 

2.  We  shall  not  wait  till   the    glo   -   ri  -  ous  dawn-ing     Breaks  on    the 

3.  More  and  more  like  him,  re  -  peat     the  blest    sto  -  ry,         O  -  ver  and 
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tri-als  are      passed,  I      shall  he-hold  him,  O     won-der-ful   sto-ry! 

vis- ion    so        fair,         Now     we  may  wel-come  the  heav-en-ly  morning, 
o  -  ver  a    -    gain,     Changed  by  his   spir-it    from  glo  -  ry  to    glo  -  ry, 
•0-'    -0-  -9-    -0-  -0-    -0-'  -0-  -0-   -0-    ft- 


I      shall  be  like   him  at        last. 

Now   we  his   im  -  age  may    bear. 

I     shall  be   sat-  is  -  fied      then. 
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I  shall  be  like  him,  I  shall  be 
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like  him,   And   in    his   beau-ty     shall     shine; 
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I    shall  be  like  him 
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won  -  drons  -  ly     like    him,       Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  iour  di 
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Oyer  the  Dead-line. 
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When  urging  an  exceedingly  -wicked  man  to  flee  from  the  wrath  to  come,  I  was  met  by 
this  statement ;:  "I  was  brought  up  to  honor  God,  and  I  have  ended  by  hating  him  ;  I  have 
blasphemed  his  name,  and  resisted  his  Spirit  until  I  can  no  longer  repent  or  believe,  if  there 
is  a  dead-line  to  God's  grace  I  have  drifted  over  it,  and  am  lost,'  — W.  G.  M. 

Virginia  W.  Moyer.  H.  L.  Gilmoue. 
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1.  0  brother,  the  Saviour  is  calling  for  thee,  Long,  long  lias  he  called  thee  in  vain  ; 

2.  0  brother,  mine  ears  have  been  deaf  to  his  voice,  Thine  eyes  to  his  glory  been  dim  ; 
3-  0  brother,  tae  spirit  is  striving  with  thee  ;  What  if  he  should  strive  never  more, 
4.  O  brother,  God' s  patience  may  weary  some  day,  And  leave  thy  sad  soul  in  the  blast ; 
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He  called  thee  when  joy  lent  its  crown  to  thy  days,  He  called  thee  in  sorrow  and  pain 
The  calls  of  thy  Saviour  have  so  wearied  thee,  O  what  if  they  should  weary  him  1 
But  leave  thee  alone,  in  thy  darkness  to  dwell,  In  sight  of  the  heaven-  ly  shore  ? 
By   willful   resistance  you've  drifted   a- way,  O- ver  the  dead-line  at  last. 
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Choeus. 


O  turn,  while  the  Saviour  in  mercy  is  waiting,  And  steer  for  the  harbor  light , 
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For  how  do  you  know  but  your  soul  may  be  drifting  Over  the  dead-line  to-night  ? 
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0  It  is  Wonderful. 


E,  C.  Grbrn.    Rewritten. 
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Rev.  Eliska  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  Can  it  be  that  Jesus  bought  rue,  And  on  the  hallowed  cross  atoned  for  me, 

2.  Praise  his  name, he  sought  and  found  me,  Saved  me  from  wandering  and  brought  me  near; 

3.  It  was  months  he  had  been  waiting,  Waiting  the  dawning  of  the  precious  hoar; 

4.  From  that  hour  he  has  been  seeking,  How  he  may  fill  me  with  his  precious  love ; 
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Loved  me,  chose  me  ere  I  knew  him?  O,  what  a  precious,  precious  Friend  is  he? 
Freely  now  his  grace  bestowing,  Je  -  sus  is  growing  un-to    me  more  dear. 
When  I  should  at  last  be  yielding,  Yielding  to  Je-sus  ev-'ry  ransomed  pow'r. 
How  he  may  thro'  grace  transform  me,  Meet  for  the  fellowship  of  saints  a  -  bove. 
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Chorus. 
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O         it      is  won-der-ful,       ve  -  ry,   ve  -  ry    won-  der  -  ful, 
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All    his  grace  so    rich  and  free ! 
[Omit. ] 


All    his  love  and  grace  to    me ! 
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6  As  I  think  <*f  all,  I  marvel 

""Wby  in  sucn  patience  he  my  good 
has  sought, 
And  bestowed  his  grace  upon  me, 
And  in  my  spirit  such  a  change 
has  wrought. 

Otpyright,  1894,  by  The  Hoffman  Mnaic  Co, 


6  So  I  cry,  with  love  o'erflowing : 
"Unto  the  Saviour  be  eternal 
praise," 
Who  redeemed  me,  soul  and  body, 
Filling  with  gladness  all  my 
earthly  days. 


M.  E.  Blair. 


He  Came  to  Save  Me. 
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Wm.  T-  Kirkpatricr. 

VT 


f  When.  Je- sus  laid  his  crown  aside.He  came  to  save  me ; 

\  When  on  the  cross  he  bled  and  died He  came  to  save    me". 

f  In  my  poor  heart  he  deigns  to  dwell,  He  came  to  save  me ; 

\0,praisehisname,  I  know  it  well, He  came  to  save    me. 


t  m  so  glad,  I'm  so  glad, I'm  so  glad  that  Jesus  came,  And  grace  is  free, 

He came  to  save  me. 
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3  With  gentle  hand  he  leads  me  stilL 
He  came  to  save  me  ; 
And  trusting  him  I  fear  no  ill, 
He  came  to  save  me. 
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4  To  him  my  faith  with  rapture  clings, 
He  came  to  save  me ; 
To  him  my  heart  looks  up  and  sings, 
He  came  to  save  me. 


1835,  Copyright  of  Wm.  J'.  Kirkpatrick.    Used  by  permission. 


P.  Doddridge. 


Happy  Day. 


E.  F.  Rimbault. 
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,     fO  hap-py  day, that  fixed  my  choice  On  thee,my  Saviour  and  my  God!   |  „ 
'  \   Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice,  And  tell  its  raptures  all  a-broad.   j        1  Pj 
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day,hap-py  day, 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away 
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2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house. 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done !  the  great  transaction's  done ! 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine : 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 

Charm'd  to  confess  that  voice  divine. 


He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray,  \ 
And  live  rejoicing  ev-'ry  day.        j 
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Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ; 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest ; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart ; 

With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 
High  heav'n  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 
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There  is  Power  id  the  Blood. 


L.  E.  Jf. 


L.  E.  Jonbs. 
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1.  Would  you  be  free  from  your  bur -den  of  sin?  There's  power  in  the  blood, 

2.  Would  you  be  free  from  your  passion  and  pride?  There's  power  in  the  blood, 

3.  Would  you  be  whiter,  much  whiter  than  snow?  There's  power  in  the  blood, 

4.  Would  yoa  do  ser  -  vice  for  Jesus  your  King?  There's  power  in  the  blood, 


power  in  the  blood;  Would  you  o'er  e  -  vil  a  vie-  to-  ry  win? 
power  in  the  blood;  Come  for  a  cleans-ing  to  cal  -  va-ry's  tide, 
power  in  the  blood;  Sin  stains  are  lost  in  its  life-giv-ing  flow, 
power  in  the  blood ;  Would  you  live  dai  -  ly,  his  prais-es  to  sing? 
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Chorus. 
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There's    won -der-ful  power    in    the  blood.     There  is    power,  power, 

There  is   power, 
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Wonder-working  pow'r  in  the  blood  of   the  Lamb,  There  is 

iD    the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 
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power,         power,  Wonder-working  pow'  r,  In  the  precious  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

There  is  power, 
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Nearer  the  Cross. 

"  The  cross  of  our  Lord  Jtstts  Christ.    Gal.  vl.  14. 
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P.  J.  Crosby. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapf.    By  per. 
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1.  "Near-er  the  cross!"  my  heart  can  say,   I      amcom-ingnear-er,     Near-er  the 

2.  Near-er  the  Christian's  mer-cy  seat,     I      amcom-ingnear-er,     feastingmy 

3.  Near-er      inpray'r myhopeas-pires,  I      amcom-ingnear-er,     Deep-erthe 
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cross  from  day  to  day, 
soul  on  man-na  sweet, 
love    my  soul  desires, 


am 
am 
am 


com-ing  near-er; 
com-ing  near-er; 
com-ing  near-er; 


Near-er  the  cross  where 
Stronger  in  faith,  more 
Near-er  the  end    of 
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Je  -  sus  died,  Near-er  the  foun-tain's  crimson  tide,  Near-er  my  Saviour's 
clear  J     see      Je  -  sus  who  gave  Himself  for   me;  Near-er  to   Him    I 
*,oil    and  care,  Near-er  the  joy     I    long    to  share,  Near-er  the  crown  I 
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wounded  side,  I  am  com-ing  near-er, 
still  would  be,  Still  I'm  com-ing  near-er, 
soon  shall  wear;  I       am  com-inar  near-er, 


I  am  com  -  ing  near-er. 
Still  I'm  com  -  ing  near-er. 
I      am  com  -  ing  near-er. 
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60  Make  Me  a  Blessing  To-day. 

"  Lord,  bless  me,  and  make  me  a  blessing." — Rev.  D.  B.  Updegraffi, 
Rev.  H.  J.  Zelley.  H.  L.  Gilmoue. 
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1.  I  do     not  ask    to  choose  my  path,  Lord,  lead  me  in    thy 

2.  A  -  round  me,  Lord,  are  sin  -  ful  men.  Who  scorn  and  dis-  o   - 

3.  To  those  who  once  thy  love  have  known,  But  now  are  far     a  - 

4.  Some  saints  of  thine  are    in    dis-  tress,  And  for   de-  liv' ranee 

5.  What-  ev  -  er    errand  thou  hast,  Lord,  Send  me,  and  I'll    o  - 
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way; 
bey; 
stray ; 
pray; 
bey; 
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Inspire  each  thought  and  prompt  each  word,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to  -  day. 
Use  me  to  win  them  from  their  sins,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to  -  day. 
Help  me  to  lead  them  back  to  thee,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to  -  day. 
O  let  me  go  and  help  them  Lord,  And  make  me  d  blessing  to  -  day. 
Use  me    in    an  -  y  way  thou  wilt,    And  make  me  a  blessing  to  -  day. 
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Chorus. 


Bless  me,  Lord,  and  make  me  a  blessing,  I'll  gladly  thy  message  con-  vey  ; 
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Use  me  to  help  some  poor,  needy  soul,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to  -  day. 
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Meet  Me  There. 
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1.  On     the  hap-py,golden  shore,  Where  the  faithful  part  no  more,  When  the 

2.  Here  our  fond -est  hopes  are  vain.Dearest  links  are  rent   in  twain  ;But  in 

3.  Where  the  harps  of  an -gels  ring,  Andthe  blest  for-ev  -  er  sing,    In    the 
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storms   of  life   are   o'er.Meet  me  there  ;Wherethe  night  dissolves  away  In-to 
heav'n  no  throb  of  pain, Meet  me  there  ;By  theriv  -  ersparklingbright,In  the 
pal  -  ace  of  the  King,Meet  me  there ;  Where  in  sweet  communion  blend  Heart  with 
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pure  andper-fect  day,  I  am  go-inghometo  stay. Meet  me  there, 
cit  -  y  of  de-light,  Where  our  faith  is  lost  in  sight, Meet  me  there, 
heart.and  friend  with  friend.In  a  world  thatne'er  shall  end,Meet  me  there. 
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5. — hap  -  py  gold  -  en  shore,  Where  the  faithful  part  no  more,Meet  me  there. 
Chorus.  ,  .^  I 
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Meet  me  there, 


Meet  me  there, 
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Where  the  tree   of  life     is 

.     .     +—       4- H-       -I— 


«=f 


*-!■- 


*=^ 


=S=£±fc 


-P— 1/ 


b      R    JN 


-A— fv 


Z?..S\ 


a 


s 


-£=*- 


S 


^-n 


blooming,  Meet  me  there;  When  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er,  On    the 
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I     Meet     mo    there; 
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1.  I  have  found  a  friend  divine,  And  his  saving  grace  is  mine ;  When  I  trust-ed 

2.  I  -will  ev  -  ermore  a-bide  Near  the  Saviour's  wounded  side — Always  rest  se 

3.  Sinner,  there  is  rest  for  thee  At  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry ;  Thy  sal  -  va  -  tion 
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in  his  word,  Then  I  found  the  Lord.     It     is    now    so  sweet  to  stay  Where  he 
curely  there,  In  his  ten-der  care,  When  the  storms  of  life    as-sail,  When  dis  - 
is  complete  At  the  Saviour's  feet.  Come  and  rest  be-neath  the  cross;  Count  all 
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wash'd  my  sins  away,  Where  his  Spirit  fills  my  soul,  Where  he  keeps  me  whole. 
tress  and  grief  prevail,  He  will  fold  me  to  his  breast— Give  me  joy  and  rest. 
else  but  earthly  dross;  Come,  ye  ruined  by  the  fall,  There  is  rest  for  alL 


HE 


£=£ 


«— « 


m— *- 


U-^-U- 


f  r;  i  ijj 


V     U>     I 


trtr- tr-t 
-I 


p 


te* 


Choeus. 
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f  O  what  a  rest-ing  place !    O  what  a  -  bid  -  ing  grace  I 

\  There  was  the  blood  applied,  Now  I    am  sat  -  is  -  fied: 

f  O    what  a  rest  -  ing,  a    rest  -  ing  place!    O  what  a  -  bid  -ing,  a  -  bid  •  ing  grace \ 
\  There,  O     there  was  the  blood  ap-plied,    Now,  just     now    I    am    sat  -  is  -  fied ; 

&        -*.     -».     £  -*. 


f— r-r~r-itr-£ 


BE  £=S3Mr-g-4E 
5 — [- — 'p    g  ?■  I^Tg 


ii. 


p 


& 


i 


s 


N — hp 


:£ 


*$mE£m 


+—* 


■*••*••?■  <#• 


Down               at  the  cross  of  Jesus  Where  I  found  the  blessed  Saviour; 
O  hal-le-lu-jahlpTaisehisnameforever-  (Omit.) more. 

Down  at  the  cross,  at  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus, 
O    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jab.  J  I'll  praise,  I'll  praise  his 
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My  Heart  is  Burning  with  His  Lore.       68 

C.  H.  M.  Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  'Twas  when  to  Christ  I   ful  -  ly  gave 

2.  'Twas  when  I  felt  all  else  was  vain, 
3  The  gift  tho'  small  the  Saviour  saw 
4.  On      us     de-sceud  O  Heav'nly  Dove 
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My  heart,  my  life,  my  all; 
That  Christ  was  first  and  best; 
Up  -  on  the  al  -  tar  lie; 
'Till  ev    •  'ry  soul     is  thrilled; 
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The  gift      of   his    re-deem-ing  grace  On   me      did  sweet  -  ly      fall. 

The  "Dove  of  Peace"  from  glory  came,  And  com  -  fort  filled   my  breast, 

And  sent  from  heaven  a    liv-ing  flame  The  gift      to  sane  -  ty  -    fy. 

'Till  with   the  full  -  ness  of   thy  love  Our  ev    -    'ry  heart    is      filled. 
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My  heart    is  burning  with  his  love, 

Yes,  'tis    burning  with  his  love, 
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My  heart    is  bum-ing 


OoDyright,  1898,  by  H.  L   Gilmour 
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Just  One  Touch. 
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SOLO.  Slow,  with,  expression. 
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1.  Just  one  touch  as  he  moves  along,  Push'd  and  press'd  by  the  jostling  throng, 

2.  Just  one  touch  and  he  makes  me  whole,  Speaks  sweet  peace  to  my  sin-sick  soul, 

3.  Just  one  touch !  and  the  work  is  done,  I    am  saved  by  the  bless-ed  Son, 

4.  Just  one  touch  !  and  he  turns  to  me.      O  the  love  in  his  eyes    I    see  ! 

5.  Just  one  touch !  by  his  mighty  pow'r,  He  can  heal  thee  this  ver  -  y  hour, 
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Just  one  touch  and  the  weak  was  strong,  Cured  by  the  Heal-er  di  -  vine. 

At  his  feet  all  my  bur-dens  roll, — Cured  by  the  Heal-er  di  -  vine. 

I  will  sing  while  the  a  -  ges  run,      Cured  by  the  Heal-er  di  -  vine. 

I     am  his   for  he  hears  my  plea,    Cured  by  the  Heal-er  di  -  vine. 

Thou  canst  hear  tho'  the  tempests  low'r, Cured  by  the  Heal-er  di  -  vine. 
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Just  one  touch  as    he  pass-es     by,      He  will  list  to  the  faint-est  cry, 
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Come  and  be  saved  while  the  Lord  is  nigh,  Christ  is  the  Healer  di  -  vine. 

N  di-vine. 
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1.  I      wan-der'd  in    the  shades  of  night,  Till  Je  -  sus  came    to  me, 

2.  Tho'  clouds  may  gath-er    in      the   sky,    And  bil  -  lows  rouud  me  roll, 

3.  While  walk-ing  in    the  light     of  God,       I,  sweet  com- mun- ion  find; 

4.  I      cross  the  wide  ex-tend  -  ed  fields,    I    jour  -  ney  o'er  the  plain, 

5.  Soon      I    shall  see   him    as      he     is,     The  Light  that  came   to  me; 
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And  with    the  sun  -  light  of       his  love    Bid  all    my  darkness  flee. 
How-ev  -  er    dark    the  world  may   be     I've  sun-light  in    my  soul. 

I     press  with   ho  -   ly     vig  -  or     on    And  leave  the  world  behind. 
And     in      the    sun -light  of       his  love      I   reap   the  gold  -  en  grain 

Be  -  hold   the  brightness    of       his  face,  Throughout  e  -  ter-  ni  -  ty. 
-#-      -#-•-#-          .-»--»-•    -»-    -0-  . 
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Sun-light,  sunlight,  in   my  soul  to-day, 


|     to-day,  yes 


Sunlight,  sunlight, 
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took  a-way  my  sin,  I   have  had  the  sunlight  of  His  love  within, 

load  of  sin,  •g-*   -£-  -O-. 
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He  Saves  Me* 


J.  W.  Van  Dk  Vkntek. 
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1.  The  dear  loving  Saviour  has  found  me,  And  shattered  the  fetters  that  bound  me, 

2.  He  sought  me  so  long  ere  I  knew  him,  But  fi-nal-ly  winning  me  to    him, 

3.  I    nev-er,  no,  never  will  leave  him,  Grow  weary  of  service  and  grieve  him, 
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Tho'  all  was  confusion  a  -  round  me,  He  came  and  spoke  peace  to  my  soul ; 
I  yielded  my  all  to  pur  -  sue  him,  And  asked  to  be  filled  with  his  grace; 
I'll  constantly  trust  and  believe  him,  Re-main  in    his  presence  di  -  vine; 
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The  blessed  Redeemer  that  bought  me,  In    tenderness  constantly  sought  me, 

Although  a  vile  sin-ner  be-  fore  him,  Tbro>'  faith  I  was  led  to  im-plore  himt 

A  -  bid-ing  in  love  ev-er  flow  -  ing,    In  knowledge  and  graoe  ever  growing, 
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The  way  of  sal-vation  he  taught  me,  And  made  ray  heart  perfectly 
And  now  I  rejoice  and  a  -  dore  hira,  Restored  to  his  lov- ing  em 
Oon  -  fid-ing  implic-it  -  ly,  kuow-ing  That  Je  -  sus  the  Saviour   is 


whole, 
brace, 
mine. 
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He  saves  me,  he  saves  me,  His  love  fills  my  soul,  balle-lu  -  jab  !  O 
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He  Saves  Me.— Concluded. 
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I  Surrender  AIL 


J.  W.  Van  De  Venter. 
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1  f   All       to  Je  -  sus  I       sur-ren  -  der,     All      to  him    I    free  -  ly  give;! 
'  \      I      will  ev  -  er  love  and  trust  him,    In      his  presence   dai  -  ly   live.  / 

2  /    All       to  Je  -  sus  I      sur-ren -der,  Hum-  bly  at    his  feet    I    bow;) 
'  \  World  -  ly  pleasures  all      for-sak  -  en,    Take     me,  Je  -  sus,  take  me  now.  J 

o   /    All       to  Je  -  sus  I      sur-ren -der,  Make  me,  Saviour,  whol-ly  thine;! 

'  \  Let      me  feel  the  Ho  -   ly  Spir  -  it,    Tru  -  ly  know  that  thou  art  mine.  J 
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I    sur-ren  -  der    all, 

I  surrender  all. 


I    sur-ren-der     all; 

I  surrender  all; 
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to  thee,  my    bless  -  ed     Sav-iour, 
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sur  -  ren  -  der     all. 
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4  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender,  .      5  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender, 

Lord,  I  give  myself  to  thee;  Now  I  feel  the  sacred  flame; 

Fill  me  with  thy  love  u^  power,  O  the  joy  of  full  salvation! 

Let  thy  blessing  fall  on  me.  (  Glory,  glory  to  his  narnel 

tWpyrlght.  1896,  by  Weedec  &  Van  Do  Venter.    Uaed  bj  permission. 
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His  Way  With  Thee. 


C.  S.  N. 


Psalm  37 :    5. 
(Consecration. 


Rev.  Cyrus  S.  Nusbaum. 
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Would  you  live  for  Jesus,  aud  be  always  pure  and  good?  Would  you  walk  with 
Would  you  have  him  make  you  free,and  follow  at  his  call?  Wouldyou  know  the 
Would  you  iu  his  kingdom  find  a  place  of  constant  rest  ?  Would  you  prove  him 
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him  with  -  in  the  nar-row  road  ?  Would  you  have  him  bear  your  burden, 
peace  that  comes  by  giv  -  iug  all  ?  Would  you  have  him  save  you,  so  that 
true    each  prov  -  i  -  den- tial  test?   Would  you  in    his   ser-vice   la  -  bor 


carry  all  your  load?  Let  him  have  his  way  with  thee.  ") 
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you  need  never  fall  ?  Let  him  have  his  way  with  thee.  \  His  power  ean  make  you  what  you 
always  at  your  best?  Let  him  have  his  way  with  thee  J 
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ought  to  be;  His  blood  can  cleanse  your  heart  and  make  you  free;  His  love  can 
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fill  your  soul,  and  you  will  see  'Twas  best  for  him  to  have  his  way  with  thee. 
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There's  Power  in  Jesus'  Blood. 


Hops  Try  a  way 


1.  My  hap- py  soul  re-joic-cs,     The  sky  is  bright  a-bove ;  I'll  join  the 

2.  I  heard  the  bless-ed    sto-  ry     Of  him  who  died  to  save;  The  love  of 

3.  His  gracious  words  of  par- don  Were  mu -sic   to  my  heart;  He  took  a- 

4.  I  plunge  beneath  this  fountain,That  cleauseth  white  assnow ;  It  pours  from 

5.  O  crown  him  King  for-  ev-  er !    My  Saviour  and  my  friend ;  By  Zi-  on's 
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heav'nly  voices,  And  sing  redeeming  love. 
Christ  swept  o'er  me,  My  all  to  him  I    gave. 

way  my  burden,  And  bade  my  fears  depart.  [-  For  there's  pow'r  in  Jesus'  blood, 
Calv'ry's mountain,  With  blessing  init'sflow. 
crys-tal  riv-er  Hispraise  shall  never  end. 
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pow'r  in  Jesus'  blood;  There's  pow'rin  Jesus' blood  To  wash  me  white  as  snow; 
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Copyright,  1896,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 

Jesus  Has  His  Way  With  Me. 

Tune,  page  68. 
Dedicated  to  Rev.  Cyrus  S.  Nusbaum,  by  author. 


Walking  with  my  Saviour,  clinging  only 

to  the  cross;  [dross; 

Bathing  in  the  blood  that  purifies  from 
For  his  blessed  knowledge  counting  all 

besides  but  loss — 
Jesus  has  his  way  with  me. 

Chorus.  [to  be ! 

His  power  has  made  me  what  I  ought 
His  blood   now  sanctifies,   and  sets  me 

free ! 
His  love  fills  all  my  soul,  and  I  can  see, 
'Tis  best  for  him  to  have  his  way  with  me. 
Though   the  waves  of  sorrow  in  great 

surges  o'er  me  roll; 

Copyright,  1900;  by  H.  U  Ollraour,  Wenoosh,  N.  J. 


Though   the   powers   of  hell  be  loosed 

against  my  soul ; 
Nothing  can  affright  me  for  my  Saviour 
Jesus  has  his  way  with  me.  [has  control, 
In  the  shelter  of  his  love  I  find  the  sweet- 
est rest;  [blest; 
Trusting  in  his  word  I  am  supremely 
Grace  sufficient  he  supplies  for  each  re- 
Jesus  has  his  way  with  me.  [cu mug  test, 
So,  without  a  doubt  or  feai,  along  life's 

way  I  go; 
In  the  fiercest  fight  I  conquer  every  foe; 
Only  good  can  come  to  me,  for  this  I 
Jesus  has  bis  way  with  me.  [surely  know, 
— Mrs.  E.  E.  WiUiarm. 
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E.  E.  Huwrrr. 


Never  Alone. 
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J.C.  H.  and  V.  A.  Wane 
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1." Fear  not,  I    am  with  thee;"  Blessed  gold-en      ray, 

2.  Ros  -  es  fade  a  -  round  me,     Lil  -  ies  bloom  and  die, 

3.  Steps  un-seen  be  -  fore   me,     Hid-den  dan-gers  near; 
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Like    a  star   of 
Earth-ly  sunbeams 
Near-ei  still  my 
I        t\ 
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glo  -    ry    Lighting  up  my    -way !    Through  the  clouds  of  mid  -  night, 
van  -  ish —  Ra-diant  still  the    sky !  Je  -  sus,  Rose    of  Shar  -  on, 

Sav -iour,Whisp' ring,   'be  of  cheer,"       Joys,  like   birds   of  spring-time, 
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This  bright  prom-ise    shone, 

Bloom- ing  for       his      own, 

To    my  heart  have  flown, 


"I  willnev-ei  leave  thee,  Nev-er  will 
Je  -  sus,  Heaven's  sun-shine,  Nev  -  er  will 
Sing-ing  all    so  sweet  -  ly,  "He  will  not 


^ 


± 


1- 


Chorus. 
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leav'e  thee  a  -    lone.'M      No, 
lone.     '- 


leave  me    a 
leave  me    a 


nev  -  er 
loi3e."  J       Nev-  er      a  -  lone, 


a  -  lone,. 

nev  -  er   a  -  lone, 
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He  prom- ised  nev-er    to    leave    me, 
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Copyright,  1898,  by  Wm.  J.  Hirtp»trlck.    By  per  of  Geo.  D.  KHeriin. 


Never  Alone. 


Concluded. 
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Nev-er    to    leave  me    a 
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lone.  Nev-er    to  leave  me  a  -  lone. 
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Jesus  Has  Lifted  the  Load. 

WM.  J.  KlRKPATRICK 
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1.  The  trust  -  ing  heart    to    Je  -  sus  clings,  Nor  an  -  y    ill    for  - 

2.  The  pass  -  ing  days  bring  ma  -  ny  cares,  "  Fear  not, "  I  hear  him    say, 

3.  He  tells    me      of       my   Fa-ther's  love,  And.  nev  -  er-slumb'ring  eye; 

4.  When  to    the    throne  of   grace     I    flee,       I    find  the  prom-ise      true, 
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But  at  the 
And  when  my 
My  ev  -  er  - 
The  might  -  y 
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cross    of    Cal  -  v'ry,  sings,  Praise  God  for  lift-ed 
fears    are  turned  to  prayers,  The  burdens  slip  a  - 
last  -  ing   King    a  -  bove  Will  all  my  needs  sup 
arms  up  -  hold-  ing  me     Will  bear  my  bur-dens 
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Chorus. 
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Sing-ing  I  go 
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a  -  long  life's  road,  Praising  the  Lord,  prais-ing  the  Lord, 
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Sing-ing    I      go        a-long  life's  road,  For  Je-sus  has  lift-ed  my    load. 
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Cos* right.  l*98,by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpstriok. 
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Over  and  Oyer. 


B.  B. 


Allegretto. 


Ballington  Booth. 
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and 
and 
and 


o    -      ver  I  stood  up-on     the      shore, 

o    -      ver      I've  heard  my  Saviour's  voice, 
ver      I'll  sing  this  glo-rious    song, 
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O  -  ver  and 
O  -  ver  aud 
O    -    ver  and 
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ver  I  said  I  would  doubt  no  more;  But 
ver  He  said,  "make  me  your  choice;  Now 
ver     Be  -  fore        the  gath  -  'ring  throng;      How 
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as    the  sea  came  roll-ing  in,    In  boundless  waves  that  cleanse  from  sin,  I 

face  the  waves  aud  tread  the  sea,  Look  up   iu  faith  and   fol   -     low  me;"    I 

o'er  my  heart  the  sea  prevailed,  And  how  his  love  has    nev  -    er  failed,  For 
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Chorus.    Allegro. 
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doubt- ed  their  sav  -  ing  power 
an-swered,  "I'll  prove  their  power. 
ev  -    er      I'll      trust    his       power 
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ver  and 


ver, 
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Like     a  might  -  y 
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Copyright  of  Ballington  Booth.    Used  by  per.    Arrangement  Copyright,  1898,  by  Vrn.  J.  Kfrkp»trjc|. 
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love         of     Je 

the    love 
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of   Je  -  sus  Roll 
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ing    o    -    ver    me 

ing,  roll    •    ing     o  •  ver     me. 
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My  Jesus,  I  Loye  Thee. 


"  Mine  are  thine  and  thine  are  mine." — John  xvii.  10. 
'  London  Hymn  Book."  A.  J.  Gordon.     By  per. 
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1.  My  Je  -  sus,     I  love      thee,    I      know    thoa     art    mine, 

2.  I  love    thee    be  -  cause    thou  hast    first        lov  -   er]       me, 

3.  I   will  love    thee    in  life,  I'll  love      thee     in     death, 

4.  In  man  -  sions  of  glo    -      ry    and    end   -  less     de  -  light, 


For  thee       all  the  fol    -  lies 

And  pur  -  chased  my  par    -  don 

And  praise     thee  as  long  as 

I'll        ev     -    er  a   -  dore  thee 
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on  Cal 
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sign ; 

tree ; 
breath ; 
bright ; 
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My  gra  -  cious  Re  -  deem  -    er,      my 

I  love    thee  for       wear  -   ing     the 

And  say,  when  the      death  -  dew    lies 

I'll  sing    with   the      glit    -      ter  -  ing 
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thorns 
cold 
crown 
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iour     art  thou, 

on      thy  brow ; 

on      my  brow, 

on      my  brow, 
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My  Mother's  Prayer. 


J.  W.  Van  De  Vbnter. 
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1.  I  nev-ercan    for-get  the  day  I  heard  my  mother  kindly  say,  "You're 

2.  I  nev  -  er  can  for-get  the  voice  That  always  made  my  heart  rejoice;  Tho' 

3.  Tho'  years  have  gone,  I  can '  t  forget  Those  words  of  love — I  hear  them  yet ;  I 

4.  I  nev-ercan    for-get  the  hour  I  felt  the  Saviour's  cleansing  power,  My 
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leav-ing  now    my  ten-der  care;  Kemember,  child,  your  mother's  prayer.'" 

I  have  wondered  God  knows  where,  Still  I  re-mem-berd  mother's  prayer. 

see    her  by    the  old  arm  chair,    My  moth-er  dear,    in  humble  prayer. 

sin  and  guilt  He  cancelled  there;  'Twas  there  he  answered  mother's  prayer. 
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1,2,  &  3.  Whene'er  I  think   of   her    so  dear,     I    feel  her  an -gel  spir-itnear; 
4-  O  praise  the  Lord  for  sav-ing  grace  !  We'll  meet  up  yonder  face  to  face, 
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A  voice  comes  floating  on  the  air,  Re-mind-ing  me    of  mother's  prayer. 
The  home  a-bove   to-geth-er  share,  In    ans-wer  to   my  mother's  prayer. 
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Oepyright,  1895,  by  W.  8,  Weeden  and  J.  W.  Van  De  Venter. 


In  a  Little  While  We're  Going  Home.       75 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


1.  Let  ns  sing    a  song  that  will  cheer  us  by  the  way,   In  a  little  while  we're 

2.  We  will  do  the  work  that  our  hands  may  find  to  do,  In  a  little  while  we're 

3.  Wewillsinootbthepathforsomeweary,waywornfeet,  In  a  little  while  we're 

4.  There's  a  rest  beyond,  there's  relief  from  ev'ry  care,  In  a  little  while  we're 
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go-ing  home;  For  the  night  will  end   in    the    ev  -  er-lasting  day,     In  a 

go-ing  home;  And  the  grace  of  God  will  our  daily  strength  renew,  In  a 

go-ing  home;  O  may  loving  hearts  spread  around  an  influence  sweet !  In  a 

go-ins;  home;  And   no  tears  shall  fall  in   that    city  bright  and  fair,  In  a 
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lit  -  tie  while  we're  go  -  ing  home. 


In   a 
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lit -tie  while,  In 

In     a       lit- tie  while, 
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lit  tie  while,        We  shall  cross  the  billow's  foam;       We  shall  meet  at  last, 
In     a    lit  -  tie  while, 
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When  the  stormy  winds  are  past,     In    a      little  while  we're  going  home. 
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Trust  and  Obey. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Sahmis 
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1.  When  we  walk  with  the  Lord   In  the  light  of  his  word,  What  a  glo  -  ry    he 

2.  Not  a  shad -ow  can    rise,    Not  a  cloud  in   the  skies,  But  his  smile  quickly 

3.  Not  a  hur-den  we    bear,  Not  a     sor-row  we  share,  But  our  toil  he  doth 
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sheds  on  our  way !  While  we    do    his  good  will,     He    a 

drives  it     a  -  way;    Not    a  doubt  nor    a    fear,     Not    a 

rich-ly    re-pay;    Not    a    grief  nor    a    loss,    Not    a 
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Chorus. 
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tear 
cross, 
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And  with  all  who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey.  ) 

Can   a-bidfc  while  we  trust  and  o-  bey.  [Trust  and    o-bey,  For  there's 

But  is  blest   if    we    trust  and  o  -  bey.  ) 
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no    oth  -  er   way     To  be  hap  -  py     in     Je  -  sus  But  to  trust  and  e  -  bey 
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4  But  we  can  never  prove 

The  delights  of  his  love 
Until  all  on  the  altar  we  lay, 

For  the  favor  he  shows, 

And  the  joy  he  bestows, 
Are  for  all  who  will  trust  and  obey. 
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5  Then  in  fellowship  sweet 

We  will  sit  at  his  feet, 
Or  we'll  walk  by  his  side  in  the  way 

What  he  says  we  will  do, 
Where  he  sends  we  will  go, 

Never  fear,  only  trust  and  obey. 


Say!  Will  You  Meet  Me  There? 


May  Maurice. 


Wm.  J.   KlRKPATRICK 
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1.  When  my  wea  -  ry     feet  reach  the  shin  -  ing    goal,  And  the  Master's 

2.  When    I    sweet  -ly      rest     on  that  peace-ful  shore,  Where  the  blight  of 

3.  When    I    stand    at     last    with  the  white-robed  throng,  To   a  -  dove  my 
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voice  greets  my  raptured  soul ;  Where  the  waves  of  joy  shall  a-round  me  roll, 

sin  shall  be  felt  no  more;  When  I  find  the  loved  ones  who've  gone  before, 

King,  and  his  praise  prolong;  When  my  voice  shall  join  in  the  glad,  new  song, 
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say,   will    you  meet   me       there? 
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Say,  will    you 

O      say, 
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meet  me  there?    Say,  will  you  meet  me  there?  In   the  home  a- 

O     say,       fs  ^ 
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bove,    in      the  land     of    love,     O       say,    will    you  meet   me    there? 
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0  How  He  Loves  Me. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Jcfcn,  3 :  16. 


H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  I      have     a  Friend,  a    precious  Friend,  O  how  he 

2.  Why  he  should  come,  I    can-  not    tell,  O  how  he 

3.  He    died    to  save     my  soul  from  death,  O  how  he 

4.  He  walks  with  me      a-  loug  life's  road,  O  how  he 

5.  He      has    a    home  prepared  for    me,  O  how  he 


lores  me; 
loves  me; 
loves  me; 
loves  me; 
loves  me; 
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He    says  his  love    will     nev-  er    end,  O 

In      my  poor  bro  -  ken  heart  to    dwell,  O 

I'll  praise  him  while  he  gives  me  breath,  O 

He      car-  ries    ev  -  'ry     heav-  y     load,  O 

With  him  I'll  spend    e  -    ter  -  ni  -  ty,  O 
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how  he 

how  he 

how  he 

how  he 

how  he 


loves 
loves 
loves 
loves 
loves 


me. 
me. 
me. 
me. 
me. 
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Chorus. 
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Jesus  Will  Wash  it  Away. 
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"Wash,  and  be  clean."  2  Kings  t.  13. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


WM.  J.    KlRKPATKICK. 


1.  Bringall  your  sin  to  theCru-ci-fied  One,  Je-sus.will  washit  a  -   way; 

2.  No    oth-er  fountain  for  sin  can  a- vail,     Je-sus  will  washit  a  -  way; 

3.  0,  what  an  oif'ring  for  sin  He  hath  made,  Je-sus  will  wash  it  a  -   way; 

4.  Sing,  all  ye  ransomed,ex-ult-ant  o'er  sin,  Je-sus  will  washit  a  -  way; 
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Hastefor  your  lifelunto  Cal-va-ry  run,  Je-sus  will  wash  it  a  -  way. 
No  oth-er  comfort  when  fears  shall  assail,  Je-  sus  will  wash  it  a  -  way. 
Come  where  the  price  of  redemption  was  paid,  Jesus  will  washit  away. 
This  is  the  shout  that  will  victory  win,     Je-sus  will  wash  it  a  -  way. 
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Chorus. 


Come,come,and  be-lieving  you'll  say, 
#-r — * — » — fc— r  # — * — P — »  - 


-— f— P=f— rP— *~ *~ P r*-f— *— »— ^-r#— #— g— » -, 


¥     ¥     ¥ 


,4b}- — » — » — # — J 1 — 4 — « — i — * —  -J — I — 1 — « 1 1 — ^ — 1 — 


Je-sus  hath  saved  me. praise  Him  to-day,  Jesus  hath  washed  my  sin  a-way. 
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The  Tide  of  Lore. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


M.  Paoline  Gilmour. 


i  fc     ^      S     I 


arH-y-fc* 


S 


p  i 


53 


1.  Launch  away,be-liev-  er,     on  the  swelling  tide,    In  -  to  deep-er  car-  rents 

2.  Leave  the  shallow  waters    of  your  un-  be-lief,  Leave  the  bars  and  quicksands, 

3.  O     the  blessed  billows,  ris-  ing  more  and  more,  Bearing  us  still  fur  -  tfaer 


let  your  vessel  glide;  Hear  the  heav'nly  Pi  -  lot,     call-ing  from     a  -  bove, 

bringing  you  to  grief ;  Let  the  Pi  -  lot  guide  you     to      a  broad-  er  place, 

from  the  danger-shore,  Toward  the  shin- ing  cit-y,     built  for  us       a  -  bove, 
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Choeus. 
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Plunge  in-  to    the  fullness  of    redeem-iuglove.  "| 
Out  up-on     the  o-  ceau  of  abounding  grace.  }  Launch  away,  launch  away, 
Floating  toward  the  harbor  on  the  tide   of  love.  J 


on  salvation's  tide,  Flowing,  ever  flowing  from  the  riven  side;  Send  your  happy 


to 
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greeting  to  the  friends  above ;  We're  floating  toward  the  harbor  of  redeeming  love. 
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No  Condemnation. 
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WM.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  There's  no  con- 

dem-na- 

-tion 

to  them  in  Christ  Je-sus,  That  walk  in  the 

2.  There's  no  con 

dem-na- 

■  tion 

and  no    sep  -  a  -  ra-tion  From  Je-sus  our 

3.  There's  no  con 

■dein-na- 

tiou, 

0  bless-ed     as  -sur-anoe,  To  sin-ners  now 

4.  There's  no  con 

dein-na- 

-tion 

ring  out  the  sweet  sto-ry  To    all  who  are 
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Spir-it  a 
Lov-er  di 
sav'd  by  his 
longing  for 
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lone ;  Their  chains  have  been  broken,  Their  freedom  is 
vine;      No  death  and  no  sorrow,     No  tho't  for    to- 
grace;    The    law  has  no    ter-ror,Truth  triumphs  o'er 
rest,      That    life    in  Christ  Je-sus  From  sin  and  death 


spoken,  And  now  Je-sus  calls  them  his 
morrow,  When  all  that  is  Je-sus'  is 
er  -  ror,  Since  Je-sus  has  stood  in  our 
frees  us,  And  urge  them  the  promise  to 
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own. 
mine, 
place, 
test. 


I'll  praise  him,  I'll 


i , \-v — %—v — v — v — ^_csz^p__c — x^n j 


±£=£e£ 


W 


r~N- 

-j— 

a  - 


praise  him  Who  saves  me  and  calls  me   his       own ;  There's  no  condeui- 
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na-tion   to  them  in  Christ  Je-sus  That  live  by  the  Spir-it     a 
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Hallelujah  for  the  Blood. 


Mrs.  C.  H,  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Hal  -  le-  lu- jah  for  the  blood,  for  the  sin-cleansing  fountain,  For  the 

2.  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  for  the  blood;  sing  for  joy,  all    ye    nations,  And  re  - 

3.  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  for  the  blood:  hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah   for  -  ev  -  er,  We  shall 
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Lamb  has  been  slain,  and  the  ran-  som  price  paid;  Ful-  ly  cancelled  was  the 
joice  that  the  work  of  re-demp-tion  is  done;  Here  is  par- don  free  for 
sing    it      a  -  new    in  the  kingdom   of    God,  Where  the  anthems  of  the 


tL£- 


debt,  when  on  Cal-va-  ry's  mountain  All  the  sins  of    this    world  np-on 

all,    and  a   per-  feet  sal  -  va-  tion  Thro'  the  sin-cleansing  blood    of  the 

light  shall  be  si-  lent,  no,  nev-  er,    Ev  -  er-more  hal  -  le  -   lu-jah  for 
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Cru  -  ci  -  tied    One.  >  There  was  no  arm  to  save,  there  was  no  eye  to  pi1  -  y, 
Christ  and  the  blood.  J 
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Un-  til  Je-  sus  our  Saviour  from  glo-  ry  came  down ;  He  was  mighty    to 
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save,  he  was  strong  to    de  -  liv  -  er,  He  has  brought  us  sal-va-  tion,  a 
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robe  and     a  crown.  Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -jah, sing  the  triumphant 


strain ;  Hal  -  le  -  lu -jah,  for    the   blood  and  the  Lamb  that  was   slain. 


I'm  Believing,  and  Receiving. 


1.  Sins  of  years  are  wash' d  a  -  way,      Blackest  stains  be- come   as  snow, 

2.  Doubts  and  fears  are  borne    a  -  long         On  the    current's  cease-less  flow; 

3.  Ease  and  wealth  become  as     dross.  Worthless,  earth's  delight  and  show; 

4.  Sel  -  fish- ness    is      lost  in      love,      Love  for  him  whose  love  you  know; 
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-I'm  be-liev-ing  and     re -ceiv-iug, While  I 
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day,     When 
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Dark-est  night  is  chang'd  to 

Sor-  row  chang-  es       in  -  to     song, 

All  my  boast    is       in     the   cross, 

All  my  treas-  ure      is      a  -  bove, 
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When 
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the  fountain  go. 

the  fountain  go. 

the  fountain  go. 

the  fountain  go. 
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And   my  heart  the  waves  are  cleansing  Whiter  than     the  driv  -  en   snow. 

Cosvrieht.  1890.  by  McDonald.  Gill  &  Co. 
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My  Saviour. 


A.  A.  Payn. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 
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%,  He  will  hear  me  when  I  call,  He  will  help  me  when  I  fall,  My  Sav-  iour,  my 

2.  I  will  la-  hor,  I  will  pray,  I  will  trust  him  ev'ry  day,My  Sav-  iour,  my 

3.  When  I'm  weary  and  distressed, I  will  go  to  him  for  rest, My  Sav-  iour,  my 

4.  May  I  nev-er,  never  stray  From  thy  precious  side  away,  My  Sav-  iour,  my 
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Sav-  iour;  He  will  give  me  strength  to  bear  Ev'ry  grief  that  may  appear;  My 
Sav- iour;  I  will  look  to  him  in  faith,  I  will  trust  him  un-til  death;  My 
Sav-  iour;  To  his  lov-ingarms  I'll  fly,  Ev  -  'ry  need  he  will  sup-ply,  My 
Sav-  iour;  Naught  of  e  -  vil  will  I  fear, While  I  have  my  Saviour  near ;  My 
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Chorus. 
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all    in  all    is      he.     Yes,  a    sat-  is  -  fy-  ing  portion  is  my  Saviour,  My 
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Saviour,  my  Saviour;  Myrock,my  stay,  by  night  and  by  day  My  all  in  all  is  he. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Noth-ing  but  the  blood  of    Je  -  sus    in    my   soul,  Could  my  sins,  like 

2.  Noth-ing  else  could  wash  a- way  the  guilt  of  years,  Though  I  weep  for- 

3.  Noth-ing  but  the  blood  can  save  from  in -bred  sin,      Nothing  else  can 

4.  Oh,    the  precious  fountain,    opened  deep  and  wide,    Flowing,  free-ly 


crimson,  make  as  white  as  wool ;  Nothing  else  could  cleanse  and  make  me  fully  whole, 

ev-er  my  re  -  pentanttears;Nothingelseforcleansiugtomysoulappears, 

sanctify  and  make  me  clean ;  Nothing  but  the  blood  can  keep  me  pure  within, 

flowing  from  my  Saviour's  side;  Let  me  dwell  forever  'neath  its  healing  tide, 
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Noth-ing   but  the  blood  of      Je  -  sus.        The  cleans  -  ing     blood,  the 
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precious  cleansing  blood, 
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pur-i-fying  flood,  The  precious  blood  of    Je-sus;       My   prayer    pre - 

My  pray'r  of  faith  pre- 
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vails,   the  blood       a  -    vails,    The     pre      -     cious  blood  of 
vails,    the  precious  blood  a-vails,    The  blood,  the  precious 
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The  Open  Fountain. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H   Mcbsis. 
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1.  O-penedin      the  house  of    Da-vid,    For   un-cleanness 

2.  Still  there's  vir-tue    in     the  fountain,  Still  there's  healing 

3.  Tho'  the   love    of  God    is  boundless,  Tho'  his  grace  is 
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full  and 
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a  wondrous  fount  of  heal  -  ing,  Millions  now  have  entered 
your  sins  be  like  a  moun  -tain,  Plunge  in  -to  the  crimson 
you  still      re-ject  his  mer  -  cy,  Naught  of  good   it  brings  to 
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Here  the    sin  -  sick,  lost  and  wretched,  Here  the  halt  and  maim'd  and  blind, 
Sink-ing  deep  -  er     in    his    mer-cy,      Ev-'ry    bur  -  den  on  him   roll; 
Un-to     all    who  will   ac-cept  him,  Life  and  love  are  free-ly    given; 
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Plunge  in  -  to  the  liv  -  ing  wa  -  ters  And  a  per  -  feet  cleansing  find. 
Then  go  forth  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry  A  redeem'd  and  ransom'd  soul. 
But  to   those  who  still   re-ject  him,   Banishment  from  Christ  and  heaven. 
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Let  the  cleans    -     ing  blood  flow  o  -  ver  thee,  It  will  sure    -      ly  all  suf  - 

Let  the  cleansing  It  will  surely 
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ficient  be:  Whiter  than       the  snow  it  maketh  thee,  Hallel  ujah !  Praise  the  Lord. 
Whiter  than 
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0  Don't  Stay  Away. 


Rbv.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
With  expression. 


Rev.  W.  J.  Stuart,  A.  M. 
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1.  Come,  soul,  and  find  thy   rest,    No    Ion-  ger  be  distressed;  Come   to 

2.  Dark    is     the  world,  and  cold,  Her  cares   can-not  be    told;  Come   to 

3.  Come  with  thy  load   of     sin,  Christ  died  thy  soul  to     win;   Now   he 

4.  Time,  here,  will  soon  be    past,  Mo-ments  are  fly  -  ing  fast;  Judgment 

5.  Come,  O      we  pray  thee,  come,  Come,  and  no  Ion  -  ger  roam;  Come,  now, 
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Chorus. 
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thy  Saviour's  breast,  O  don't  stay  a  -  way. " 
thy  Saviour's  fold,     O  don't  stay  a  -  way. 
will  take  thee    in,       O  don't  stay  a  -  way. 
will  come  at    last,     O  don't  stay  a  -  way. 
and  start  for  home,    O  don't  stay  a  -  way. . 
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fi: 


S 


g 


-#- — e- 


$Z 


tz 


-p- 


zgz 


-#— — m — »— — Ft-  - 

PET  P- 


$ 


± 


-H -P- 


-&. mys-l-4 — Jr 


ritard ris 

I K. 


-»H-^- 


^-zfczzi- 


I— i 


-*— »h 


3 


Angels  are  bending  now;  Both  worlds  are  blending  uow,  O  don't  stay  away. 
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lie  Blesses  and  Saves  Me. 


Rev.  E.  E.  Robbins. 


Wm,  J.    KlRKPATRlCK. 
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1.  My  Sav-iour    is  with  me,  and  walks  close  beside  me;   I    fol-low  him 

2.  He'swithme  in    mer-cy,  he'swithme  in    spir-it.  There's  nothing  can 

3.  I'msav'd,andre-joiee  in     this  glorious  sal- va-tion;  I'm  wondrously 
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glad-ly  wher  -  ev  -  er  he  leads;  He  eleans-es  so  ful  -  ly  and 
harm  me  when  he  is  so  near;  He  nev  -  er  will  leave  me,  he's 
kept,  and  my  path-way     is  bright ;  I     live      in    the  hope  of     the 
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keeps  me  so  sweet-ly,  Ac-cord-ing  to  prom-ise  sup-pli-eth  my  need, 
with  me  this  moment,  My  light  in  all  darkness,  my  trust  in  all  fear. 
great  res  -  ur  -  rec-tion  When!  shall  be -hold  him  in  garments  of  light. 
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Chorus 


O     glo-ry  to    Je  -  sus  he   bless-es  and  saves  me,  He     sat  -  is- 
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now  and  will  still    be     my  Guide ;  Tho'  troubles  o'er-take    me 
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dan-  gers  be  -  fall  me,  His  grace  will  up-hold  me  what  -  ev  -  er    be  -  tide. 
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"I  Hare  Prayed  for  Thee." 

*'  Satan  hath  desired  to  have  you,  that  he  may  sift  you  as  wheat :  but  I  have 

prayed  for  thee,  that  thy  faith  fail  not :" — Jesus. 

Mrs.  Mary  B.  Wingate.  H.  L.  Gilmour. 


1.  "I  have  pray'd  for  thee,  that  thy  faith  fail  not, "  O  words  of  the  Christ  di- vine: 

2.  "  I  have  pray'd  for  thee, that  thy  faith  fail  not,  "O  words  that  will  cheer  and  bless, 

3.  "I  have  pray'd  for  thee,  that  thy  faith  fail  not,"  The  Fa-ther  will  answer  pray'r; 

4.  "I  have  pray'd  for  thee,  that  thy  faith  fail  not,"  When  crossingthe  mystic  tide; 


In    times  of    trou-ble     doubt  or  fear,    I  claim  the  sweet  message  mine. 
When  foes  com-bine  or    storms  may  come,  Or  burdens  of  life   op  -  press. 
And     ten-  der  -  ly  keep  the  trusting  one,  The  child  of  his  love  and  care. 
I'll    whis-per    it    softly  o'er  and  o'er,  And  cling  to  my  blessed   Guide. 


Chorus. 
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1 ' Satan  hath  desired  to  have  you, That  he  may  sift  you  as  wheat:     But  I  have 
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Living  in  the  Sunshine. 


"The  path  of  the  righteous  is  as  the  light  of  dawn,  that  shineth  more  and 
S.  H.  B.  more  unto  the  perfect  day."— Prov.  4  :  18  (R  V  margin)        S.  H.  Bolton. 
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1.  Living  in  the  sunshine,  bright  and  happy  day,      As    I  walk  with  Je-sus 

2.  Living  in  the  sunshine,  walking  in  the   light,   How  my  soul  re-joic-es 

3.  Living  in  the  sunshine,  this  is  joy   di  -  vine,  Sweet  the  light  of  heave* 

4.  Living  in  the  sunshine,  sweet  the  life  of  praise,  Growing  up  in   Je-sus 
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all     a-long  the   way,  Holding  sweet  communion  with  my  heav'nly  King, 
as      I  know  my  right;  Cleans'd  from  all  that's  sinful,  made  as  white  as  snow, 
in   my  soul  doth  shine;  And  the  path  grows  brighter  as     I    on-ward  go, 
all  the  coming   days;  Watching  for  the  Bridegroom,  who  will  soon  be  here, 
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O   'tis  sweetest  pleasure  while  his  praise  I  sing.  .. 

O     it    is      so  glorious  all  God's  will  to  know.  I  Living  in  the  sumhine> 

In  my  Lord   I   tri-umph  o  -  ver  ev  - 'ry    foe.  (            &                         ^ 
In   an  hour  we  know  not  Je  -  sus  will  ap  -  pear. 


as   I  pass  a  -  long,    Glo-ri-fy-ing  Je-  sus,   all  my  life  a    song:    Finding 
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on  thebest,       O  it  is  de-lightful  in  my  Lord  to  rest 
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Brought  Back. 
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An-,  by  H.  L.  G. 


H.  L.  Gilmour. 

f *" 

1.  How  restless  the  soul  of  the  wand'rer  from  Jesus!  No  spot  iu  the  wide  world  can 

2.  His  soul  iu  sad  exile  now  longs  for  the  homestead,  And  deep'ningconvictionsare 

3.  Newsongsof  rejoicingnow  thrill  that  old  homestead,  The  best  robe  bro't  forth,  ring  and 
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com-fort  af-ford.  Unconscious  he  drifts  on  the  waves   of  his  fol-ly,  Still 
tossing  his  breast.  He  hears  as  in  childhood,  those  sweet  words  of  Jesus,  "Come 
shoes  for  his  feet;  He's  clad  in  the  garments  his  Fa  -  ther  pro-vid-ed,  Has 


far-ther  and  far-ther  a  -  way  from  his  Lord.  Yet  still  there  are  moments  of 
all  ye  that  la-bor,  and  I'll  give  you  rest."  He  lis-  tens!  the  Spir  -  it  re  - 
feasting  for  famine,  and  resting  complete.  Come,  ye  that  are  wand' ring,  now 


fond  recollection,  When  bright  scenes  of  childhood  come  fresh  to  his  view,  And  chords  of "  sweet 
peats  the  sweet  message,  And  turning  from  folly  no  longer  to  roam,  He  ventures  in 
haste  to  the  Saviour,  He  pa-tient-ly  lin-gers  to  lav-ish  his  love;  His  arm  is  ex- 


home,"  that  have  long  been  reposing,  By  fingers  unseen  are  a- wakened  a-new. 
weakness,  but  strength  is  imparted,  And  gladly  he's  welcomed  by  Father  at  home, 
tended  to  res-cue  the  needy,  And  bring  them  to  mansions  he's  promised  above. 
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Strength  for  My  Day. 


Irs.  Mary  B.  Wingatr.  "And  as  thy  days,  so  shall  thy  strength  be.' 


H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  There's  strength  for  my 

2.  There's  strength  for  my 

3.  There's  strength  for  my 

4.  There's  strength  for  my 


day, 
day, 
day, 
day, 
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and  what  -  ev  -   er 
and   I'm  need  -  ing 
and  why  should     I 
and  what  more    can 
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may  come      I'll 
it       so,    There's 
de  -  spair,  Why 
I       ask    When 
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cling    to  the  prom  -  ise  di  -  vine:    Thro'  fast  fall -ing  tears,    and  thro' 
light    in  the    dark-ness  to    shine;     It      com-forts  me      so    while  re- 
lon  -  ger  in      lone-  li-ness  pine?     A     Help-er     is     near    and    a 
read  -  ing  this  prom  -  ise  di  -  vine?  Tho'  doubts  may  dis-  tress,    and  tho' 
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heart -aches  and 
peat  -  ing      it 
Friend  that      is 
cares    may    op  - 
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mine, 
mine. 
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Chorus.   (Psalm  84  :  11. 
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'For  the  Lord  God    is      a    sun  and  shield:  the  Lord  will  give  grace  and 
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glo  -  ry :  no  good  thing  will  he  withhold  from  them  that  walk  uprightly. 
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I'll  Die  on  the  Field. 


93 


D.  F.  W. 

Duet. 


Mrs.  Aura  Smith. 


*♦  ft 


1.  How  deartomy  mem'ry  the  bright  heav'nly  hour,    When  Jesus  drew  near  me  with 

2.  Tho'  foes  camp  against  me,  my  heart  shall  not  fear,  There's  blessed  deliv'rance,  with 

3.  The    joy  of  sal-va-tion  is  filling  my  soul,    My  cares  and  my  burdens  on 

4.  There  is  fullness  of  blessing  to  all  who  believe,  And  His  name  now  confessing,  His 


life-giv-ingpow'r;  In  the  fountain  of  Calv'ry  he  washed  ev'ry  sin,     And 

Je  -  sus  so  near;  The  sword  of  the  Spir-  it   is    trust-y  and  strong,  I'll 

Je  -  sus   I    roll;  When -e'er    I  am  wea-ry     I     lean    up- on  Him,  His 

Spir  -  it    re-ceive,  For  He  sanc-tifies  wholly,  and  saves  from  all  sin,  All  who 


gave  me  the  witness  a  -  bid  -  ing  with-iu. 
sing  as  I  use  it,  the  victor's  glad  song. 
face  is  the  sunshine  that  nev-er  grows  dim. 
con  -se-crate  ful-ly  and  by  faith  en-ter  in. 


His  love  is  more  pre-cious  than 


life  to  his  service  I  faithfully  yield;  I'll  bea  truesoldier,  I'll  die  on  the  field. 
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He's  the  One. 


J.  B.  M. 


J.  B.  Mackav. 
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1.  Is  there  an-  y-one  can  help  us,  one  who  understands  our  hearts  When  tha 

2.  Is  there  an-  y-one  can  help  us  when  the  load   is  hard  to  bear,  And  we 

3.  Is  there  an-  y-one  can  help  us   who   can  give  a   sinner  peace,  When  his 

4.  Is  there  an-  y-one  can  help  us,   when  the  end  is  drawing  near,  Who  will 
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thorns  of  life  have  pierced  them  till  they  bleed ;  One  who  sympathizes  with  us,  who  in 

faint  and  fall  beneath  it  in    a-larm  ;  Who  in  tenderness  will  lift  us,  and  the 

heart  is  burdened  down  with  pain  and  woe;  Who  can  speak  the  word  of  pardon  that  af- 

go  thro'  death's  dark  waters  byouf  side;  Who  will  light  the  way  before  us, and  dis- 
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wondrous  love  imparts  Just  the  ver  -  y,  ver  -  y    blessing  that  we  need? 

heav  -  y  bur-den  share,  And  support  us  with  an    ev-  er  -  last-  ing  arm  ? 

fords  a  sweet  release,  And  whose  blood  can  wash  and  make  as  white  as  snow? 

pel  all  doubt  and  fear,  And  will  bear  our  spir-its    safeiy   o'  er  the  tide  ? 
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Chorus. 
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Yes,  there'sOne,      on-lyOne,  The  blessed,  blessed  Jesus,he's  the  One;  When  af- 
Yes, there's  One,  only  One, 
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fliction's  press  the  soul,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll,  And  you  need  a  friend  to  help  you,be's  the  one. 
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Jesus  is  Mighty  to  Save. 


95 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


1.  When  the  tempests  rage  and  the  storms  beat  high  There  is  refuge  near,  and  a 

2.  Not     a  cloud  so  dark  but  his  love  shines  thro',  Not  a  shade  so  deep  but  his 

3.  Not  a  teardrop  falls  but  theSaviom  knows,  And  hisgreat  heart  throbs  with  our 

4.  Nev- er  yet     in  vain  has  a    sin- ner  cried,  Never  yet    in  vain  was    the 


shelter  nigh;  He  who  calm'd  the  winds  and  the  rolling  wave  Is  Je  -  ho    vah 

fa:*e  we  view;  For  his  arm  is  strong  and  his  heart  is  kind,  All  who   in  him 

bit-ter  woes;  For  he  knows  our  flesh  and  our  feeble  frame,  Ev-ery  pang  we 

blood  applied;  Who-so-ev  -er  will  may  in  him  be  blest,  Who- so  -  ev  -  er 
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strong  to    de  -  liv-  er,  Je-  sus     is  mighty     to     save. 

Je  -  sus      is      might   -   y,      Ves,        might-  y     to    save. 
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I  Shall  Be  No  Stranger  There. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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1.  When  the  pearl  -  y  gates  are      o  -  pened  To     a    sin-ner  "sav'd by  grace," 

2.  Thro' time's  ev -.  er-changing   sea -sons,    I      am  press-ingt' ward  the  goal; 

3.  There  my  dear    Re-deem-er    liv  -  eth,  Bless- ed  Lamb   up -on  the  throne; 
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When  thro'  ev  -   er  -  last  -  iug  mer  -  cy,       I      be -hold  my  Sav-iour's  face, 

'Tis    my  heart's  sweet  na-tive  country,    'Tis  the  home-laud  of    my  soul; 

By     the  crim  -  son  marks  up-on  them,  He  will  sure  -  ly  claim  his  own. 
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When  I  en  -  ter  in  the  man-sious  Of  the  cit  -  y  bright  and  fair, 
Ma-ny  lov'd  ones,  cloth'd  with  beauty,  In  those  wondrous glo-ries share; 
So,  when-  ev  -  er    sad    or  lone  -  ly,    Look  be-yond   the   earth-ly  care; 
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I  shall  have  a  roy  -  al  wel-come,  For  I'll  be 
When  I  rise,  re-deemed,  for-giv  -  en,  I  shall  be 
Wea-rv  child    of  God,  re  -  mem-ber,  You  will   be 

JE."  * 
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no  stranger  there, 
no  stranger  there, 
no  stranger  there. 
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I  shall  be  no  strang-er  there,  Je  -  sus  will  my  place  prepare; 

I  shall  be  no    strang-er  there,  Je-sus  will  my  place  pre-pare; 
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He  will  meet  me,  He  will  greet    me,       I  shall  be  no  stranger  there 

He  will  meet  me,  He  will  greet  me.  I  shall  be 
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Some  Day  I  am  Going  There. 


97 


C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


1.  I  have  heard  of  a  bean-ti-  ful  cit  -    y,       A    cit-y  where  comet  h  no    night, 

2.  A       city  where  death  never  en  -  ters,  Nor  sickness, nor  sorrow, nor  pain, 

3.  Some  day  the  great  King  in  his  beau-ty,  My  wondering  eyes  shall  be-hold. 


Tho' a  ray  from  the  sun  never  shin-eth,  For     Je-sus  the  Lamb  is  the     light; 

And  ties  which  on  earth  have  been  broken  Shall  be  re-  u  -  nit- ed    a  -    gain; 

Some  day  and  my  feet  shall  be  treading  Those  beautiful  pavements  of  gold; 
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I  have  heard  how  its  walls  are  of  jasper,  How  the  streets  are  all  golden  and  fair; 
No     mansiou  on  earth  I  am  sharing,     My  heart  and  my  treasure  are  there; 
Not  worthy  the  least  of  his  no  -  tice,   Not  worthy  one  moment  of    care; 
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A  home  for  theblood-wash'dand  ransom'd,  And  some  day  I'm  go-  ing  there. 
And  Je  -  sus  my  place  is  pre  -  par  -  ing,  And  some  day  I'm  go  -  ing  there. 
But     Je-sus  has  bid-den  me  wel- come,  And  someday  I'm  go -ing    there. 
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Chorus. 


With  my  heart  with  lore  o'er-flow-iug,     Some  day     I    am    go  -  ing  there. 
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Volunteers  to  the  Front! 


Mrs.  B.  E.  Williams. 

Martial  style. 

1.  Vol  -  anteers  are  want-  ed 

2.  Vol  -  anteers  are  want-  ed 

3.  Vol  -  anteers  are  want-  ed 

4.  Vol     anteers  are  waut-  ed 
6.  Vol  -  anteers  are  want-  ed 


Tvl.  pAOLUfB  Gibuooa 


!  hear  the  stir-  ring  call, 

f  val    taut  men  and  true, 

!  tor     on  land  and  sea 

!  on    the   bat  -  tie-plain 

.'  let    the  ranks  bo  tilled, 


O     be  swift  to 
lu  the  ranks,  my 
Satan's  starving 
Soldiers  brave  are 
Soon  the  din  of 


an  •  swer,  comrades  one 

broth  ■  er,  there     is  room 

bond     men  clam  -  or     to 

fall  *    ing,  ne'er     to.  fight 

bat        tie  will      in  peace 


and   all ;     Gird    ing    on     your  ar      mor, 
for    you ;    Christ    is    the    Command    er, 
be    free ,     Hast  -  en      co     their    res     cue, 
a  -  gain:     Who  will  take  their  plac  •  es 
be  stilled;  See!    the  clouds  a*e    lift-  ing. 


haste  to  march  a-  way,     For  the  Lord  is  calling,  "to  the  front  to-day  !'* 
let    os    all      o-bey    When  he  gives  the  or- der,"  to  the  front  to -day  I" 
i/  you  still  delay  Blood  bought  souls  must  perish,  to  the  front  to- day  1 
in  the  dead-  ly  fray?  Who  will  march  tvith  Jesus  to  the  front  to-  day? 

soon  they'll  clear  away,   Glo-  ry  gilds  the  heights  along  the  front  to  -  day. 
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A     way     to    the  bat  -  tie-field,  a  -  way,  a-  way  !  The  Kiug  calls  fo? 

A        way,       a  way  to     ttie    bat    Ue-fietd,  a  -  way. 
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in     to  line   be  fall-  ing.  Forth  to  the  bat-  tie  field,  a  -  way,     a  -  way! 
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On  to  Victory! 

Dedicated  to  Rev.  B.  C.  Ldppincoit,  D.  D. 
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J.  W.  Van  De  Venter 


1.  There  are   foes  that  must  be  conquered, There  are  bat  -  ties  we  must  win  ; 

2.  There  are  hosts    of    sin     be -fore     us,  That   ex- tend  from  sea      to  sea; 

3.  There  are    ma  -  ny  dear  oues  dy  -  ing,  They  are    fall  -  ing  ev-  '  ry-where; 
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There  are  lands  that  must  be    talc  -  en,  That  are     go  -  ing  down   in    sin, 
Then?  are    ma  -  ny  still    in    bond-age,  There  are  slaves  that  must  be  free; 
Let      us  brave  -  ly     go    and  help  them,  They  are    lost  and  need   our  care ; 
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Let  us  en  -  ter  in  the  etrug-gle,  Ev  -  er  march  up  -  on  our  way, 
Let  us  all  be  up  and  do  -  ing,  Ev  -  er  found  with-in  the  fray, 
Fall      in    line    pre-pare    for    bat  -  tie,  Let      us  fight    as  well     as   pray, 
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We    must    take 


On 


tovic-to-ry!    on tovic-to-ry!    On to  vie  -  to-ry  !  the 
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foe  must  die ! 


On to  vie  -  to-  ry  we'll  con-querby  and  by. 
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100        When  Jesns  Comes  in  His  Glory. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 

Moderato 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick, 


1.  Time  hurries  onward  with  fast-fly-ing  feet,  Shall  we  be  read  -  y  the 

2.  Bliss  beyond  telling  to  those  who  shall  rise,  Meeting  the  King  and  his 

3.  Toil  on,  be-liev-er,  there's  blessed  reward,  Cheer  up,  sad  hearted,  there's 

4.  Car-  ing  for  those  who  still  wander  a-  way,     O     let  us  gath-er  them 
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Mas  -  ter    to  meet  When  he  descends  from  the  bright,  golden  street', 

host    in    the  skies,  See  -  ing  his  beau  -  ty  with  love's  ravished  eyes, 

joy      in    the  Lord,  Some  day  you'll  sing  to  redemption's  full  chord, 

in    while  we  maj-,     O     to     be  watch-ing  when  dawns  the  great  day, 
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When  Jesus  comes  in  his  glo  -  ry.  When  Je-sus  comes  in  his  glo 
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When  Je  -  sus  comes  in    his    gio 
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ry,  Will  we  haste  to  meet  him, 
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And  re-joice  to  greet  him,  When  Je-sus  comes  in  his       glo  -  ry? 
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His  Love  Can  Satisfy. 

Duet,  or  Quartet  and  Chorus. 
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L.  E.  Jonps. 


1.  O  troubled  heart, no  long-er     sigh, The  love  of 

2.  O  fear-ful   heart, there's  peace  for  thee, The  blood  np- 

3.  O  burdened  heart, find  rest  from  care, The  Mas-ter 

1.  O  troubled  heart,  no  long-er  sigh, 


Christ cansat-is  -  fy; O  come  in   faith, and  low- ly 

plied will  set  you  free; To  Calv'ry's  mount for  cleansing 

waits your  load  to  bear; Let  ev-'ry  grief. to  him  be 

The  love  of  Christ  can  sat-is-fv ;  O  come  in  faith, 


bow, The  Lord  is  here, receive  him  now 

go, And  wash  your  robes as  white  as  snow 

giv'n... And  trust  his  love for  joy  in  heav'n 

and  low- ly  bow,  The  Lord  is  here,  receive  him  now. 

_ir_1r_>-_>-_ 


love can  sat-is-fy, 


love cansatis- 

His  love  can  ful-ly  sat-is-fy,  his  love  can  sat-is-fy,  His   love  can  ful-ly  sat-is-fy,  his 

r\ 


fy; ,.  He  speaketh  peace,  and  sorrows  cease,  His  love  can  satisfy. 

love  can  sat-is-fy,  His  love  can  ful-ly  sat-is-fv,  can  sat-is-fy. 
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His  Grace  Aboundeth  More. 
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1.  O  what  a  won-der-ful  Sav  -  iour  In  Je-  sua  my  Lord  I  have  found, 

2.  When  a  poor  sin-ner  he  found  me,  No  goodness  to  of  -  fer  had    I ; 

3.  Nothing  of  mer  -  it  pos-sesa  -  ing,  All  helpless  before  him  I      lay  ; 

4.  In  him  my  gracious  Eedeem-er,  My  Prophet,  my  Priest  and  my  King; 

5.  How  can  I  keep  from  rejoic  =  ing?  I'll  sing  of  the  joy  in  my    soul ; 


_ « m * *      *-.-•— ^ P-rP — 0 — m — — 0 *_.?■».> , 


~\ 


,— £ P—tj y— tj r-l 1—, 


Tho'  I  had  sins  without  number,  His  grace  un-to    me  did    a  -  bound. 
Of-tenhislaw    I  had  brok-  en,  And  mer-it-ed  naught  but  to  die. 
But  in  the  precious  blood  flowing  He  wash'dall  my  sin  stains  away. 
Mer-cy    I    find  and  forgive- ness,  My  all   to    his  keeping   1     bring. 
Praising  the  love  of  my  Sav-iour,  While  years  of  E-ter-  ni  -  ty    roll. 
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Chorus. 
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His  grace  a-bound-eth  more,  His  grace    a-bound-eth      more, 

and  more, 


-An 


Tho'  sin      a-  bound-ed  in     my  heart, His  grace    a-bound-eth   more. 
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There's  a  Great  Ray  Coming. 
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Thompson. 
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There's  a  great 
There's  a  bright 
There's  a      sad 

N       IS 


day 

day 
day 


•jjr  -g- 
<om-in<j 
cora-iug 
com-iiii! 


A     great 
A    bright 

A        sad 


day 

day 
day 


com-ing,  There's  a 
cora-ing,  There's  a 
com-ing,  There's  a 


N-. 


great  day  coming  by  and 

bright  day  coming  by  and 

sad    day  coming  by  and 
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When  the  saints  and  the  siu-uers  shall  be 
by,  But  ils  brightness  shall  on  -  ly  come  to 
by,     When  the  sin-ner  shall  hear  his  doom," De- 
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part-ed  right  and  left,  Are 
them  that  love  the  Lord,  Are 
part,  I  know  ye  not,"  Are 


you  read  -  y 
you  read  -  y 
you  read  -  y 


for  that  day 
for  that  day 
for  that  day 
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Chorus. 
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A  re     you  read  -  y  ? 


are     von  read  -  v  ? 
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Are     you  read-y     for     the 


_^__«___ 


#.     ZL     A- 

:£— p— pcz=z 


*-±—0 — #__*^=7r_«J 

H j 1 ! 1 1 1 

-»— — 0 1 1 * #— 

-I 1 0 0 1 1 ' 


judgment  day?  A  re  you  read-y?     are  you  read-y       For  the  judgment  day  ? 
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H.  L.  Gilmour. 


Jesus,  the  Light. 


Arr.  by  H.  L.  G. 

2— Fine. 


1    /Let    my  gaze  be   fixed  on  thee,  Jesus,  the  lightof  the  world; 
"  \  As       I    look,  new  beauties  see,  Jesus,  the  light  [  Omit.  .  .  .  ]  of  the  world. 
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of  the  world. 
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D.  C-Falling  around  us  by  day  and  by  night,  Jesus,  the  light 
Chorus.  * 
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Walk  in  the  light,  beautiful  light,  Come  where  the  dew-drops  of  mercy  are  bright, 
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2  Let  my  hands  be  stroug  for  thee, 

Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world  ; 
.  And  my  feet  be  swift  and  free, 
Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world. 

3  When  the  tempter  would  alarm, 

Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world  ; 
Bare,  O  bare  thy  mighty  arm, 
Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world. 


4  Walk  the  waves,  across  life's  sea, 

Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world ; 
Nearer  come,  O  Lord,  to  me, 
Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world. 

5  Be  a  shelter  in  the  storm, 

Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world ; 

Keep,  O  keep  thy  child  from  harm, 

Jesus,  the  light  of  the  world. 


105  Wayside  Communion. 

"And  they  said  one  to  another,  did  not  our  hearts  burn  within  us,  while  he  talked 
H.  L.  Gilmour.  with  us  by  the  wa>"'  -Luke  xxiv  :  32.  Arr  and  har.  by  H.  L.  G. 
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It's  when  I  meet  the  ris-en  Lord,  I 
And  he  explains  the  Living  Word,  I 
„   J  When  faith  takes  hold  on  Jesus'  name,  I 


feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart;  \ 
feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart,  j 
feel  the  fire   burning  in  my  heart;  \ 


\  And  he  applies  the  mystic  flame,  I    feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart 

-, — h h h- 


In  my  heart,  in  my    heart,        I       feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart. 

ia  my  heart,  in  ray  heart , 
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3  It's  when  anointed  from  above, 

I  feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart; 
And  witnessing  for  perfect  love, 
I  feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart. 


4  It's  when  glad  vict'ry  comes  to  greet, 
I  feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart; 
A  captive  freed,  at  Jesus'  feet, 
I  feel  the  fire  burning  in  my  heart, 


[Qf5  Tune — Coronation.  Key  O. 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  I 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  a1:  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  his  feet  may  fall! 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

107  Tune — Coronation.  Key  G. 

1  Jesus!  the  name  high  overall, 

In  hell,  or  earth,  or  sky; 
Angels  and  men  before  it  fall, 
And  devils  fear  and  fly. 

2  Jesus !  the  name  to  sinners  dear, 

The  name  to  sinners  given  ; 
It  scatters  all  their  guilty  fear; 
It  turns  their  hell  to  heaven. 

3  Jesus  the  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 

And  bruises  Satan's  head ; 
Power  into  strengthless  souls  he  speaks, 
And  life  into  the  dead 

4  O  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 

The  riches  of  his  grace  ! 
The  arms  of  love  that  compass  me 
Would  all  mankind  embrace. 

108  Tune-  Cleansing  Fountain.  Key  C. 

1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 

Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Thou  dying  Lamb !  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Are  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

109  Tune — Azmon.  Key  A. 

1  0  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me! 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 

Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 
8  O  For  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean, 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 

From  him  that  dwells  within ! 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 
And  full  of  love  divine  ; 
Perfect,  and  rig  lit,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 
HO  Tune— Avon.  Key  Ak. 

1  Forever  here  my  rest  shall  be, 
Close  to  thy  bleeding  side  ; 
This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea. 
"  For  me  the  Saviour  died  ' 


2  My  dying  Saviour,  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own; 

Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art; 
Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  The  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply, 

Till  faith  to  sight  improve; 
Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 

111  Tune — Communion.  Key  Ah.. 

1  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done; 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown  I 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  his  dear  cross  appears; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

4  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'Tis  all  that!  can  do. 

112  Tune — Forest.  Key  A. 

1  O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone! 

0  that  I  could  at  last  submit 
At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down — 

To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet! 

2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find; 

Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art, 
Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 

And  fully  set  my  spirit  free; 
I  can  not  rest  till  pure  within. 
Til!  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 

4  I  Would,  but  thou  must  give  the  power* 

My  heart  from  every  sin  release ; 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  fill  me  with  thy  perfect  peace. 

11^  Tune — I  do  believe.  Key  0. 

1  Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee ; 

No  other  help  I  know  : 
If  thou  withdraw  thyself  from  me, 
Ah!  whither  shall  I  go? 

2  What  did  thine  only  Son  endure, 

Before  I  drew  my  breath ! 
What  pain,  what  labor,  to  secure 
My  soul  from  endless  death ! 

3  O  Jesus,  could  I  this  believe, 

1  now  should  feel  thy  power; 

And  all  my  wants  thou  wouldst  relieve, 
In  this  accepted  hour. 

4  Author  of  faith !  to  thee  I  lift 

My  weary,  longing  eyes : 
O  tet  me  now  receive  that  gift; 
My  soul  without  it  dies. 

114  Tune— Rockport.  Key  Bk 

1  Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu, 
With  all  of  creature  good! 
Only  Jesus  I  pursue. 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood 
All  thy  pleasures  I  forego ; 

I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride, 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 
And  Jesus  crucified. 


%  Other  knowledge  I  disdain , 

'Tisall  but  vanity; 
Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain, 

He  tasted  death  for  me. 
Me  to  save  from  endless  woe 

The  sin-atoning  Victim  died : 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

8  Here  will  I  set  up  my  rest; 

My  fluctuating  heart 
From  the  haven  of  his  breast 

Shall  never  more  depart : 
Whither  should  a  sinner  go? 

His  wounds  for  me  stand  open  wide; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

1  O  that  I  could  all  invite, 

This  saving  truth  to  prove ; 
Show  the  length,  the  breadth,  the  height, 

And  depth  of  Jesus'  love  i 
Fain  I  would  to  sinners  show 

The  blood  by  faith  alone  applied ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 
H5  Tune — Rapture.  Key  E. 

1  O  how  happy  are  they, 
Who  the  Saviour  obey, 

And  have  laid  up  their  treasure  above  I 
Tongue  can  never  express 
The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 

Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love. 

2  'Twasa  heaven  below 
My  Redeemer  to  know. 

And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more, 

Than  to  fall  at  his  feet, 

And  the  story  repeat, 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

3  Jesus  all  the  day  long 
Was  my  joy  and  my  song : 

O  that  all  his  salvation  might  see! 

"He  hath  loved  me,"  I  cried, 

"  He  hath  suffered  and  died. 
To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me." 
J  1(3  Tune — Endsleigh. 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings; 
ft  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  on  his  wings; 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

2  In  holy  contemplation. 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme. of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new: 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  he  will  bear  us  through; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

Will  clothe  his  people  too: 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  his  children  bread. 
ll'i  Tune — Louvan.  Key  A  h. 

1  O  for  that  flame  of  living  fire, 

Which  shone  so  bright  in  saints  of  old  ! 
Which  bade  their  souls  to  heaven  aspire, 
Calm  in  distress,  in  danger  bold. 

2  Where  is  that  Spirit,  Lord,  which  dwelt 

In  Abrah'm's  breast,  and  sealed  him  thine? 
Which  made  Paul's  heart  with  sorrow  melt, 
And  glow  with  energy  divine? 


KeyG. 


3  That  Spirit,  which  from  age  to  age 

Proclai  med  thy  love,  and  taugfit  thy  wayst 
Brightened  Isaiah's  vivid  page, 
And  breathed  in  David's  hallowed  lays? 

4  Is  not  thy  grace  as  mighty  now 

As  when  Elijah  felt  its  power; 
When  glory  beamed  from  Moses'  brow, 
Or  Job  endured  the  trying  hour? 

118  Tune— Antioch.  Key  D. 

1  O  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
The  glories  of  my  Ciod  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  ihy  name. 

3  Jesus!  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

119  Tune— Greenville.  Key  F. 

1  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 

Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power : 

He  is  able, 
He  is  willing :  doubt  no  more. 

2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance. 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

3  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden. 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

~  Not  the  righteous, — 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to.call. 

120  Tune— Woodworth.  Key  Eh. 

1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  !  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come  1 

3  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relitve; 
Because  thy  promise  1  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come! 

4  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come  I 

121  Tune— Love  Divine.  Key  J3fc 

1  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  downl 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling; 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure  unbounded  love  thou  art; 
Visit  us  with  thy  solvation; 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  O  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast! 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit, 
Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 


Take  away  out  bent  to  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 
8  Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receive; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave : 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above, 
Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing. 

Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 
4  Finish  then  thy  new  creation; 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation, 

Perfectly  restored  in  thee  : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Tillin  heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
122  Tune— Lenox.  Keg  B'O. 

1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise; 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears; 
The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears: 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary; 
They  pour  effectual  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead  for  me : 
"Forgive  him,  O  forgive,"  they  cry, 
"Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die. 

3  The  Father  hears  him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One: 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Son : 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  My  God  is  reconciled; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear: 

He  owns  me  for  his  child; 

I  can  no  longer  fear; 

With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 

And,  "  Father,  Abba,  Father,"  cry. 

[23  Tune— Maitland.  Key  Bk. 

1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  earl 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 

And  to  the  weary,  rest. 
8  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 

Accept  the  praise  I  bring! 
4  I  would  thy  boundless  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath; 
So  shall  the  music  of  thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

124  Tune— Going  Home.  Key  G. 

1  My  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair; 
Nor  pain  nor  death  can  enter  there; 
Its  glittering  towers  the  sun  outshine; 
That  heavenly  mansion  shall  be  mine. 

I'm  going  home,  I'm  going  home, 
I'm  going  home  to  die  no  more; 
To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more, 
I'm  going  home  to  die  no  more. 

2  My  Father's  house  is  built  on  high, 
Far,  far  above  the  starry  sky. 
When  from  this  earthly  prison  free, 
That  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  be. 


125  Tune— Eucharist.  Key  O 

1  When  I  survey  the  woudrous  cross 

Ou  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  mos^ 

I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 
8  See,  frcra  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down : 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 

Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 
4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

126  Tunc— Avon.  Key  A*l 

1  I  worship  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 

I  love  to  worship  thee; 
My  risen  Lord  for  aye  were  lost 
But  for  thy  company. 

2  I  worship  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 

I  love  to  worship  thee; 
I  grieved  thee  long,  alas  1  thou  know'st 
It  grieves  me  bitterly. 

3  I  worship  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 

I  love  to  worship  thee ; 
Thy  patient  love,  at  what  a  cost 
At  last  it  conquered  me  I 

1 27  Tune — The  Stranger.  Key  A  (l 

1  Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door, 

He  gently  knocks— has  knocked  before, 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 
Cho.— O  let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in, 
He'll  cleanse  the  heart  from  sin; 
O  keep  him  no  more  out  at  the  door, 
But  let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in. 

2  But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will, — the  very  friend  you  need ; 
The  friend  ci  sinners  ?    Yes,  'tis  he. 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 

3  Admit  him,  ere  his  anger  burn, — 
His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return ; 
Admit  him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand 
You'll  at  his  door  rejected  stand. 

128  Tune— The  Haven  of  Rest.        Key  Art. 

1  M$soul  in  sad  exile  was  out  on  life's  sea, 

So  burdened  with  sin,  and  distrest, 
Till  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying,  make  me 
your  choice ; 
And  I  entered  the  "  Haven  of  Rest ! 
Cho. — I've  anchored  my  soul  in  the  haven  of 
I'll  sail  the  wide  seas  no  more;  [rest, 
The  tempest  may  sweep  o'er  the  wild, 
stormy  deep, 
In  Jesus  I'm  safe  evermore. 

2  I  yielded  myself  to  his  tender  embrace, 

And  faith  taking  hold  of  the  word, 
My  fetters  fell  off  and  I  anchored  my  soul; 
The  haven  of  rest  is  my  Lord. 

3  The  song  of  my  soul,  since  the  Lord  made  mc 

Has  been  the  old  story  so  blest  [whole, 

Of  Jesus,  who'll  save  whosoever  will  have 
A  home  in  the  "  Haven  of  Rest ! " 

4  How  precious  the  thought  that  we  all  may  re- 

Like  John  the  beloved  and  blest,       [ciine, 

On  Jesus'  strong  arm,  where  no  tempest  can 

Secure  in  the  "  Haven  of  Rest !  "     [harm,— 

5  O  come  to  the  Saviour,  he  patiently  waits 

To  save  by  his  power  divine; 
Come,  anchor  your  soul  in  the  haven  of  rest, 
And  say,  "my  Reloved  is  mine."—  H  I.  Q 


129 


Tune — Revive  us  again. 


Key  G. 


1  We  praise  thee,  O  God!  for  the  Son  of  thy  love, 
For  Jesus  who  died  and  is  now  gone  above. 

Chorus. 
Hallelujah!  thine  the  glory;  Hallelujah!  Amen. 
Hallelujah!  thine  the  glory;  Revive  us  again. 

2  We  praise  thee,  O  God!  for  thy  Spirit  of  light, 
Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour  and  scattered 

our  night.  [slaillj 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was 
Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed 

every  stain. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace, 
Who  has  brought  us  and   sought  us,  and 

guided  our  ways.  r  jove . 

5  Revive  us  again;  fill  each  heart  with  thy 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from 

above. 

lot)      Tune — I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  thee.  Key  G. 

II  am  coming  to  the  cross, 

I  am  poor  and  weak  and  blind ; 
I  am  counting  all  but  dross, 
I  shall  full  salvation  find. 

Cho.— I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  thee; 
Blessed  Lamb  of  Calvary; 
Humbly  at  the  cross  1  bow; 
Jesus  saves  me — saves  me  now. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  thee, 

Long  has  evil  dwelt  within; 
Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me; 
"  I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin." 

3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee, 

Friends,  and  time,  and  earthly  store, 
Soul  and  body,  thine  to  be — 
Wholly  thine  for  evermore. 

4  In  the  promises  I  trust, 

In  the  cleansing  blood  confide; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 

5  Jesus  comes,  he  fills  my  soul, 

Perfected  in  love  I  am, 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole, 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb ! 

lol         Tunc — The  half  has  never  yet.         Key  C. 

1  I  know  I  love  thee  better,  Lord, 

Than  any  earthly  joy, 
For  thou  hast  given  me  the  peace 
Which  nothing  can  destroy. 

Cho.— The  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 
Of  love  so  full  and  free ; 
The  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 
The  blood— it  cleanseth  me. 

2  I  know  that  thou  art  nearer  still 

Than  any  earthly  throng 
And  sweeter  is  the  thought  of  thee 
Than  any  lovely  song. 

3  Thou  hast  put  gladness  in  my  heart; 

Then  well  may  I  be  glad  ! 
Without  the  secret  of  thy  love 
I  could  not  but  be  sad. 

4  O  Saviour,  precious  Saviour  mine ! 

What  will  thy  presence  be, 
If  such  a  life  of  joy  can  crown 
Our  walk  on  earth  with  thee? 

132  Tune— Wellesley.  Key  C. 

1  There  is  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy, 
Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea : 
There's  a  kindness  in  his  justice, 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 


2  There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 

And  more  graces  for  the  good; 

There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour; 

There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 

3  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

4  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  him  at  his  word; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  the  Loid. 


133 


Tune — Horton. 


Key  A. 


1  Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 

Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home; 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  come ; 

2  Thou  who,  homeless  and  forlorn, 

Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn: — 

5  Hither  come  !  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  Hows  for  every  wound; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure; 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 
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Tune — Blessed  assurance. 


Key  D. 


1  Blessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  mine ! 
O,  what  a  foretaste  of  glory  divine ! 
Heir  of  salvation,  purchase  of  God, 
Born  of  his  Spirit,  washed  in  his  blood. 

Cho. — 1|:  This  is  my  story,  this  is  my  song, 

Praising  my  Saviour  all  the  day  long.  :| 

2  Perfect  submission,  perfect  delight, 
Visions  of  rapture  burst  on  my  sight, 
Angels  descending,  bring  from  above, 
Echoes  of  mercy,  whispers  of  love. 

3  Perfect  submission,  all  is  at  rest, 

I  in  my  Saviour  am  happy  and  blest, 
Watching  and  waiting,  looking  above, 
Filled  with  his  goodness,  lost  in  his  love. 
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Tune — Take  me  as  1  am. 


Key  A\l 


1  Jesus,  my  Lord,  to  thee  I  cry; 
Unless  thou  help  me,  I  must  die  : 
O.  bring  thy  free  salvation  nigh, 

And  take  me  as  I  am  1 

Ref.— Take  me  as  I  am, 
Take  me  as  I  am, 
0,  bring  thy  free  salvation  nigh, 
And  take  me  as  I  am  ! 

2  Helpless  I  am,  and  full  of  guilt, 
But  yet  for  me  thy  blood  was  spilt, 

And  thou  canst  make  me  what  thou  wilt, 
And  take  me  as  I  am ! 

3  I  thirst,  I  long  to  know  thy  love, 
Thy  full  salvation  I  would  prove, 
But  since  to  thee  I  cannot  move, 

0,  take  me  as  I  am ! 

4  If  thou  hast  work  for  me  to  do, 
Inspire  my  will,  ray  heart  renew  ; 
And  work  both  in  and  by  me  too, 

But  take  me  as  I  am. 

5  A  nd  when  at  last  the  work  is  done, 
The  battle  o'er,  the  vict'ry  won, 
Still,  still  my  cry  shall  be  alone, 

0,  take  me  as  I  am  | 


136  Tune — Entire  consecration.  Key  D. 

1  Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  thee; 

Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  thy  love. 

Chorus. 
Wash  me  in  the  Saviour's  precious  blood, 
Cleanse  me  in  its  purifying  flood; 
Lord,  I  give  to  thee  my  life  and  all,  to  be 
Thine,  henceforth,  eternally. 

2  Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  thee ; 
Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only  for  my  King. 

3  Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  thee ; 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days; 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaselesspraise. 

4  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  thine; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine; 
Take  my  heart — it  is  thine  own, 
It  shall  be  thy  royal  throne. 

5  Take  my  love,  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure-store ; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  thee. 

lo7  Tune — Glory  to  his  name.        Key  Ah. 

1  Down  at  the  cross  where  my  Saviour  died, 
Down  where  for  cleansing  from  sin  I  pfied; 
There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  applied ; 

Glory  to  his  name. 

Cho. — 1|:  Glory  to  his  name;  :|| 
There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  applied ; 
Glory  to  his  name. 

2  I  am  so  wondrously  saved  from  sin, 
Jesus  so  sweetly  abides  within  : 

There  at  the  cross  where  he  took  me  in ; 

Glory  to  his  name. 
8  O  precious  fountain,  that  saves  from  sin, 
I  am  so  glad  I  have  entered  in ; 
There  Jesus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  clean, 

Glory  to  his  name. 
4  Come  to  this  fountain  so  rich  and  sweet; 
Cast  thy  poor  soul  at  the  Saviour's  feet; 
Plunge  in  to-day,  and  be  made  complete; 

Glory  to  his  name. 

loo  Tune — Balerma.  Key  A. 

1  Vain  man,  thy  fond  pursuits  forbear; 

Repent,  thine  end  is  nigh  ; 
Death,  at  the  farthest,  can't  be  far : 

0  think  before  thou  die. 

2  Reflect,  thou  hast  a  soul  to  save; 

Thy  sins,  how  high  they  mount ! 
What  are  thy  hopes  beyond  the  grave? 
How  stands  that  dark  account  ? 

3  Death  enters,  and  there's  no  defense; 

His  time  there's  none  can  tell ; 
He'll  in  a  moment  call  the  hence, 
To  heaven  or  down  to  hell. 

4  Thy  flesh  perhaps  thy  greatest  care, 

Shall  into  dust  consume; 
But,  ah  !  destruction  stops  not  there; 
Sin  kills  beyond  the  tomb.—  Joseph  Hart. 

139  Tune— Boyston.  Key  C. 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have; 

A  God  to  glorify  : 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save. 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil, 
0,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 


3  Arm  me  with  jealous  cart, 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live  ; 
And  G,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely; 
Assured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 

140  Tune— St.  Thomas.  Key  G. 

1  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live, 

For  thou  so  soon  must  die; 
Time  hurries  past  thee  like  the  breeze; 
How  swift  its  moments  fly  ! 

2  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  do 

Whatever  must  be  done; 
Thou  hast  no  time  to  lose  in  sloth, 
Thy  day  will  soon  be  gone. 

3  Up,  then,  with  speed,  and  work; 

Fling  ease  and  self  away ; 
This  is  no  time  for  thee  to  sleep, 
Up,  watch,  and  work,  and  prayl 

4  Make  haste,  O  man,  to  live, 

Thy  time  is  almost  o'er; 
O  sleep  not,  dream  not,  but  arise, 
The  Judge  is  at  the  door. 

141  Tune — Whiter  than  snow.  Key  A. 

1  Lord  Jesus,  I  long  to  be  perfectly  whole; 
I  want  thee  forever  to  live  in  my  soul ; 
Break  down  every  idol,  cast  out  every  foe; 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 

snow. 

Chorus. 
Whiter  than  snow,  yes,  whiter  than  snow ; 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 

snow. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  look  down  from  thy  throne  in 

the  skies, 
And  help  me  to  make  a  complete  sacrifice ; 
I  give  up  myself,  and  whatever  I  know — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 

snow. 

3  Lord  Jesus,  for  this  I  most  humbly  entreat ; 
I  wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  thy  crucified  feet, 
By  faith,  for  my  cleansing.  I  see  thy  blood 

flow —  [snow. 

Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 

4  Lord  Jesus,  thou  seest  I  patiently  wait ; 
Come,  now,  and  within  me  a  new  heart 

create  ;  [  said'st  No— 

To  those  who  have  sought  thee,  thou  never 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 

snow. — James  Nicholson. 

li'u  Tune — Step  out.  Key  Ab. 

1  0  mourner  in  Zion,  how  blessed  art  thou, 
For  Jesus  is  waiting  to  comfort  thee  now, 
Fear  not  to  rely  on  the  word  of  thy  God ; 
Step  out  on  the  promise— getunder  the  blood. 

2  O  ye  that  are  hungry  and  thirsty,  rejoice, 
For  ye  shall  be  filled ;    do  you  hear  that 

sweet  voice 
Inviting  you  now  to  the  banquet  of  God  ? 
Step  out  on  the  promise — getunder  the  blood 

3  Who  sighs  for  a  heart  from  iniquity  free? 

0  poor,  troubled  soul!  there's  a  promise  for 

thee, 
There's  rest,  weary  one,  in  the  bosom  of  God ; 
Step  out  on  the  promise — get  under  the  blood. 

4  The  promise  don't  save,  tho'  the  promise  is 

true :  [us  thro', 

'Tis  the  blood  we  get  under  that  cleanseth 
It  cleanses  me  now,  hallelujah  to  God. 

1  rest  on  the  promise — I'm  under  the  blood. 

—Maggie  Potter. 


143  Tune— Follow  all  the  way.  Key  G. 

1  I  1 :  have  heard  my  Saviour  calling,  :|| 

"  Take  thy  cross  and  follow,  follow  me." 

Chorus. 
||:  Where  he  leads  me  I  will  follow,  :| 
I  will  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 

2  || :  Tho'  He  leads  me  thro'  the  valley,  :  I 
I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 

3  || :  Tho'  he  leads  me  thro'  the  garden,  :|| 
I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 

4  ||:  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glory,  :|| 
He  will  keep  me,  keep  me  all  the  way. 

5  II:  O  'tis  sweet  to  follow  Jesus  :|| 

And  be  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 

144  Tune— Are  you  washed ?  Key  Ah.. 

1  Have  you  been  to  Jesus  for  the  cleansing 

power? 
Are  vou  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
Are  yo"u  fully  trusting  in  his  grace  this  hour? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
Chorus. 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood, 

In  the  soul-cleansing  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
Are  your  garments  spotless?  Are  they  white 
as  snow  ? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 

2  Are  you  walking  daily  by  the  Saviour's  side? 

Are  you  wasbed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
Do  you  rest  each  moment  in  the  Crucified  ? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 

3  When   the  Bridegroom   cometh  will   your 

robes  be  white, 
Pure  and  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
Will   vour  soul  be  ready  for  the  mansion 

bright? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 

145  Tune — Blessed  be  the  name.  Key  A. 

1  All  praise  to  him  who  reigns  above, 

In  majesty  supreme, 
Who  gave  his  Son  for  man  to  die, 
That  he  might  man  redeem. 
Chorus. 
|| :  Blessed  be  the  name,  :|| 

Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord; 
|| :  Blessed  be  the  name,  :ll 

Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

2  His  name  above  all  names  shall  stand, 

Exalted  more  and  more. 
At  God  the  Father's  own  right  hand, 
Where  angel  hosts  adore. 

3  Redeemer,  Saviour,  Friend  of  man 

Once  ruined  by  the  fall, 
Thou  hast  devised  salvation's  plan, 
For  thou  hast  died  for  all. 

4  His  name  shall  be  the  Counselor, 

The  mighty  Prince  of  Peace, 
Of  all  the  earth's  kingdoms  conqueror, 
Whose  reign  shall  never  cease. 

—  W.  H.  Clark. 

146  Tune — Marching  to  Zion.  Key  Q. 
1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 
Chorus. 
We're  marching  to  Zion, 

Beautiful,  beautiful  Zion; 
We're  marching  upward  to  Zion, 
The  beautiful  citv  of  God. 


2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God ; 
But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  Then  let  our  songs  abound. 

And  every  tear  be  dry; 
We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

147  Tune— Companionship  with  Jesus.   Key  A  fc; 

1  O  blessed  fellowship  divine ! 

0  joy  supremely  sweet ! 
Companionship  with  Jesus  here 

Makes  life  with  bliss  replete : 
In  union  with  the  purest  One, 
I  find  my  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

Refrain. 
O  wondrous  bliss !  0  joy  sublime ! 
I've  Jesus  with  me  all  the  time! 

0  wondrous  bliss !  O  joy  sublime  I 
I've  Jesus  with  me  all  the  time! 

2  I'm  walking  close  to  Jesus'  side; 

So  close  that  1  can  hear 
The  softest  whispers  of  his  love 

In  fellowship  so  dear, 
And  feel  his  great  Almighty  hand 
Protects  me  in'this  hostile  land. 

3  I  know  his  shelt'ring  wings  of  love 

Are  always  o'er  me  spread ; 
And  tho'  the  storms  may  fiercely  rag&> 

All  calm  and  free  from  dread, 
My  peaceful  spirit  ever  sings 

"I'll  trust  the  covert  of  thy  wings." 

148  Tune — Boyleston.  Key 

1  And  can  I  vet  delav 

My  little  all  to  give? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 
For  Jesus  to  receive? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield ; 

I  can  hold  out  no  more : 

1  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled, 
And  own  thee  conqueror. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake ; 

My  friends,  my  all,  resign  ; 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  O  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 
With  all  thy  weight  of  love.. 

149  Tune — Consecration.  Key  j 

1  My  body,  soul  and  spirit, 

Jesus,  I  give  to  thee, 
A  consecrated  offering, 
Thine  evermore  to  be. 

Chorus. 
My  all  is  on  the  altar, 

I'm  waiting  for  the  fire; 
Waiting,  waiting,  waiting, 

I'm  waiting  for  the  fire. 

2  O  Jesus  mighty  Saviour, 

I  trust  in  thy  great  name, 
I  look  for  thy  "salvation, 
Thy  promise  now  I  claim. 

3  O,  let  the  fire  descending 

Just  now  upon  my  soul, 
Consume  my  humble  off'ring, 
And  cleanse  and  make  me  whole 

4  I'm  thine,  O  blessed  Jesus, 

Wash'd  in  thy  precious  blood, 
Now  seal  me  by  thy  Spirit, 
A  sacrifice  to  God. 


150  Tune— Calvary's  stream  is  flowing.  Key  Bti. 

1  From  that  dear  cross  where  Jesus  died, 

Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing; 
From  bleeding  hands  and  feet  and  side, 
Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing. 

Chorus. 
||:  Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing;  :|| 
Flowing  so  free  for  yon  and  for  me, 
Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing. 

2  Come,  wash  the  stain  of  sin  away, 

Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing; 
Come,  while  'tis  call'd  salvation's  day, 
Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing; 

3  For  ev'ry  contrite,  wounded  soul, 

Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing; 
Step  in  just  now,  and  be  made  whole, 
Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing. 

4  For  ev'ry  weary,  aching  heart, 

Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing; 
A  tender  healing  to  impart 
Calv'ry's  stream  is  flowing. 

151  Tune— God  calling  yet.  Key  Eh. 
God  calling  yet!  shall  I  not  hear? 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear? 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  fly, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie? 

2  God  calling  yet!  shall  I  not  rise? 
Can  I  his  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  his  kind  care  repay? 
He  calls  me  still ;  can  I  delay? 


3  God  calling  yet  i  and  shall  he  knock, 
And  1  my  heart  the  closer  lock? 

He  still  is  waiting  to  receive, 
And  shall  I  dare  his  spirit  grieve? 

4  God  calling  yet!  I  cannot  stay; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay : 

Vain  world,  farewell!  from  thee  I  part; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart. 
Hymn  of  Consecration.— Edioin  Hatch. 
Y&u  Tune — Greenwood.  Key  Q. 

1  Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 

Fill  me  with  life  anew, 
That  I  may  love  what  thou  dost  love, 
And  do  what  thou  wouldst  do. 

2  Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  (iod, 

Until  my  heart  is  pure; 
Until  with  thee  I  will  one  will 
To  do,  or  to  endure. 

3  Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 

Till  I  am  wholly  thine  ; 
Till  all  this  earthly  part  of  me 
Glows  with  thy  fire  divine. 

4  Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 

So  shall  I  never  die, 
But  live  with  thee  the  perfect  life, 
Of  thine  eternity. 
*5  Breathe  on  me,  Breath  of  God, 
Thy  promise  now  fulfill, 
Give  me  the  strength  that  Jesus  had 
To  do  thy  blessed  will. 
*Rev.  Samuel  MacBurney,  D.D. 


Take  All  My  Sins  Away 


isa 


Words  and  Music  by  Marechale  Booth 


1.  O,  spotless  Lamb,  I   come  to  thee,  No    lou  -  ger  can    I   from  thee  stay; 

2.  My  hun-gry  soul  cries  out  for  thee,  Come,  and   for-ev-er  seal  my  breast; 

3.  Wea-ry     I    am    of     iu-bred  siu,  O,    wilt  thou  not  my  soul  re-lease? 
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To 


'ry  chain,  now    set 
thy  dear  arms    at      last 


En  -  ter,  and  speak  me 


me  free,  Take 
I    flee,   There 
Give 


pure  with -in. 


all 
on 
me 


my  sins  a  -  way. 
ly  can  I  rest, 
thy   per  -  feet  peace. 
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My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


"  London  Hymn  Book." 

1  My  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine, 
For  thee  all  the  follies  of  sin  I  resign; 

My  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Saviour  art  thou, 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

2  I  love  thee,  because  thou  hast  first  loved  me, 
And  purchased  my  pardon  on  Calvary's  tree ; 
I  love  thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  thy 

brow ; 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 


Key  F. 

I  will  love  thee  in  life,  I'll  love  thee  in  death, 
And  praise  thee  as  long  as  thou  lendest  me 
breath ;  [  brow, 

And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  my 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight, 
I'll  ever  adore  thee  in  heaven  so  bright; 
I'll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown'  on  my 

brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 
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